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P  R  O  L  O  G  U  E, 

AP  TNESS  for  Mrtb  to  all^  this  injlant  N^bt 
ThaJia  bath  ptepir^ d^  for  your  Delight ^ 
Her  cboicf  and  curious  ffia}f!^s^  iff  each  part 
SeaforCd  with  rarities  of  Wit  and  Art ; 
Nor  fear  I  to  he  tax" d  for  a  vain  iotifij 
My  Promife  will  find  Credit  with  the  moft^ 
When  they  know  ingenious  Fletcher  made  it^  hi 

Being  in  himfelf  a  perfeEl  Comedy : 
Andfomefit  bere^  I  doubt  noty  dare  aver 
Living  he  made  that  Houfe  a  Theatre  ^ 

IVhich  be  plea^ d  to  frequent  %  and  thus  much  we 
Could  not  but  pay  to  his  loud  Memory.  ir 

For  ourfelveSf  we  do  entreat  that  you  would  not 
ExpeSi  ftrange  turns  and  ^ipin^ings^  in  the  Plot, 
ObjeSs  of  State  J  and  now  and  then  a  Rhime^  < 
To  gall  particular  Perfons  with  the  time  ; 
Or  that  bis  towring  Mufe  kdtb  made  her  flight 
Nearer  your  Apprebenfion  than  your  Sight ; , 

Sut  if  that  fweet  Ekpreffions^  quick  Conceit  j       .^ 
Familiar  Language^  fafhion^d  to  the  weight 
Offucb  asfpeak  it^  have  the  power  to  raife 
Tour  Grace  to  us^  with  trophies  to  his  Praife  ; 
ff^e  may  profefsy  prefuming  on  his  Skills 
ff^s  Chances  pleafe  not  you  ^  our  Fortune^  s  ill. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSQI\rj^, 


MEN.  V 

•  •  '  - 

T\U K E  of  Fermrz. 

^^  Pctruchio,  Governor  of  Bolognia. 

Don  Frodcrick  { ^^^  Spanifh  Gentlemen^  and  Comerades, 

Antonio,  an  old  ft  out  Gentleman^  Kin/man  to  Pctruchio. 
Three  Gentlemen^  Friends  to  the  J)uke^ 
Two  Gentlemen^  Friends  to  Petruchio, 
Francifcoi  a  Mujician^  Antonio'i  Bojf^ 
Peter  Vecchio,  a  Teacher  of  Latin  and  Muftci^  a  reputed 
Wizard. 

AjiSony  \  '^  Servants  tfi  Dm  John  a«rf  Frederick, 
A  Surgeom 

WOMEN. 


Conft^ncia,  Sifter  to  Petruchio,  and  Mtftrefs  to  the  Duke,, 

Gentlewoman^  Servant  to  Conftancia. 

Old  Gentlewoman^  Landlady  to  Don  John  and  Fr^eri^k. 

Conftancia,  a  JVb^re  tp  old  AntoniOt- 

Sawd. 
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CHANGES. 


ACT    t.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Peter  mnd  Anthotiy, 

F  E  T  E  X. 

I  WOULD  wVere  temo+'d  from  ftiiTown, 
Jntbonyi  fown  part, 

I  That  we  might  tafte  foiiic  ^liiet ;  for  mine 
>  I'm  almoft  nlelted  ifrlth  continual  trotting 
■  After  Enquiries,  Dreams,  and  Revelations^ 
Of  ttho  knows  whom,  or  where:  ferve  Wenching  Soldiers, 
That  know  no  other  Paradife  but  Plackets  ? 
I'll  IcFTe  a  Frieft  in  Lent  firft,  and  eat  Bell-ropes. 

jfnt.  Thou  art  the  froward'ft  Fool ■ 

Ptt.  Why,  good  tame  Anlbmy? 
Tell  me  but  this  \  to  what  end  came  we  hither  ? 
Alt.  To  wait  upon  our  Mailers. 
Pet.  But  how,  Antixmj? 
Anfwer  me  that ;  rcfoJre  mc  there,  good  Anthony  f 
Ant.  To  fcrve  their  ufes. 
Pet.  Shew  your  ufes,  Antbony: 
jSnt.  Ta  be  imploy'd  in  any  thing. 
Pet.  No,  Anthony, 
N(X  any  thing  I  take  it)  nor  that  thing 

-  A  3  W» 


.6  TUfe  Cbances. 

We  travel  to  difcover,  like  new  Iflands  i 
A  Talc  itch  lerve  fuch  ufes ;  in  things  of  moment 
Concerning  things,  I  grant  ye,  not  things  errant, 
Sweet  Ladies  things,  and  things  to  thank  the  Surgeon ) 
In  no  fuch  things,  fweet  jfytbeny,  put  cafe^-^ 

^nl.  Come,  come,  all  will  be  mended ;  this  inviGblc 
Of  infinite  report  for  Shape  and.Viitue,  [WomMi 

That  bred  us  all  this  trouble  to  no  purpofc. 
They  are  dctcrmin'd  now  no  more  to  think  on, 
But  fall  clofe  to  their  Studies. 

Pel.  Was  there  ever 
Men  known  to  run  mad  With  Report  before  ? 
Ch-  wander  after  that  they  know  not  where 
To  find  I  or  if  found,  how  to  enjoy  ?,  are  Mens  Braint 
N^e  now-a-days  bf  Malt,  that  their  Afie&ions 
Are  never  fober  ?  ■  But  like  drunken  People 
Founder  at  every  new  Fame  f  I  do  believe  too 
That  Men  in  Love  are  ever  drmk,  as  drunken  Men 
Are  ever  loving. 

jfnl.  Prithee  be  thou  fober. 
And  know,  that  they  are  noiie  of  thole,  not  guiltjr 
Of  the  leaft  vanity  of  Love,  only  a  doubt 
Fame  might  too  for  report,  or  rather  flatter 
The  Qraces  of  this  Woman,  made  them  curious 
To  find  the  truth,  which  fince  they  find  fo  block'd 
And  lock'd  up  from  their  fearches,  they're  now  fettled 
To  give  the  wonder  over. 

Pet.  Would  they  were  fettled 
To  give  me  fomc  new  Shoes  too :  For  HI  be  fwora 
Thefe  are  e'en  worn  out  to  th'  reafinable.  Soles 
In  their  good  Worfhips  bufinefs ;  and  fome  fleep 
Would  not  do  much  amifs,  unlefs  they  mean 
To  make  a  Bell- man  on  me;  and  what  now 
Mean  they  to  ftudy,  jfntbQj^,  moral  Philofophy 
After  their  mar'all  Women  ? 

Jut.  Mar  a  Fool's  Head. 

Pet.  It  will  mar  two  Fools  Heads  and  they  take  not  heed, 
Befidcs  the  Giblets  to  *cm. 

Jut.  Will  you  walk,  Sir, 
And  talk  more  out  of  hearing  ?  Your  FooI*s  Head 

May 
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May  chance  to  find  a  wooden  Night-cap  elfe. 
PeL  I  never  lay  in  any. 

Enter  Don  John,  aild  Frederick. 

yfnt.  Then  leave  your  lying,' 
And  your  blind  prophefying :  flefe  thty  oome, 
YouM  bed  cell  tbehf  as  iriuch. 

Pei.  I  am  no  Tdl-talc.  [Exeunt . 

John.  I  would  we  couU  have  feen  her  though  \  for  fare 
She  muft  be  fome  rare  Crcatora^  or  Report  lies  : 
All  Mens  Reports  too. 

Fred.  I  could  well  wifh  Pd  feen  her  ; 
ibt  fince  fh^s  fo  concealed,  fobeybnd^venture 
Kept  and  preferv'd  from  vieW,  (6  like  a  Paradile, 
Flac'd  where  no  Knowledge  can  come  near  her ;  fo guarded. 
As  'twere  impo^le,  though  known,  to  readi  ber» 
IVc  made  up  my  b«dief. 

John.  Hang  me  from  this  hoar 
If  I  more  think  upon  her,  or  believe  her. 
But  as  (he  caiiie  a  ibrong  Report  unto  me,  * 
So  the  next  Fame  {hall  lofe  her. 

Fred.  'Tis  the  next  way ; 
But  whither  are  yoii  walking  ? 

John.  My  old  Round 
After  my  Meat,  and  then  to  Bed. 

Fred.  Tis  healrfifiil. 

John.  Will  not  you  ftir  ? 

Fred.  I  have  a  little  bufinels. 

John.  Upon  my  Life  this  Lady  tlill  — • 

Fred.  Then  you  will  lofe  it; 

John.  'Pray  let*«  walk  togeth^. 

Fred.  Now  I  cannot. 

John.  I  have  fomething  to  impart. 

Fred.  An  hour  hence ' 
I  will  not  mifs  to  meet  you. 

John.  Where? 

Fred.  Pth*  high  Street  j 
For  not  to  lie,  I  ha\re  a  few  Devotions 
To  do  firft,  then  Pm  yours.   . 

John.  Remember.  lExeunt. 

A  4  SCENE 


TUte  Cbanctil 

S       C      E       N      E       il. 

Enter  Petnichto,  Antonio,  and  two  GmtUmen,, 

'Ant.  Cut  his  V^ind-pip^  I  lay. 

I  Gent.  Fye,  Antonu.. 

Jnt.  Or  knock  his  Brains  out  firft,and  then  forgire  him  : 
IF  you  do  thEuft,  be  fure  it  be  to  th*  hilts, 
A  Surgeon  may  fee  through  him. 

1  Gent.  You  are  too  violent. 

2  Gent.  Too  open  undifcrect. 
Petr.  Am  I  not  ruin'd  ? 

The  honour  of  my  Houfe  crack'd  F  my  Blood  poifiin'd  ? 
My  Credit  and  my  Name  ? 

z  Geta.  Be  fure  it  be  fo. 
Before  ye  ufethis  violence :  XtX.  not  doubt. 
And  a  fufpedting  anger  fo  much  fway  ye. 
Your  WiHom  may  be  queftion'd. 

Jint.  I  iay  kill  him, 
And  then  difputc  the  caufe;  cut  off  what  may  be, 
^nd  what  is  (hall  be  fafe. 
'  2  Gent.  Hang  up  a  true  Mao, 
Becaufe  'tis  pofllblc  he  may  be  thievilh  ! 
Alas,  is  this  good  Jullicc  \ 

Petr.  I  know  as  certain 
As  day  muft  come  again,  as  dear  as  truth. 
And  open  as  belief  can  lay  it  to  me. 
That  1  am  bafely  wronged,  wrong'd  above  Recompence'i 
Maticioudy  abus'd,  blafted  for  ever 
In  Name  and  Honour,  loft  to  all  remembrance. 
But  what  b  fmeai'd,  and  Ihamdul  j  I  muft  kill  him, 
Necefllty  compels  me. 

J  Gent.  But  think  better. 

Petr.  There  is  no  other  cure  left ;  yec  witnels  with  me. 
All  that  is  fair  in  Man,  all  that  is  noble, 
I  am  not  greedy  of  this  Life  I  feck  for,  ■ 
Kor  thirft  to  Ihed  Man's  Blood,  and^would  'twere  pollible^ 
I  wifh  it  with  my  Soul,  fo  much  I  tremble 
T*  offend  the  Sacred  Image  of  my  Maker, 
My  Sword  could  only  kill  his  Crimes  j  no,  'tis  Honour, 
Honour,  my  noble  Friends,  ;hat  Idol,  Honour, 

That 
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That  all  the  World  now  worfliips,  not  Petrucbh^ 
Muft  do  diis  Juftke. 

jlnt.  Let  it  once  be  done. 
And  'tis  no  matter,  whether  you,  or  Honour, 
Or  both,  be  acoeflary. 

2  Gent.  Do  vou  weigh,  Petrucbio^ 
The  Value  of  the  Perfon,  Power  and  Greatnefi, 
And  what  this  Sjpark  may  kindle  ? 

Petr.  To  perform  it. 
So  much  Pm  ty'd  to  Reputation, 
And  Credit  of  my  Houfc,  let  it  raife  Wild-fires, 
That  all  this  Dukedom  fmoak,  and  Storms  that  tofi  me 
Into  the  Waves  of  everlafting  Ruin, 
Yet  I  muft  throu^— —  If  ye  dare  fide  me  — p— 

Ant.  Darq? 

PetK  Y'are  Friends  indcd^,  if  not. 
^  2  Gmt.  Here's  none  flics  from  you, 
J>o  it  in  what  defign  ye  plcafe,  we'll  back  ye. 
(i)  Petr.  But  then  be  fure  ye  kill  him. 

1  Gent.  Is  the  Caufe 

So  mortal,  nothing  but  his  Life  ? 

Petr.  Believe  me, 
A  lels  Offence  has  been  the  Defblation 
Of  a  whole  NameJ 

2  Gent.  No  other  way  to  purge  it  ? 

Petr.  There  is,  but  never  to^  hop*d  for. 

2  Gent.  Think  an  Hour  more  : 
If  then  ye  find  no  fafer  Road  to  gukle  ye. 
We'll  fct  up  our  Refts  too. 

Ant.  Mine's  up  already. 
And  hang  him  for  my  part  goes  lefs  than  Life. 

2  Gent.  If  we  fee  -noble  .Caufe,  'tis  like  our  Swords 
May  be  as  free  and  forward  as  your  Words,     \Eiceunii 

(i)  I  Gent.  But  then  h  Jun  ve  kill  him. ^  At  both  tl^  Gentle* 
men  feem  to  endeavour  to  moderate  Piiruchio*%  PaiHon  in  everjr 
thing  they  fay  beiide,  it  Teems  evident  that  nothing  but  millake  hat 
pat  this  Speech  of  Violence  into  one  of  their  Mouths.  It  fucely  be- 
longs to  PiirucbtQt  and  the  next  Speech  which  was  ^iven  to  the 
Second  Gentleman,  may  be  mQre  properly  given  to  the  Firft. 

SCENE 


lo  7he  Chancer 

SCENE        lit 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  The  civil  Order  of  this  Town  Bobpia^ 
Makes  it  belov'd  and  hdndur*d  of  all  Trt^dfcri, 
As  a  moft  fafe  Retirement  irt  all  Troubles ; 
Befide  the  vvholfome  Seat,  and  iioble  Tefitptt 
Of  thofe  Minds  that  inhabit  it^  fafdytvife^ 
And  to  all  Strangers  virtuous :  But  I  fee 
My  Admiration  has  drawn  Night  upon  ttie^ 
And  longer  to  expcft  my  Friend  may  puH  rtrt 
Into  Sufpicion  of  too  late  a  Stirrer, 
Which  all  good  Governments  are  jealous  of* 
1*11  home,  and  think  at  liberty ;  yet  certaili, 
*Tis  not  fo  far  Night  as  I  thought ;  for  ftc> 
A  fair  Houfe  yet  ftands  open,  yfct  all  aboiit  it 
Are  clofe,  and  no  Lights  ftirring,  there  may  be  foul  Play  | 
ril  venture  to  look  in ;  if  there  be  KnaVes, 
.  I  may  do  a  good  Office.  [fToman  ivkbw* 

fVitbin.  Signieur?  • 

John.  What?  How  is  this? 

fFitbin.  Sigmtnr  Fabritto? 

John,  ril  go  nearer. 
,    mtbin.  Fabritio? 

I    John.  Thi^  ,is  a  Woman's  Tongue,  here  may  be  good 
done. 

frtlbin.  Who's  there? 
Fabritio  ? 

John.  Ay.  ^  • 

Within.  Where  arc  ye? 

John.  Here. 

fFithin.  O  come,  for  Heav*n's  fake ! 

John.  I  muft  fee  what  this  means. 

Enter  Woman  with  a  Child. 

Woman.  I  have  ftaid  this  long  Hour  for  you,   make 
no  noife. 
For  things  are  in  ftrange  Trouble :  Here,  be  fccret, 
^Tis  worth  your  Care  -,  begone  now  j  more  Eyes  watch  us. 

Than 
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Than  may  be  for  our  Safeties. 

John.  Hark  ye  ? 

ff^cman.  Peace  :  tjood  night. 

Jobn.  She's  gone>  and  I  am  leaden ;  Fortune  for  me ; 
It  weighs  well,  and  it  feels  well }  it  may  chance 
To  be  fome  Pack  of  Worth :  by  th*  Mifs  'tis  heavy  j 
If  it  be  Coin  or  Jewels,  'tis  worth  welcome  : 
ril  ne'er  refufe  a  Fortune  :  I  am  confident 
*Tis  of  no  common  Price :  Now  to  my  Lodging : 
If  it  hit  right,  ril  blefs  this  Night.  [Exit: 


E      N     E 

Enter  Frederick. 


IV. 


Fred.  'Tis.  flrange, 
I  cannot  meet  him ;  fure  he  has  encountred 
Some  Light-o'-love  or  other,  and  there  means 
To  play  at  ih  and  in. for  this  Night,     Well,  Don  jf^ohMf 
If  you  do  fpring  a  Leak,  or  get  an  Itch, 
Till  ye  claw  off  your  curl'd  Pate,  thank  your  Night- walks  | 
You  mud  be  ftill  a  bo«t-halling :  One  round  more. 
Though  it  be  late.  Til  venture,  to  difcover  ye^  ^ 
I  do  not  like  your  Out-kaps.  ^       ^Exifs 

S    C    E,  N    E      V. 

Enter  Duke,  iind  three  Gentlemen. 

Duke.  Welcome  to  Town,  are  yc  all  fit  ? 

I  Gent.  To  point.  Sir. 

Duke.  Where  are  the  Hdrfcs? 

z  Gent.  Where  they  were  appointed. 

Duke.  Be  private  all,  and  whatfoevcr  Fortune 
Oficr  itfelf,  let's  ftand  fure. 
.    3  Gent.  Fear  not  us. 
Ere  ye  fhall  be  endanger'd,  or  deluded. 
We'll  make  a  black  Night  on't. 

Duke.  No  more;  I  knowjt; 
You  know  your  Quarters  ? 

I  Gent. 
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1  Gent.  Will  you  go  alone.  Sir  ? 

Buke.  Ye  fhall  not  be  far  from  me,  the  leaff  Noile 
Shall  bring  ye  to  my  refcue. 

2  Gent.  We  are  counfeU'd.  {EKtUnu 

S     C     E     N     E       VI. 

Enter  Bon  John. 

John.  Was  ever  Man  fo  paid  for  being  curious  ? 
£ver  fo  bobb*d  for  fearching  out  Adrentures^ 
As  I  am  ?   did  the  Devil  lead  me  ?   muft  t  needs  be 

peeping 
Into  Mens  Houfes  where  I  had  no  Bufinefs, 
And  make  myfelf  a  Mifchief  ?  'Tis  well  carried; 
I  muft  take  other  Mens  CX:cafions  on  me. 
And  be  I  know  not  whooi :  Moft  finely  handled : 
,What  have  I  got  by  this  now !  What's  the  Purchale 
A  Piece  of  Evening  Arras- work,  a  Child, 
Indeed  an  Infidel :  This  comes  of  peeping : 
A  Lump  got  out  of  lazinels  ;  good  white  Bread, 
Let*s  have  no  bawling  with  ye ;  'fdeath,  have  I 
Known  Wenches  thus  long,  all  the  ways  of  Wenches^ 
.Their  Snares  and  Subtiltics  ?  Have  I  read  over 
All  their  School  Learning,  div'd  into  their  Quiddits, 
And  am  I  now  bum-fidl^  with  a  Baftard  ? 
FetchM  over  with  a  Card  of  five,  and  in  mine  old  Days, 
After  the  dire  MafTacre  of  a  Million 
Of  Maiden-heads  ?    Caught  the  common  way,   i'th'' 

Night  too 
Under  another's  Name,  to  make  the  matter 
Carry  more  weight  about  it  ?  Well,  Don  Jobn^ 
You  will  be  wifer  one  Day,  when  yeVe  purchased 
A  beavy  of  thefe  Butter-prints  together. 
With  fearching  out  concealed  Iniquities, 
Without  Commiffion  :   Why,  it  would  ne'er  grieve  me^ 
If  1  had  got  this  Ginger-bread  v  ne'er  ftirr'd  me> 
So  I  had  had  a  llroak  for't  \  'c  had  been  Juftice 
Then  to  have  kept  it  \  but  to  raifc  a  Dairy 

For 
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ForotherMensAduIteries,  (i)confunKmyreirin Caudle^ 
And  Icowring  Works,  in  Nurfcs,  Bella,  and  Bat)ie$, 
Oiri^  for  Charity,  for  meer  I  thank  you, 
A  Irttle  troubles  me :  The  lead  touch  for  it. 
Had  but  my  Breeches  got  it,  had  contented  me. 
Whofe  e'er  it  is,  fure  It  had  a  wealthy^  Mother, 
For  'tis  well  doath'd,  and  if  I  be  not  cozen'd, 

,  Well  lin'd  within :  To  leave  it  here  were  l»rbaroin 
And  ten  to  one  wpuld  kill  it  i  a  more  Sin 
Than  his  tliat  got  it :  Well,  I  will  difpofe  on*t. 
And  keep  it,  as  they  keep  Death's  Heads  in  Ring^ 
To  cry  memento  to  me  j  no  more  peeping. 
Now  all  the  Danger  is  to  qualifie 

'  'The  good  old  Gentlewoman,  at  whole  Houfe  we  live, 

<   For  fhc  will  hU  upon  me  with  a  Catechlfm 

'   Of  four  Hours  long :  I  muft  endurp  all ; 
For  I  will  know  this  Mother :  0>me,  good  Wonder, 
La  you  and  1  be  jogging ;  your  flarv'd  Trebble 
Will  waken  the  rude  Watch  elfe :  All  that  be 
Curious  Night-walkers,  may  they  find  my  Fee.       [£«*. 

SCENE         VU. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  Sure  he's  gone  home: 
I've  beaten  all  the  Purlews, 
But  cannot  bolt  him :  If  he  be  a  bobbing, 
'Tisnoc  my  Carecancur^him;  To  Morrow  Morning^ 
I  (hall  have  further  knowledge  from  a  Surgeon's; 
Whae  he  lies  moor'd,  tq  v^ead  his  Leaks. 

(1)  ■    ...  e—fimt  mffiifrnM  Cudia, 

AmJ/triuriMg  fTarh,  im  Hvfru  BilU,  mnJSaiiii.l  Mr.  Sfmfftn 
for  CaaJUi  would  read  CaiUbi,  iDd  Tor  Bmhiii,  SaMbUi.  The  fird 
Aenu  prob^e,  U  J*hn  hud  before  dedir'd  the  Child  an  Infidel,. and 
he  raoft  of  courle  have  a  Chnftcnine  t  the  Utter  I  don't  adoiit.  Btlb 
»ni  Babut  exprcfi  the  Childmu  'Hiyi  better  than  Baniits  i  for  Btllt 
are  equally  BsmiUi,  at  well  u  Babiit  «r  Dilh,  and  conftqacncly  that 
Roding  would  gm  a  Tautology. 
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.    fff/ffConftantia. 

Coit.  I'm  ready* 
And  through  a  World  of  D^go^^^  flown  to  ye. 
Be  full  of  hafte  and  care,  we  are  undone  elfe : 
Where  are  your  People  ?  Which  way  muft  wc  pavel  ? 
For  Hcav'n  lake  ftay  not  here.  Sir. 

Fred.  What  niay  this  prove  ? 

Con.  Alas  I  am  miftakcn,  ]oft,  undone. 
For  ever  perilh'd.    Sir,  for  HC4v*q  lake  tell  me, 
Are  ye  a  Gentleman  i 

Fred.  I  am. 

Cea.  Of  this  Place? 

Fred.  No,  born  in  Spain. 

Con.  As  ever  you  lov'd  Honour, 
As  ever  your  Defires  may  gain  their  eilds. 
Do  a  poor  wretched  Woman  but  this  Benefit, 
For  1  am  forc'd  to  truft  ye. 

Fred.  You've  charm'd  me. 
Humanity  and  Honour  bids  me  help-  ye  % 
And  if  I  fail  your  Truft — '• ■ 

Con,  The  Time's  too  dangerous 
To  ftay  your  Proteftations  :  1  believe  ye, 
Alas,  1  muft  believe  ye :  From  this  Plac^ 
Good  noble  Sir,  remove  me  inftantly, 
Andfora  time,  where  nothing  but  yourielf. 
And  honeft  Converfation  may  come  near  me. 
In  fome  fecure  Place  fettle  me  :  What  I  am. 
And  why  thus  boldly  I  commit  my  Credit 
Into  a  Stranger's  Hand,  the  Fears  and  Dangers, 
That  force  me  to  this  wild  Courfe,  at  more  leiHuc 
I  ftialt  reveal  unto  you. 

Fred.  Come,  be  hearty,    * 
He  mud  ftrike  through  my  Life  that  takes  ye  from  me. 

[Exeuxt, 


scene; 
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^iter  Petnx:hto»  Aotonio,  ofid  tvoo  GtntUmm. 

Petr.  He  will  furc  aiinc.    Are  yc  well  arm'd  ? 

jba.  Ne'er  ftarur: 
Here's  that  wil]  omJcc  'em  dance  without  a  Fiddle. 

Petr.  We  arc  to  look  for  no  weak  Foes,  my  Friendly 
J^QT  .vinadviied  oaei. 

Ant.  Beft  Gamefters  make  the  beft  Gamci 
"We  Ihall  B^ht  dole  aod  handfom  then. 

1  Gent.  Antonio, 

You  are  a  thought  too  bloody. 

Ant.  Why  ?  All  Phyficians  • 
And  penny  Alnunacks  allow  the  openbg 
Of  Veins ^his  Moptb :  Why  do  ye  talk  of  bloody  ? 
What  come  i*ic/Qr,  to  f^Il  to  Cuffs  for  Apples  ? 
What,  yiovl^  ye  oujce  the  .C^ute  a  Cudgel-quarrel  ? 
On  what  Terin^  ftaods  this  Man  ?  Is  not  his  Honour 
Open'd  t*  his  Hand,  and  pick'd  out  like  an  Oyfter  i 
His  Credit  like  a  .Q^f  Pot  knockt  together. 
Able  to  hold  no  Liquor  ?  Clear  but  this  Point. 

Petr.  Speak  foftly,  gentle  Cgufui. 

Atf.  I'll  ^k  tryly ,; 
What  jQiould  Men  4o>Jly'd  tothefe  Di^races, 
Uck  o'er  bis  Enemy,  tit  down,  and  dance  him  ? 

2  Gent.  You  are  as  far  o'th'  bow  H^d  now. 

Tl^'s  my  fine  Doy,  thou  wilt  do  fo  no  more.  Child. 

f^eif.  Here  arc  oo  fuch  cold  Pities. . 

Ant.  Sy  Saiqt  Jaqves^ 
They  Ihall  not  find  o/e  one :  Here's  old  tough  Andrew, 
A  fpccial  Friend  of  miae,  and  he  but  hold, 
I'll  fljike 'em  fi^h  a  Hornpipe:  Knocks  I  come  for. 
And  the  belt  Blood  I  light  on  i  I  prof^ti  it. 
Not  ro  fcareCoftcr- mongers;  if  I  lofc  mine  own. 
Mine  Audit's  cad,  and  farewel  five  and  fifty. 

Petr.  Let's  talk  no  longer,  place  yourfelws  with  filencc. 
As  1  dire^cd  ye,  and  when  time  calls  us> 

As 
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As  ye  are  Friends,  fo  ihew  yourfelves. 
Ant.  So  be  it.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     IX. 

EfUer  Don  John,  and  bis  Landlady. 

I^ni.  Nay,  Son,  if  this  be  your  regard. 
John.  Good  Mother. 

Land.  Good  me  no  goods ;  your  Coufin,  and  yourfelf 
Are  welcome  to  me,  whilft  you  bear  yourfelves 
Like  honeft  and  true  Gentlemen :  Bring  hither 
To  my  Houfe,  that  have  ever  been  reputed 
A  Gentlewoman  of  a  decent,  and  fair  carriage. 
And  fo  behav'd  myfelf' 
John.  I  know  ye  have. 

Land.  Bring  hither,  as  I  (ay,  to  make  my  Name 
Stink  in  my  Neighbour's  Noftrils  ?  Your  Devices, 
Your  Brats,  got  out  of  AlHcanfy  and  broken  Oaths  ? 
Your  Linfey  Woolfy  Work,  your  hafty  Puddings? 
I  fofter  up  your  filched  Iniquities  ?  ^ 

You  are  deceived  in  me.  Sir,  I  am  none 
Of  thofe  Receivers. 

John.  Have  I  not  fworn  unto  you, 
'Tis  none  of  mine,  and  fhew'd  you  how  I  found  it  ? 
Land.  Ye  found  an  ealie  Fool  that  let  you  get  it. 
She'd  better  have  worn  Patterns. 
John.  Will  ye  hear  me  ? 

Land.  Oaths  ?    What  do  you  care  for  Oaths  to  gain 
your  ends. 
When  yc  are  high  and  pamper'd  ?  What  Sajnt  know  yc  ? 
Or  what  Religion,  but  your  purposed  Lewdnefs, 
\^       Is  to  be  looked  for  of  ye  }  Nay,  I  will  tell  ye. 
You  will  then  fwear  like  accus'd  Cut-purfes, 
As  far  off  Truth  too  ;  and  lye  beyqnd  all  Faulconto : 
I'm  Tick  to  fee  this  dealing. 
Jobn.  Heav'n  forbid.  Mother. 
Land.  Nay,  I  am  very  fick. 
Jobn.  Who  waits  there  ? 
Am.  Sir.  IfTtibm. 

Jobn. 
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ycki.  Bring  ddwn  the  Boctte  of  Canary  Wine* 

Land.  Exocding  fick,  ffeav'n  help  me. 

yobn.  Halle  ye^  Sirrah^ 
I  muft  ev'n  make  her  drunk ;  nay,  ^ntk  Motfier. 

Land.  Now  fie  upon  ye^  was  k  for  thh  Pkifpofe 
Vou  fetched  your  Evening-walks  for  your  Digetiom, 
For  this  pretended  Holkiefe  i  No  Weather, 
floe  before  Day  coukl  hoM  ye  fi-om  the  Matins. 
Were  theft  your  bo-peep  Prayers?  you've pray'd  well. 
And  with  a  learned  Zeal :  Watched  well  too ;  your  Saint 
Ic  feems  was  pleas'd  as  well :  Still  fieker,  ficker. 

EfOer  Anthony  ivUh  a  BoiUe  offVtm. 

John.  There  is  no  talking  to  her  *trD  Il^ve  drencht  her. 
Give  me ;  here,  Mother,  take  a  good  round  Draught, 
*Twill  purge  Spleen  from  your  Spirits :  Deeper,  Mother, 

Land.  Ay,  ay.  Son,  you  imagine  this  will  mend  all. 

John.  An,  V  faith,  Mother. 

Land.  I  confefs  the  Wine 
Will  do  his  Part, 

John.  PIJ  pledge  yc. 

Land.  But  Son  John. 

John.  I  know  your  meaning,  Motfcer  ^  touch  it  once . 
more, 
ATas  yoo  look  not  well  $  take  a  round  Dralight, 
It  warms  the  Blood  well,  and  reftorcs  the  Colour, 
And  then  we'll  calk  at  large. 

Land.  A  eivil  Gentleman  ? 
A  Stranger  ?  One  the  Town  holds  a  good  regard  of? 

John.  Nay,  I  will  filencethee. 

Land.  One  that  (hould  weigh  his  fair  Name?  Oh, 
a  Stitch! 

John.  There's  noAing  better  for  a  Stitch,  good  Mother, 
Make  no  fpare  of  it,  as  you  love  your  Health, 
Mince  not  the  matter. 

Land.  As  I  faid,  a  Gentleman, 
Lodge   in  my  Houfc  ?     Now  Heav'a's  my  Comfort, 
Signior ! 

John.  I  looked  for  this. 

Vol.  V.  B  Land. 


1 8  'The  Chances. 

'  » 

Land.  \  did  not  think  you  would  have  usM  me  thus; 
A  Woman  of  my  Credit ;   one.  Heaven  know% 
That  lovM  you  but  too  tenderly. 

John.  Dear  Mother, 
I  ever  found  your  Kindnefs,  and  acknowledge  it. 

hand.  No,  no,  I  am  a  Fool  to  coqnfcl  yc. 
Where  is  the  Infant  ?  Cotne,  let's  fee  your  Workmanfhip. 

'John.  None  of  mine.  Mother,  but  there  'tis,  and  a 
lufty  one. 

hand.  Heav*n  bleis  thie, 
1" hou  hadll  a  hafty  making ;  but  the  beft  is, 
•Tis  many  a  good  Man*s  Fortune :  As  I  live 
Your  own  Eyes,  Signior,  and  the  nether  Lip 
As  like  ye,  as  y*  bad  fpit  ic. 

'Jo}()n,  1  am  glad  on'c.  .  > 

Lani^  Blefs  me,  what  things  are.thefe  ? 

John.  I  thought  my  labour 
Was  not  all  loft,  *tis  Gold,  and  thefe  are  Jewels, 
Both  rich,  and  right  I  hope. 

Land.  Well,  well.  Son  Jobn^ 
I  fee  ye  are  a  Wood- man,  and  can  chufc 
Your  Deer,  though  it  be  i'th'  dark,  all  your  Difcretioa 
Is  not  yet  ioft  %  this  was  well  clapt  aboard : 
tiere  I  am  with  you  now  \  when  as  they  fay 
Your  pleafure  comes  with  profit ;  when  ye  muft  needs  do^ 
Do  where  yc  may  be  done  to,  'tis  a  Wifdom 
Becomes  a  young  Man  well :  Be  fure  of  one  thing, 
Lofe  not  your  labour  and  your  time  together. 
Is  Seafons  of  a  Fool,  Son,  Time  is  precious, 
Work  wary  whilft  ye  have  it ;  fmce  ye  muft  trafiick 
Sometimes  this  flippery  way,  take  fure  hold,  Signior, 
"Trade  with  no  broken  Merchants,  make  your  Lading, 
As  you*  would  make  your  Reft,  advcfituroufly> 
But  with  Advantage  ever. 
.    John.  All  tliis  time,  Mother, 
The  Child  wants  looking  to,  wants  Meat  and  Nurfes, 

Land.  Now  blefling  o'  thy  care  ;  it  fhall  have  all. 
And  inftantly  ;  1*11  fcck  a  Nurfe  myfdf,  Son  \ 
'  ris  a  fweet  Child  :  Ah  my  young  Spaniard^ 
Take  you  no  further  care.  Sir. 
.  Jckn.  Yes,  of  thefe  Jewels  I 
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I  mud  by  your  leave.  Mother :  Thcfe  are  yours, 
To.  make  your  care  ihe  ftrodger  •,  for  the  reft 
I*  11  find  a  Maftcr  (  the  Gold  for  bringing  up  on'r, 
I  freely  render  to  your  Charge.  • 

Land^  No  more  Words, 
Nor  no  more  Children,  (good  Son)  as  you  love  me, 
Xhis  may  do  well. 

Jobfi.  I  (1^2lU  obferve  your  Morals. 
But  w here's  Don  Fredirkk^  Mother? 

Land.  Tzn  tb  one 
About  die  lil^e  Adventures  be  told  tne. 
He  was  to  find  you  out.  [£x/A 

John..  Why  Ihould  he  ftay  thus  ? 


S     C     E     N     E 


X. 


Enter  Duke*  tad  Gentkmen. 

t  Gent.  I^lieve,  Sir,  hil  as  pofllble  to  doj'l. 
As  to  remove  the  City  ;  the  main  Faflion         .        [gers 
Swarm  through  the  Streets  like  Hornets,  arm*d  with  An* 
Able  to  ruin  States :  No  fafety  left  us. 
Nor  means  to  die  like  Men,  if  inftantly 
You  draw  not  back  again. 

Duke.  May  he  be  drawn 
And  quartered  too,  that  turns  now  ;  were  I  furer 
Of  Death  than  thou  art  of  thy  Fears,  -and  with  Eeath 
More  than  thofe  Fears  are  too. 

I  Gent.  Sir,  I  fear  not. 

Duh.   I  would  not  crack  my  Vow,  ftart  frcm  my 
Honour, 

Becaufe  I  may  6nd  Danger  v  wound  my  Soul, 
Tb  keep  my  Body  fafe.     i  Gent.  I  fpeak  not.  Sir, 
Out  of  a  bafenefs  to  you.     Duke.  No,  nor  do  not 
Out  of  a  bafenefs  leave  me:  What  is  Danger, 
More  than  the  Weaknefs  of  our  Apprehenfions  ? 
A  poor  cold  Part  oW  Blood  ?  Who  takes  it  hold  of  ? 

B  a  Cowards, 
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Cowards^  and  wicked  Livers :  Valiant  Minds 

Were  made  the  Mailers  of  it ;  and  as  hearty  Sea-mea 

In  defp^rate  Scornns,  ftem  with  a  little  Rudder 

The  tumbling  Ruins  of  the  Ocean  ; 

So  with  their  Caufe  and  Swords  do  they  do  Daogen.  - 

Say  we  were  fure  to  die  all  in  this  Venture, 

As  I  am  confident  againft  it ;  is  there  any 

Amongft  usof  fo  fata  Sen/e,  fo  pamper'd^  ^ 

Would  chufe  luxurioufly  to  liea-Bed, 

And  purge  away  his  Spirit,  fend  his  Soul  QUI 

In  Sugar-fops,  and  Syrups?  Qive  me  dying 

As  dying  ought  to  be,  upon  mine  Enemy, 

Parting  with  Mankind,  by  a  Man  that's  nianly ; 

Let  *em  be  all  the  Wc^id,  and  bring  along 

Cain*%  Envy  with  'em,  I  will  oo. 

a  Gent.  You  may.  Sir, 
But  with  what  fifety  ? 

I  Geru.  Since  *tis  cptne  to  dyii\g. 
You  ihatl  perceive.  Sir,  here  be  wA  amongft  us 
Can  die  as  decently  as  ochfir  Men, 
And  with  as  little  CerenK>Dy :  On,  brave  Sir. 

Dfdte.  That's  fpoken  heartily. 

I  Gent.  And  he  that  flinches. 
May  he  die  loufy  in  a  Ditch, 

Buke.  No  more  dyinp. 
There's  no  fuch  Danger  in  it  c  What's  a  Clock  ? 

3  Gent.  Somewhat  above  your  Hour. 

Duke.  Away  then  quickly. 
Make  no  noifc,  and  no  trouble  will  attend  us.        [Exeunt. 

SCENE       XL 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Peter  {with  a  Candle.) 

Fred.  Give  me  the  Candle ;  fo,  go  you  out  that  Way. 

Pet.  What  have  we  now  to  do  ? 

Fred.  And  o'  your  Life,  Sirrah, 
Let  none  come  near  the  Door  without  my  Knowledge, 
No  not  my  Landlady,  nor  mv  Friend.  Pet.  'Tisdonc,  Sir. 

Frtd.  Nor  any  fcrious  BuQnels  that  cooccms  me. 

Pet. 
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Pet.  Is  the  Wind  there  again  ? 

^red.  Be  gone.    Pa.  (  am.  Sir.  [Emt. 

Enttr  ConAamia. 

Frei.  NowenterwithoutFear. — -And,  noble  Lidf, 
That  Safety  and  Civility  ye  wifh'd  for 
Shall  truly  here  attend  you  :  No  rude  Tongue 
Nor  rough  Behaviour  luiows  this  Place,  Do  Wiflies 
Beyond  the  Moderation  of  a  Man, 
Dare  enter  here  i  your  o«ti  Defirea  and  latNceoeet 
Join'd  to  my  vow'd  Obedience,  (hall  jwote^  70U, 
Were  Dangers  more  than  Doubts. 

Cm.  Ye  re  truly  noble. 
And  mHth  a  Woman's  triift:  Let  it  become  m^ 
([  do  bcAech  you,  Sir)  for  all  your  kindnefs. 
To  render  wkh  my  Thanks,  this  worthlefs  Trifle  1 
1  may  be  longer  troublefrxTK:     Frej.  Fair  OfBcci 
Are  ftill  their  own  Rewards  :  Hcav  n  blefi  me,  lAify 
■    From  felling  civil  Courtefiesi  May  it  pfcafe  ye. 
If  ye  will  force  a  Favour  to  oblige  me, 
Draw  but  that  Cloud  afide,  to  ^tisfre  me 
For  what  good  Angel  I'm  engag*d. 

Com.  It  fliall  be, 
For  I  am  truly  confident  ye're  honeft : 
The  Piece  is  fcarce  wonh  loohiirg  on. 

Fred.  Truft  me 
The  Aiiftraa  of  all  BrauFy,  S<iul  of  3metne6 } 
Defend  me  honell  Thoughts,  I  fhall  grow  wild  elfe : 
What  Eyes  are  there,  rjther  what  linle  Hcav'ns, 
To  ftir  Mens  Contemplations  ?  What  a  Paradife     [ytf : 
Runs  through  each  Part  Die  has  ?   Good  Blooi  tc  fr:mpi.» 
I  muft  look  oS;  too  excellent  an  Objeft 
*  Confounds  the  Scale  that  ices  tc     Noble  Lady^ 
If  there  be  any  further  Service  lo  cad  on  me. 
Let  it  be  wonh  my  Life,  fo  much  I  honour  ye. 
Or  the  Hiigagenwnt  of  wtffite  Families. 

Con.  Vour  Service  ii  too  tiberal,  worthy  Si--, 
Thus  far  I  ihall  entreat— 

Fred.  Command  me,  Lady^ 
You  make  your  Power  too  poor. 

B  3  Cm. 
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Con.  'That  prcfcntly 
With  all  convenient  hafte,  you  would  retire  '     . 
Unto  the  Street  you  found  me  in. 

Fred.  *Tis  done. 

Qbn.  There,  if  you  find  a  Gentleman  oppre(|      * 
With  Force  and  Violence,  do  a  Man's  Office,^ 
And  draw  your  Sword  to  rcfcuc  him. 

Fred.  He*s  (afe, 
Be  what  he  will,  and  let  his  Foes  be  DeviJs, 
Arm*d  with,  your  Pity,  I  (hall  conjure  'erp. 
]R.etire,  this  Key  will  guide  ye  :  AH  things  necedary 
Are  there  before  ye. 

Con.  All  my  Prayers  go  with  ye^  [£^i/t 

Fred.  Ye  clap  on  Proof  upon  me :  Men  f^y  Go  d 
Does  all,  engages  all,  works  through  all  Dangers : 
Now  I  fay^  3eauty  pan  do  more :  The  Swing's  Exchequer^ 
Nor  all  his  wealthy  Indies^  could  not  draw  me 
Through  halfthofe  Miferiesthis  Piece  of  Pleafure 
Might  make  me  leap  into  :  We're  all  like  Sea-Cards, 
All  our  Endeavours  and  our  Motions, 
(As  they  do  to  the  North)  dill  point  at  Beauty, 
Still  at  the  faireft  :  For  a  handfom  Woman, 
(Setting  my  Soul  afide)  it  fliould  go  hard. 
But  I  would  drain  my  Body :  Yet  to  her, 
Unlefs  it  be  her  own  free  Gratitude, 
Hopes,  ye  (hall  die,  and  thou  Tongue  rot  within  me, 
E*er  1  infringe  my  Faith :  Now  to  my  Refcue.       {Exit: 


•  A  C  T     IL      S  C  E  N  E     L 

« 

Enter  Duke,  furfued  iy  Petruchio,  Antonio,  and 

that  FaSiion. 

Duke.  TT^ O  U  will  not  all  opprefs  me  ? 

\    Ant.  I^ili  him  i'th*  wanton  Eye :  Let  nic  come 
to  him. 
J)uke.  Then  ye  (hall  bu^  me  dearly. 
Petf.  Szy  you  fo,  Sir  ? . 
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Ant.  I  fay  cut  his  Wczand,  fpoil  his,  Piping  ; 
Have  at  your  Lovesick  Heart,  Sir. 

Enter  Bon  John. 

John.  Sure  'tis  fighting. 
My  Friendmay  be  engaged  :  fie  Gentlemen, 
This  is  unmanly  Odds. 

Ant.  V\\  ftop  your  Mouth,  Sir. 

[Duke/i//j  dcwriy  Don  John  hejlrides  binf* 

John.  Nay,  then  have  at  thee  freely : 
There's  a  Plumb,  Sir,  to  fatisfy  your  Longjng. 

Petr.  Away  :   I  hope  I've  fped  him:   Here]  come:! 
Refcue, 
We  (haH  b*  endangered  ;  Where's  Anionio  ? 

Ant.  I  muff  haVe  one  Thruft  more.  Sir. 

John.  Come  up  to  mc. 

Ant.  A  Mifchicf  confound  your  Fingers, 

Petr.  How  is't  ? 

Ant.  Well  : 
Ha's  given  me  my  quietus  eft.  I  felt  him 
In  my  fmall  Guts,  Pm  fure  -h'as  fcez'd  me : 
This  comes  of  fiding  with  ye. 

2  Gent.  Can  you  go,  Sir  ! 

Ant.  I  fhould  go  Man,  and  my  Head  were  off. 
Ne'er  talk  of  going. 

Petr.  Come,  all  ftiall  be  well  then, 
I  hear  more  Refcue  coming. 

•        Enter  the  Duke's  FaSlion. 

Ant.  Let's  turn  back  then. 
My  Skull's  uncloven  yet,  let  me  but  kill. 

Petr,  Away  for  Heav'n  fake  with  him. 

John.  How  is't  ? 

Duke.  Well  Sir, 
Only  a  little  ftagger'd. 

FaSiion  Duke.  Let's  purfue  'em. 

Duke.  No  not  a  Man,  I  charge  ye:  Thanks  good  Coar, 
Thou'ftjav'd  me  a  (lire  wd  Welcome :  *  Twas  put  home  too. 
With  a  good  Mind  I'm  fure  on't. 

^oim.  Are  ye  fafe  then  ? 

B'4  Duke. 
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Duke.  Mf  TbaDk3  to  you  bruve  Sir»  whoiiB  timetf 
Valour, 
And  manly  Courtcfy  came  to  my  Refcue. 

John.  Y*ad  foul  Play  ojETar'd  ye,  and  Shame  befal  him 
That  can  pals  by  Oppreflion. 

Duke.  May  I  crave,.  Sir, 
But  thus  much  Honour  more,  to  know  your  Name  i 
And  him  I  am  bound  to  i 

John.  For  the  Bondt  Sir, 
•Tis  every  ^good  Man's  Tie :  To  know  me  further 
Will  little  profit  ye  ^  I  am  a  Stranger, 
My  Country  Spain  \  my  Name  Don  Jobn^  a  Gendeman 
That  He  here  for  my  Study. 

Duke.  I  have  heard.  Sir, 
Much  worthy  mention  of  ye ;  yet  I  find 
Fame  (hort  of  what  ye  are. 

John.  You  arepleas'd.  Sir, 
To  exprcfs  your  Courtefy :  May  I  denund 
As  freely  what  you  are,  and  what  Mifchance 
Caft  you  into  (his  Danger  ? 

Duki.  For  this  prefent 
I  mud  defire  your  Pardon  :  You  (hall  know  me 
£>r  it  be  long,  Sir,  and  a  nobler  Thanks 
Than  now  my  Will  can  render. 

John.  Your  Will's  your  own.  Sir. 

Duke.  What  is't  you  look  for.  Sir?  have  you  loft  any 
thing  ? 

John.  Only  my  Hat  i'th*  Scuffle  \  fure  thefe  Fellows 
Were  Night-fnaps.  ^ 

Duke.  No,  believe  Sir:  Pray  ye  ufeminc. 
For  'twill  be  hard  i^findjrour  own  now. 

John.  No,  SW. 

Duke.  Indeed  ye  ffaall,  I  c^n  command  another ; 
I  do  befeech  ye  honour  me. 

John.  I  will.  Sir, 
And  fo  ril  take  my  Leave. 

Duke.  Within  thefe  few  Days 
I  hope  I  fhall  be  happy  in  your  Knowlcdce, 
Till  when  I  love  your  Memory.  ^Exit  Duke,  ^c. 

John.  I  yours. 
T'lis  js  fome  noble  Fellow,  ^^/?r 
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EfU<r  Ffiderick. 

Fred.  'Ti$  his  Toogue  fure. 
DoHj$bH? 

John.  Don  Frederick  ? 
Fred.  Y'arc  fairly  met,  Sir : 
I  thought  ye  had  been  a  Bat-fowling :  Pricbite  t%\\  tpe^ 
What  Rei^elationa  h^fi,  thou  had  to  Nighty 
That  Homo  was  never  diougbt  off 

John.  Revelations? 
ril  tell  thee  Frederick^  btt  before  I  tcU  tho^ 
Settle  thy  UnderftaAdtog. 

Fred.  'Tis  prcpar^d^  5i^ 

John.  Why  then  mark  what  (hall  follow;  tbia  Night, 
Frederick^ 
This  bawdy  Night  — — 

Fred.  I  thought  no  leis. 

John.  This  blind  Nighti 
What  doft  think  Pvc  got  ? 

fred.  The  Pox,  it  m^j  bf « 

John.  Would  'twere  no  worft :  Ye  talk  of  RevcliUOQSf 
I  have  got  a  Revelation  will  reveal  iw 
An  arrant  Cexconob  while  I  live. 

Fred.  Whatis't? 
Thou  haft  loft  nothing  ? 

John.  No,  I  have  got,  I  tell  tbee» 

Fred.  What  haft  thoq  got? 

Jobn.  One  of  the  Infantry,  aChild. 

Fred.  How? 

Ji>bn.  A  chopping  ChiU>  Maiu 

Fred.  *Give  ye  Joy,  Sir. 

J^tn.  A  Lump  of  LrF^doeft  Fnderick^  tSm'^  tlw  Truibt 
on*t : 
This  Town's  abominable. 

Fred.  I  ftill  told  ^e,  Joim, 
Your  whoring  muft  come  home ;  I  counfeird  ye ; 
Sm  wherp DO  Gract  is— ^ 

y§kn,  'Tis  none  o^  mine,  hhn. 

Fred.  Anfwer  the  Pariih  fo, 

7obn.  ^^b^ated  io  trotl^; 

Peeping 
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Peeping  into  a  Houfe,  bv  whom  I  know  not* 
Nor  where  to  find  the  Place  again :  no,  Frederick^ 
Had  I  but  kift  the  Ring  forV ;  'tis  no  poor  one. 
That's  my  bcft  Comfort,  for't  has  brought  about  it 
Enough  to  make  it  Man. 

jPr^^.  Whei:e  is't  ?  . 

John.  At  home. 

Fred.  A  faving  Voyage :  But  what  will  you  fay  Sighior, 
To  him  that  fearching  out  your  fcrious  Worfliip, 
Has  met  a  ftrangcr  Fortune  ?  .       , 

John.  How,  good  Frederick  ? 
A  militant  Girl  now  to  this  Boy  would  hit  it  ?  , 

^red,  Np^  mine's  a  nobler  Venture :    What  do  you 
think,  Sir, 
Of  a  diftrefied  Lady,  one  whofe  Beauty 
Would  over-fell  all //j/jK  ? 

John.  Where  is  (he- 

Fred.  A  Woman  of  that  rare  Behaviour, 
So  qualified,  as  Admiration 
Dwells  round  abput  her  2  Of  that  perfeft  Spirit  ■ 

John.  Ay  marry.  Sir.  ^ 

Fred.  That  admirable  Carriage, 
That  Sweetnefs  in  Difcourfe  5  young  as  the  Morning, 
Her  Blufhes  ftaining  his. 

John.  But  Where's  this  Creature  ? 
Shew  me  but  that,    f 

Fred.  That's  all  one,  (he's  forth-coming, 
I  have  her  fure.  Boy. 

John.  Hark  ye  Frederick^ 
What  truck  betwixt  my  Infant  ? 

Fred.  'Tis  too  light.  Sir, 
(3)  Stick  to  your  Charge,  good  Don  Jbbn^  I  am  well. 

John.  But  is  there  fuch  a  Wench  ?  '         , 

Fred.  Firft  tell  me  this. 
Did  ye  not  lately  as  ye  walkM  along, 

(3)  Stick  to  your  Chages ]    The  Miftakc  of  the  Itft  Edition. 

Mr.  SympfoH  and  I  both  read  Charge^   but  f  find  Charges  in  the  old 
Folio.  It  may  be  a  Doubt  whether  we  Ihould  read  as  wedo,  or  thu$ ; 

SticA  t9  our  Chargij,  goQd  Don  )ohn>  Tm  wtlL 

Difcovcr 
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Difcovcr  People  that  were  arm'd,  and  likely 
TodoOfFcnce? 

Jobn.  Yes  marry,  and  they  urg'd  it 
As  far  as  they  had  Spirit. 

Fred.  Pray  go  forward. 

John.  A  Gentleman  I  found  ingag^d-amdngft  *em, 
It  feems  of  noble  Breeding,  Tm  fure  brave  Metal, 
As  I  return'd  to  look  you,  I  fet  in  to  him, 
And  without  hurt  (I  thank  Hcav'n)  refcqbd  him, 
And  came  myfclf  off  fafc  too.    • 

Fred.  My  Work's  done  then : 
And  now  to  fatisfy  you,  there  is  a  Woman, 
Oh  John  J  there  is  a  Woman  ;• 

^pbn.  Oh,  where  is  flie? 

Fred.  And  one  of  no  Icfs  Worth  than  I  affure  ye  ; 
And  which  is  more^  fallen  under  my  Protcdliorf. 

John.  I  am  glad  of  that :  forward,  fweet  Frederick. 

Fred.   And  whiqh  is  more  than  (hat,  by  this  Night's 
Wandring, 
And  which  is  moft  of  all,  ihe  is  at  home  tog,  Sir.  ^ 

Join.  Come,  let's  be  gone  then. 

Fred.  Yes,  but  'tis  moft  certain, 
You  cannot  fee  her,  John. 

Join.  Why  ? 

Fred.  She  has  fivom  me  ' 

Thar  none  clfe  (hall  come  near  her  :  Not  my  Mother, 
•Till  fome  few  doubts  are  cleared. 

John.  Not  look  upon  her  ?  What  Chamber  is  (he  in  ?  . 

Fred.  In  ours. 

John.  Let's  go,  I  (ay  : 
A  Woman's  Oaths  are  Wafers,  break  with  making. 
They  muft  for  Modefty  a  little :  We  all  know  it. 

Fred.  No,  I'll  a(rure  yoii.  Sir. 

John.  Not  fee  her? 
I  fmell  an  old  dojg  trick  of  yours  ;  well,  Frederick f 
Ye  talk'd  to  me  of  whoring,  let's  have  fair  play. 
Square  dealing,  I  would  wi(h  ye. 

'  Fred.  When  'tis  come 
(Which  I  know  never  will  be)  to  that  IflTue, 
Your  Spoon  (hall  b^  ^s  deep  as  mine,  Sir*    < 

Jobn. 
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John.  TcIImc, 
And  cell  me  true,  is  the  Caufe  honourable. 
Or  for  your  eafc  ? 

Fred.  By  all  our  Friendlhip,  Jobn^ 
rris  honeUy  and  of  great  end. 

Jolm.  1  aoi  anfwtrM : 
But  let  me  fee  her  i;hough  \  leave  the  Door  open 
As  ye  po  in. 

Fred.  \  dare  not: 

John.  Not  wide  open. 
But  juft  U}^  as  a  jealous  Husband 
Would  level  at  his  wanton  Wife  through. 

Fred.  That  Couitdie» 
If  ye  defire  no  more,  and  keep  it  ftri&ly, 
I  dare  aSbrd  ye :  Come, 'cis  qow  near  Moroii^^ 

S  C  E  N  E      II. 

Enter  Peter,    and  Anthony. 

Pet.  Nay  the  old  Woman's  gone  too. 

Att.  She's  a  Catterwauling 
Among  the  Gutters :   But  conceive  me,  Peter^ 
Where  our  good  Matters  Ihould  be? 

Pet.  Where  they  Ihould  be 
I  do  conceive,  but  where  they  are,  good  AfUb^* 

Ant.  Ay,  there  it  goes :  My  Matters  bo-peeps  with  me^ 
With  his  fly  popping  in  and  out  again. 
Argued  a  Caufe,  a  frippery  Caufe. 

Pet.  Believe  me. 
They  bear  up  with  feme  carvel. 

A^t.  I  do  believe  thee. 
For  thou  haft  foch  a  Matter  for  that  Chafe, 
That  'till  he  fpend  his  Main  Maft 

Pet.  Pray  remember 
Your  Courtefie,  good  Jntbony^  and  withal, 
How  long  *tis  (ince  your  Matter  fprung  a  leak. 
He  had  a  found  one  fince  he  came. 

jfnt.  Hark.    Pet.  What  ?  {Lute  fiundsr  mthin. 

Ant.  Pott  not  hear  a  Lute  i 

Again!    Pet,  Where  is'i.> 

Ant. 
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jInS.  Above  in  my  Mailer's  Chamber. 

J^eL  There's  no  Creature ;  he  bath  the  Key  himfd^  Mao. 

(4)  Jnt.  This  is  bis  Lute,  let  him  have  iu 

Pfi.  I  grant  you  ;  but  who  ftrikes  it? 

j/nL  An  admirable  Voice  too,  hark  yc. 

SONG,  [wilbbf.} 

Mercikfs  Love^  whom  Nature  bath  der^d 
ihe  tife  0f  E/0S^  Uji  thou  fiouldft  t^  €  piie 
AdgUry  in  thy  Murtbers :  fVh  am  /> 
9&tf  never  yet  tranfgreffd  thy  Deity y 
(S)  Never  oroke  VoWy  frim  wbofe  Eyes  never  flew 
JX/dsinful  Dart^  wbofe  bard  Heart  none  e'erfiew^ 

Thus  ill  rewarded?  Thou  art  young  and  fair^ 

fiy  Mother  foft  and  gentle  as  the  Atr^ 

Thy  bofy  Ere  ftill  burnings  blown  with  Prayer. 

nen  everlafting  Love  rejirain  thy  JVillj 

*Tis  God-like  to  have  Power ^  but  not  to  kUl. 

(4)  Ant.  nif  is  his  Lnii.     Let  bim  have  //.]     The  Soi>g  wit  in- 
Certed  before  (his  Line  In  the  two  former  £ditioas.    The  Rcate  of 
the  Chaoge  of  its  Place  is  very  phun. 

(5)  NiVir  broke  Voia,  from  ^bofi  Syn  n§%Hr 
Flenu  difdainful  Dart^ 

Wbofe  bard  Heart  uemet 

Slenu  tbofe  Rewarders  f 

Tbou  art  young  and  fair,']    The  f<COttd  Polio  boafis  of  having 
at  no  fmall  Cofl  obtainM  a  Copy  of  theft  Playt  correded  by  an  inti- 
mate and  ingenious  Friend  of  both  the  Authors,   with   Several  Pro* 
logaes.  Epilogues  and  Songs  not  inferted  in  Uw  fanner  Polio,  or  in 
ai^y  of  the  old  Quartos.     1  never  was  able  yet  to  trace  the  Icail  Foot-^ 
Hepsof  any  foch  ingenious  Corredlor  of  the  fecond  Folio,  except  in  one 
finele  Play,  viz.   ?he  Falfe  Que^  in  which  there  are  feveral  juil£incn« 
datioQi.  Bm  I  vt rily  believe  chat  they  were  not  atade  from  the  tcpy 
thus  boaHed  of.  far  this  is  one  of  the  Songs  infarted  from  it,  and  the 
Reader  will  fee  how  exceedingly  inconed  it  Is  printed.  The  Meafuro 
of  all,  except  the  laft  Line  quoted  above,   only  wanes  to  be  replaced; 
but  that  lall  is  deficient  in  Seafe  as  well  as  Mcafure.     I  fuppofe  the 
Word  ill  to  have  been  the  Menofyllabk  loft,  and  Metmrders  to  have 
been  pat  for  rewarded,  and  then  it  would  n|p  *— ^*7]6iri  Ri*umweters  : 
This  being  too  glaringly  abfurd  might  be  thought  to  be  amcodcd  by 
fluking  it  — —  Vi^  Rrwardert. 

Pel. 
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Pet.  Anthony^ 
An  furc  we  are  at  home  ?  ^       * 

Jni.  Without  all  doubt,  P^/^. 

Pet.  Then  this  muft  be  the  Devil. 

y/nt.  Let  it  be^  [^initigaiH, 

Good  Devil  fing  again  :  O  dainty  Devil ! 
Peter  believe  it,  a  moft  delicate  Devil, 
The  fwecteft  Devil 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Don  John^ 

Fred.  If  ye  could  leave  peeping, 

John.  I  cannot  by  no  means. 

Fred.  Then  come  in  fbftly. 
And  as  ye  loVe  your  Faith,  prcfumc  no  furthcf . 
Than  ye  have  pforiiifed. 

Jdbn.  Bajia. 

Fred.  What  make  you  up  fo  early.  Sir  ? 

John.  You,  Sir,  in  your  Contemplations, 

Pet.  O  pray  ye  Peace,  Sin 

Fred.  Why  Peace,  Sir?  r 

Pet.  Do  you  hear ! 

John.  *Tis  your  Lute. 

Fred.  Pray  ye  fpea^  foftly. 
She's  playing  on*t. 

Ant.  The  Houfe  is  hauntcdj  Sir, 
For  this  we  have  heard  this  half  Year/ 

Fred.  Ye  faw  nothing  ? 

Ant.  Not  I. 

Pet.  Nor  I,  Sir. 

Fred.  Get  us  our  Breakfaft  then,  ind  make  noWordson't  y 
We'll  undertake  this  Spirit,  if  it  be  one. 

Ant.  This  is  no  Devil,  Peter.    [Sing.]     Mum  i  there  bfe 
Bats  abroad.  [^Exeunt  Servants. 

Fred.  Stay,  now  (he  fmgs. 

John.  An  AngePs  Voice  Til  fwear. 

Fred.  Why  did'ft  thou  ftirug  fo  f 
Either  allay  this  Heat ;  or  as  I  live 
I  will  not  truft  ye. 

John.  Pafs :  I  warrant  y%  [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Conftantia. 

C<m.  To  curfe  thofe  Stars,  that  Men  fay  govtrn  us. 
To  rail  at  Fortune,  fall  out  with  my  Fate, 
And  tax  the  general  World,  will  help  me  nothing : 
Alas,  I  am  the  fame  ftiU,  neither  are  they 
Subject  to  helps^  >or  hurts :  Our  own  Defires 
Are  our  own  Rtes,  our.  own  Stars,  all  our  Fortunes, 
Which  as  we  fway  'em,  fo  abufe,  or  blefs  us. 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Dm  John  piepUig. 

Fred.  Peace  to  your  Meditations. 

John.  Pox  upon  ye. 
Stand  out  o'th*  Light. 

Con.  I  crave  yOur  Mercy,  Sir, 
My  Mind  o*cr-charg'd  with  care  madd  me  Unmannerly. 

Fred.   Pray  ye  fet  that  Mind  at  reft,  all  ihall  hi 
perfedl. 
'    John.  I  like  the  Body  rare,  a  handfome  Body, 
A  wondrous  handfome  Body :  Would  fhe  would  turn : 
See,  and  that  fpightful  Puppy  be  not  got 
Between  me  and  my  Light  again. 

Fred.  *Tis  done,    . 
As  all  that  you  command  (hall  be :  The  Gentleman 
Is  lafely  off  all  Danger. 

John.  O  de  Dios. 

Can.  How  (hall  I  thank  ye.  Sir  ?  how  fatisfie  ? 

Ff^^.-.  Speak  foftly,  ^fttle  Lady,  alKs  rewarded.  . 
Now  docs  hie  melt  like  Marmalad.  \Afide. 

John)  Nay,  'tis  certiiA,  , 

Thou  art  the  fwceteft  Woman  I  e'er  look'd  on : 
I  hope  thou  art  not  hone(t. 

Fred,  None  difturb'd  ye  ? 

Con.  Not  any;  Sir,  nor  any  Sound  came  near  me^    • 
1  thank  your  care.     . 

Fred.  'Tis  well. 

John.  I  would  fain  pray  n0W| 

But 
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(6)  But  th'  Devil  and  that  Flefh  tbert,  (O  the  World  I ) 
What  are  we  made  to  fuffer  ? 

Fred.  He*]]  enter » 
Pull  in  your  Head  and  be  boog'd. 

Jiihn.  Hark  ye^  Fnierick. 
I  have  brought  ye  home  your  Pack*l&ddle« 

Frci^  Pox  upon  ye. 

Cim.  Na^  kt  him  CBCer :  Fieo^y  Lgrd  the  Dukci . 
Stand  peepif^at  your  Friends. 

Frca.  Ye  are  cozened,  Lady» 
Here  is  no  D^kf  • 

Com.  I  know  him  full  well,  Sgiaior. 

John.  Hold  thee  there,  Wench. 

Fred.  This  mad-brain'd  Fool  wil!  fpoil  all. 

Con.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  come  in. 

John.  My  Grace, 
There  was  a  Word  of  Comfort. 

ffifj.  Shall  hcentcf. 
Whoe'er  he  be? 

John.  WcI!  folbwM,  F^edtrUk. 

Con.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Fud.  Come  in  then. 

Entir  Don  Jobn# 

^  John.  *Blcls  ye,  Lady. 

'  Frtd.  Nay  ftart  not,  though  he  be  a  Stntngef  to  yc> 
He's  of  a  i^oble  Strain^  my  Kinfman,  Lady, 
My  Country-man,  and  Fellow  Traveller, 
One  B<d  contains  us  ever,  one  Purfe  feeds  us. 
And  one  Faith^s  free  between  us  i  do  not  fear  him, 
He's  truly  honcft. 
John.  That's  a  Lje. 
Frtd.  And  trufty, 
Beyond  your  WiAiei :  Valiant  to  defend, 

(6)  tut  th^  Devil  and  that  Flejb  there ^  tf  the  Wdrld, 

What  are  *we  made  tefuffer  f\  There  are  two  wajs  of  cwreA'ng 
this,  either  by  making  it,  (O  the  i9^lit )  an  cxcUmaftory  Paren- 
thefis,  or  by  reading,  and  the  World-^  the  Senfe  would  then  be,  T^hat 
he  miQuld  fray^  ifthacFlelU  there,  the  World  and  the  Devil  did  not 
prevent  hkn.     I  prefer  the  former^  as  nearer  the  Trace  of  the  Letters. 

And 
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And  riiodeft  to  tohverfe  with,  as  your  Blufhes. 

John.  Now  may  I  hang  myiclfi  this  Commendation 
Has  broke  the  Neck  of  all  my  Hopes :  For  now 
Mqft  I  cry^  ^^  no  forlboth,  and  I  forfooth,  and  iurcly, 
^^  And  truly  as  I  iive^  and  as  I  am  honed. 
H*as  done  thefe  things  for  'nonce  too  i  for  he  knows. 
Like  a  moft  envious  Raical'as  he  is> 
I  am  not  honed,  nor  defire  to  be, 
Efpeciaily  this  way :  H*as  watch*d  his  time. 
But  I  ihall  quit  him. 

Con.  Sir,  J  credit  ye. 

Fred.  Go  kifs  her,  Jobn.  , 

Jobn^  Plague  0'  your  Commendations. 

Con.  Sir,  1  ihall  now  defire  to  be  a  trouble. 

^ohn.  Never  to  me,  fwcct  Lady ;  Thu3 1  ftal 
My  Faith,  and  all  my  Service. 

Con.  One  Word,  Seignior- 

John.  Now  ^is  impoUible  I  (hould  be  honcftA 
She  kiflea  with  a  Conjuration 
Would  make  the  Devil  dance :  What  points  Ibc  at  ? 
My  Leg  I  warrant,  or  my  well  knit  Body,  . 
Sit  fiift,  Don  Frederick. 

Fred.  ^Twas  given  him  by  that  Gentleman 
You  took  fuch  care  of  1  his  owe  being  loft  i'th*  fcufBe. 

Con.  With  much  joy  may  he  wear  it:  *tis a  right.onr) 
I  can  aflTure  ye^  Gentleman,  and  right  happy 
May  you  be  in  ail  Fights  for  that  fair  Service^ 

Fred.  Why  do  ye  blufli  ? 

Con.  'T  had  almoft  cozen'd  me. 
For  not  to  lye,  when  I  faw  that,  1  lopk'd  for 
Another  Mafter  of  it  j  but  'tis  well.  {Knock  within^ 

Fr^,  Who's  there? 

Enier  Anthony. 

Stand  ye  a  little  clofc  :  Come  in.  Sir,  [fi^//  Cotv 

Now  what's  the  News  with  you?  *  ' 

jini.  There' is  a  Gentleman  without 
Would  fpeak  with  Don  John. 

John.  Who,  Sir? 

Jnt.  I  do  not  know.  Sir,  but  he  Ihews  a  Man 

Vol.  V.  C  pf 
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Of  no  mean  reckoning. 

Tred.  Let  him  fticw  his  Name, 
And  then  return  a  little  wifer. 

AnL  Well,  Sir.  [Exit  Anthony. 

Fred.  How  do  yod  like  her,  John  ? 

John.  As  well  as  you,  Frederick^ 
For  all  I'm  honell ;  you  (hall  Bnd  it  fo  too. 

Fred.  Art  thou  not  honcft  ? 

John.  Art  thou  an  Afs  ? 
And  modeji  as  her  Blufies  ?  Why,  what  Blockhead 
Would  c*er  have  popt  out  fuch  a  dry  Apology, 
For  his  dear  Friend  f  And  to  a  Gentlewoman, 
A  Woman  of  her  Youth,  and  Delicacy. 
They're  Arguments  to  draw  them  to  abhor  us. 
An  honeft  moral  Man  ?  'Tis  for  a  Conftable : 
A  handfome  Man,  a  wholefome  Man,  a  tough  Man, 
A  liberal  Man,  a  likely  Man,  a  Man 
Made  up  like  Hercules^  unflak'd  with  Service: 
The  fame  to  Night,  to  morrow  Night,  the  next  Night, 
And  fo  to  perpetuity  of  Pleafures, 
Thefe  had  been  things  to  hearken  to,  things  catching : 
But  you  have  fuch  a  fpic'd  confideration, 
Such  qualms  upon  your  Worfliip's  Confcience, 
Such  Chil-blains  in  your  Blood,  that  all  things  pihch  ye, 
Whrch  Nature,  and  the  liberal  World  makes  Qiftom, 
And  nothing  but  fair  Honour,  O  fwect  Honour! 
Hang  up  your  Eunuch  Honour :  That  I  was  trufty,  ' 
And  valiant,  were  things  well  put  in  ;  but  modelt ! 
A  modeft  Gentleman  !  O  Wit  where  waft  thou  ? 

Fred.  Vm  forry,  John. 

Jobn^  My  Lady's  Gentlewoman 
Would  laugh  flfrt  to  a  School-boy,  make  me  blufli 
With  playing  with  my  Codpiece  point :  Fie  on  thee, 
iV  Man  of  thy  Difcretion  ? 
^rcd.  It  (hall  be  mended  : 
And  henceforth  ye  fl^ajl  have  your  due. 

Enter  hTithony. 

John.  I  look  for'c :  How  now,  who  Wt  ? 
Ant,  A  Gentleman  of  this  Town, 

And 


And  calls  himfclf  Petrucbto. 

Enter  Conftamiak 

John.  1*11  attend  bio). 

Con.  How  did  he  call  hifxifelf  ?    Fred.  Fetnubk^ 
Docs  ic  concern  you  ought  ? 

Can.  O  Gentlemen^ 
The  Hour  of  my  Dellruflion  is  come  on  mc^ 
i  am  difcover'd,  loft,  left  to  my  Ruin : 
A$  ever  ye  had  pity*'^  •;■  ■ 

}^.  Donotfear, 
Let  the  great  Devil  come,  he  (hall  go  through  me : 
Loft  here,  and  we  about  fc  i 

Fred.  Fall  before  us? 

Ccn.  O  my  unfortunate  Eftate,  all  Angers 
Compared  to  his,  to  his— — 

Fred^  Let  his,  and  all  Mens^ 
\7bilft  we  have  Power  and  Life-^  fiand  up  for  Heav^ 
fake.  > 

Can.  I  have  ofiended  Heaven  too ;  yet  Heay^n  knows— 

Jobn.  We  are  all  evil : 
Yet  Heaven  forbid  we  fliould  have  our  deferts, 
"What  is  he  ?    Con.  Too  too  near  to  my  OSence^  Sir  i 
O  he  will  cut  me  piece-meal. 

Fred. '  'Tis  no  Trcafon  ? 

f'obn.  Let  it.be  what  it  will,  if  he  cut  here, 
find  him  cut- work. 

Fred.  He  mUft  buy  you  dear, 
With  more  than  common  Lives. 

John.  Fear  not,  nor  weep  not : 
By  Hcav'a  Til  fire  the  Town  before  ye  perifti. 
And  then,  the  more  the  merrier^  we'll  jog  with  yc. 

Fred.  Come  in,  and  dry  your  Eyes. 

ypi&9/ Pra^.no  nK)re  weeping : 
Spoil  a  fweet  Face  for  nothing  ?  My  return 
Shall  end  all  this  I  warrant  you. 

Con.  Heav'n  grant  itl  lExeunt^ 
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Enter  Pctruchio,  with  a  Letter. 


Pelr.  This  Man  fhould  be  of  fpccial  Rank :   — 
For  thcfe  commends  carrj  no  common  way. 
No  flight  worth  with  'em ; 
He  fhall  be  he. 

Enter  Doa  John,  r 

John.  'Save  ye.  Sir:  J'mforry  - 
My  Bofincfe  was  fo  unmannerly,  to  make  ye 
Wait  thus  long  here.  •  '   \ 

Petr.  Occafions  muft  be  ferv'd.  Sir: 
But  is  your  Name  Don  John? 

John.  It  is,  Sir.     Petr.  Then, 
Firft,  for  your  own  brave  &ke  I  mdft  embrace  yc : 
Next,  from  the  Credit  of  ybilr  noble  Friend 
Hernando  de  Jlvara^  make  yt  mint :  * 

Who  lays  bis  Charge  upon  me  in  this  Letter 
To  look  yc  out,  and  for  fhc  Goodnefs  in  y^r, 
Whilft  your  Occafions  make  yc  Rcfident     , 
In  this  place,  to  itipply  yci  lovfc  and  honour  yc : 
Which  had  I  but  known  fooncr— •  ^ 

y<>hn.  Noble  Sir, 
You'll  makcfny  thanks  too  poor:  I  wear  a  Sword,  Sift . 
And  have  a  Service  to  be  ftill  difpo^M  of. 
As  you  (hall  pleafe  command  it. 

Petr.  Gentle  Sir, 
That  manly  Courtcfie  is*  hklf  my  Bufmels :  *    . 

Ard  to  be  (hort,  to  make  ye  know  I  honour  yc. 
And  ffi  all  points  believe  your  worth  like  Oracle, 
And  how  above  my  Friends,  which  are  not  fcw> 
^  And  thofe  riot  flack,  J  eftknaife  your  Virtues*    ' 
Make  yourfelf  undcrftand,  this  Day  Petrucbh, 
A  Man  that  may  command  iheftrength  of  this  PUcC,    ' 
Hazard  the  boldcft  Spirits,  hath  made  choice 
Only  of  you,  and  in  a  noble  Office. 
jfobn.  Forward,  I'm  free  to  entertain  it. 

^         "        •  '  Petr. 
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Petr.  Thus  then: 

I  do  bcfeech  ye  mark  me. 

Joim.  I  ihall  do  it. 

Petr.  ^wrara's  Duke,  would  I  might  call  him  worthy. 
But  that  h*  has  raz'd  out  from  his  Family, 
As  he  has  mine  with  infamy,  this  Man, 
Rather  this  powerful  Monllcr,  we  being  left 
Ihic  two  of  all  our  Houfe,  to  ftock  our  Memories, 
My  Sifter,  and  myfelf  j  with  An5,  and  Witchcrahi, 
Vows,  and  fuch  Oaths  Heav'n  has  no  Mercy  f(^t 
Drcwtodilhonour  this  wtak  Maid,  by  ftcalths. 
And  fecrct  PaHagcs  I  knew  not  of, 
Oft  be  obtain'd  his  Wifhes,  oft  abus'd  her : 
1  am  alliam'd  to  fay  the  refl :  This  purclias'd. 
And  his  hot  Blood  ailay'd,  as  Friends  forlake  im  , 
At  a  Miles  end.upon  our  way,  he  left  her, 
And  all  our  Name  to  ruin. 

Joht.  This  was  foul  Play^ 
And  ought  to  b»e  rewarded  fo. 

Petr.  I  hope  fo ;  '        , 

Hc'fcap'd  meyefter-night:  Which  if  he  dart 
Again  adventure  for,  Heav'n  pardon  him, 
I  fliall  with  all  my  Heart. 

John.  For  me,  brave  Seignior, 
What  do  ye  intend  ?    " 

Petr.  Only,  fair  Sr,  this  Truft, 
Which  from,  the  Commendations  of  this  Letter^ 
I  dare  prcfume  well  plac'd,  nobly  to  bear  him 
By  word  of  Mouth  a  fingle  Challenge  front  me. 
That  Man  to  Man,  it  he  have  Honour  in  hin). 
We  may  decide  all  DilTerence. 

John.  Fair,  and  noble, 
And  I  will  do  it  home:  When  Iliall  I  villtye? 

Pttr.  Fleafe  you  this  aftsmoon,  I  will  rkk  with  you  : 
For  at  a  Caftle  fix  Miles  bence,  we're  fure 
To  find  him. 
JobH.  I'll  be  ready, 
Petr.  To  atttnd  ye, 
My  Man  fliall  wait  ■,  with  all  my  LOTC.         [Exit  Petr. 
Jdin,  My  Service  fliall  not  fail  ye. 

C  3  Entir 
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Enter  Frederick. 

f^red.  How  now  ? 

John.  All's  well;  Who  doftthpu  think  this  Wcnch  it? 
6uefs,  and  thou  canft  ? 

Fred.  I  cannot. 

John,  Be  it  known  then) 
To  all  Men  by  thcfe  Prefcnts,  this  is  (he. 
She,  fhe,  and  only  (he,  our  curious  Coxcot^tn 
Were  errant  two  Months  after, 

Fnd.  yVho,  Conjianiia? 
Thou  talk'ft  of  Cocks  and  Bulls, 

John.  I  ulk  of  Wenches, 
Qf  Cocks  and  Hens,  Don  Frederick  i  this  is  the  PuUe^ 
We  two  sgcnt  proud  after..  . 

Fred.  It  cannot  be, 

John.  It  (hall  be ; 
Sifter  to  Don  Petrucbio:  I  k(iow  all,  Man» 

Fred.  Now  I  believe; 

John.  Go  to,  there  has  been  ftirring, 
Funiiblipc  wi^h  Linnen,  Frederick. 

Fred.  ^Tis  inipo(rible. 
You  know  her  Fame  was  pure  as  Fire. 

John.  That  pure  Fire 
Has  melted  out  her  Maiden-head :  She's  cracked : 
WeVe  all  that  hope  of  our  fide,  Boy. 

Fred.  Jhou  tell^ft  me. 
To  my  Fmagination,  things  incredible : 
I  (ee  no  loofc  Thought  in  her. 

John.  That's  all  one, 
She  is  loofe  i'th*  hilts  by  Heaven  :  But  the  World  mqft 

know 
A  fair  way,  upon  Vow  of  Marriage. 

Fred.  There  may  be  fuch  a  (lip. 

John.  And  will  be,  Frederick^ 
Whilft  the  old  Game's  a-foot :  I  fear  the  Boy 
Will  prove  hers  too  I  took  up. 

Fred.  Good  Circumftance 
May  cure  all  this  ye^. 

•  *  • 
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John.  There  thou  hit'ft  it,  Frederick : 
C>cne,  let's  walk  in  and  comfort  her :  Her  being  here 
Is  nothing  yet  fufpefted  :  Anon  I'll  tell  thee 
Wherefore  her  Brother  came,  who  by  this  light 
Is  a  brave  noble  Fellow,  and  what  Honour 
H*as  done  to  me  a  Stranger :  There  be  Irons 
Heating  for  fome,  will  hifs  into  their  Heart  bloods. 
E'er  all  be  ended }  fo  much  for  thb  time. 

Fred.  Well,  Sir.  [Exeufin 


ACT    III.      SCENE    I. 

Enter  Landlady^  and  Peter. 

Land.  /^  O  M  E»  ye  do  know. 

V^    Pet.  i  dp  not  by  this  Hand,  Miftrels. 
But  I  fufpedt 

Land.  What? 

Pet.  That  if  Eggs  continue 
At  this  Price,  Women  will  ne'er  be  (av'd 
By  their  good  Works. 

Land.  I  will  know. 

Pet.  Ye  (hall,  any  thing 
Ues  in  my  Power  :  The  Duke  of  Lmrain  now 
Is  feven  Thoufand  ftrong :  1  heard  it  of  a  Filk-wife, 
A  Woman  of  fine  Knowledge. 

Land.  Sirrah,  Sirrah. 

Pet.   The  Popc*s  Bulls  are  broke  loofe  too,  and  'tis 
fufpeAed 
They  fhall  be  baited  in  England. 

Land.  Very  well.  Sir. 

Pet.  No,  'tis  not  fo  well  neither. 

Land.  But  I  fay  to  ye. 
Who  is  it  keeps  your  fi^fter  Company  ? 

Pet.  I  (ay  to  you,  Bon  John. 

Land.  I  fay  what  Woman  ? 

Pet.  I  lay  fo  too. 

C  4  Land^ 
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Land.  I  fay  again,  I  wili  knoWr. 

Pet.  1  fey  *tis  fit  ye  (hould. 

Land.-  And  I  teli  thee 
He  has  a  Woman  here. 

Pet.  And  I  lell  thee 
•Tis  then  the  better  for  him.  .  ^ 

LaBd.  You  arc  no  Bawd  now  ? 

Pet.  Would  I  were  able  to  be  callM  unto  i|: 
A  wor(hlpful  Vocation  for  my  Elders  j 
For  as  I  underftand,  it  is  a  Place 
Fitting  my  Betters  Far. 

Larid.  Was  ever  Gentlewoman 
So  frurtipt  off  wkh  a  Fool  ?  WclU  lawcy  Sirrah, 
I  will  know  who  it  is,  and  for  what  Purpofe ; 
I  pay  the  Rent,  and  I'll*  know  bow  my  Houfe 
Comes  by  thefe  Indammations :  If  this  geer  hol(}» 
Bed  hang  a  Sign-poft  up,  to  teli  the  SignioF^, 
Here  ye  may  hare  Lewdneft  at  Livery, 

Enter  Frederick. 

Pet.  'Twould  be  a  great  Eafc  to  your  Age, 

Fred.  How  now? 
Why  what*s  the  matter.  Landlady  ? 

Land.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Ye  ufe  me  decently  among  ye.  Gentlemen,          ^ 

Fred.  W  ho  has  abusM  her,  you,  Sir  ? 

Land.  *Od8  my  Wunc6 
I  will  not  be  thusireated,  that  I  will  not. 

Pet.  I  gave  her  no  ill  Language. 
:    Land   Thou  lyeft  lewdly, 
Thou  took*ft  me  up  at  every  Word  I  fpoke. 
As  I  had  been  a  Maukin,  a  0urt  Gillian  ; 
And  thou  think'ft,  becaufe  thou  can'ft  write  and  rtad. 
Our  Nofes  mud  be  urtdcr  thee. 

Fred.  Dare  you,  Sirrah? 

Pet.  Let  but  the  Truth  be  known,  Sir,  I  beleech  ye. 
She  raves  of  Wenches,  and  I  know  not  what,  Sir. 

Land,  Go  to,    thou  kftow^ft  ifoo  well,  thou  wicked 
Variety 

Thou 
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Thou  Inllrumcnt  of  Evil. 

PeL  As  I  live.  Sir, 
She  is  ever  thus  till  Pinner, 

Fred.  Gctycin, 
ni  anfwer  you  anon,  Sir. 

P€L  By  this  Hand 
ril  break  your  Poflet-Pan,  '  \      J[fi;ri^. 

Land.  Then  by  this  Hood 
ni  lock  the  Meat  up. 

Fred.  Now  your  Grief,  what  isV? 
For  I  can  gueis 


i**aMi^ki^ 


Land.  Ye  may  with  Shame  enough. 
If  there  were  Sbjime  amongft  ye  i  nothing  thought  on. 
But  how  ye  may  abufe  my  Houfe  ?  not  iatisfyM  - 

With  bringing  home  your  Baftards  to  undo  me. 
But  you  muft  drill  your  Whores  here  too  i  My  Patience  / 
(Becaufe  I  bear,*  and  bear,  and  carry  all. 
And  as  they  fay  am  willing  to  groan  under) 
Muft  be  your  Make-fport  ;iow. 

Fred.  No  more  of  thefe  Words, 
Nor  no  more  Murmuring!,  I^ady :  For  you  know 
That  rknow  fomething.     I  did  fuipeft  your  Anger, 
But  turn  it  prefcntly  and  handfomely. 
And  b^ar  yourfelf  difcreetly  to  this  \\romaii, 
|<*or  fuch  an  one  there  is  indeed. 
X(c9ik/.  *Tis  well.  Son. 

Fred.  Leaving  your  Devils  Matins,  and  your  Melan« 
cholies, 
Qr  we  (hall  leave  our  Lodgings. 
Land.  You  have  much  need 
To  ule  thefe  vagrant  Ways,  and  to  much  Profit : 
Ye  had  that  might  oontent 

(At  home  within  yourifelves  too)  right  good  Gentlemen, 
Wholefome,  and  ye  iaid  handfome :  W  you  Gallanta, 
peaft  that  I  was  to  believe  ye— — ^ 

Fred.  Leave  your  Sufpicign  2 
For  as  I  live  there's  no  fuch  thing. 

Land.  Mine  Honour ; 
And  ^twere  not  for  mine  Honom*^ 
Fred.  Come,  yoqr  Honour, 

Your 
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Your  Houfe,  and  you  too,  if  you  dare  believe  roc. 
Are  well  enough :  Sleek  up  yourfclf,  leave  crying. 
For  I  muft  have  ye  entertain  this  Lady 
With  all  Civility,  (he  well  deferves  \u 
Together  with  all  Secrecy :  I  dare  truft  ye. 
For  I  have  found  ye  faithful :  When  you  know  her, 
youMJ  find  your  own  Fault :  No  roorc  Words,  but  do  it. 
Land.  You  know  you  may  conimand  me. 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  Worfhipfol  Lady, 
How  does  thy  Velvet  Scabbard  ?  By  this  Hand 
Thou  look*ft  moft  amiably,  now  could  I  willingly. 
And  'twere  not  for  abufing  thy  Geneva  Print  there. 
Venture  my  Body  with  thee. 

Land.  You'll  leave  this  Roguery 
When  you  come  to  my  Years, 

JtAn.  By  this  Light 
Thou  art  not  above  fifteen  yet,  a  meer  Girl, 
Thou  haft  not  half  thy  Teeth :  Come- 

Fred.  Pri(hee,  Jobn^ 
Let  her  alone,  fhe  has  been  vex'd  already ; 
She'll  grow  ftark  mad,  Man. 

John.  I  would  fee  her  mad. 
An  old  mad  Woman-  < 

Fred.  Prithee  be  patient. 

John.  Is  likft  a  Miller's  Mare,  troubled  with  Tooth-acb. 
She'll  make  the  rareft  Faces. 

Fred.  Go,  and  do  it. 
And  do  not  mind  this  Fellow. 

Land.  Well,  Donjobn^ 
There  will  be  Times  again;  when,  O  good  Mother, 
What's  good  for  a  Carnofity  in  the  Bladder  ? 
O  the  green  Water,  Mother. 

John.  Doting  uke  ye  \ 
Do  ye  remember  that  ?- 

Fred.  She  has  paid  ye  now.  Sir. 

Land.  Clary,  iweet  Mother,  Claryl 

Fred.  Are  ye  fatisfied  ? 

lAnd.  ril  never  whore  again,  never  give  Petticoats 

And 
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And  Waftecaats  ^t  five  Pound  apiece :  Good  Mother^ 
Quickly  Mother ;  now  mock  oo.  Son. 

John.  A  Devil  grind  your  old  Chap^,    IEkU  Landlady. 

Fred.  By  this  Hand,  Wench, 
rU  give  thep  a  new  Hood  for. this. 
Ha$  flie  met  with  vour  Lordfhip  ? 

John.  Touchwood  take  her. 

Enter  Anthony, 

3he*s  a  rare  Ghoftly  Mother. 

Ant.  Ekiow  attends  ye 
The  Gentleman's  Man,  Sir,  that  was  with  you. 

John.  Well,  Sir ; 
My  time  is  come  then  \  yet  if  my  Projcft  hold,  : 

Yon  ()iall  nof  fiay  behind  \  V\\  rather  eruft 

Enter  Conftantia. 

A  Cat  with  fweet  Milk,  Frederick  5  by  her  Face, 
I  feel  her  Fears  are  working. 

Can.  Is  there  no  way, 
I  do  beieedi  ye  think  y^,  to  divert 
This  ceruin  Dangq*  ? 

Fred;  *Tis  iinpoilible ; 
Their  Honours  are  engag'd. 

Can.  Then  there  muft  be  murther, 
Wjiich,  Gentlemen,  I  (hal|  no  fooner  hear  of, 
than  make  one*in't :  You  may  if  you  pleafe.  Sir, 
Make  all  go  kfs  yet. 

John.  Lady,  were't  mine  own  Caufe,    • 
I  could  difpenfe ;  but  ]oaden  with  my  Friend*s  truft, 
I  muft  go  on ;  though  general  MalTaaes 
As  much  I  fear 

Con.  Do  ye  hear,  Sir ;  for  Heaven's  pity 
Let  me  requeft  one  love  of  you, 

Fred.  Yes,  iny  thing. 

Con.  This  Gentleman  I  find  too  refolute. 
Too  hot  and  fiery  for  the  Caufe ;  as  ever 
iTou  did  a  virtuous  Deed,  for  Honour's  fake 
Go  with  him,  and  allay  him ;  your  fair  Temper 
And  noble  Pifpofitbn,  like  wifti*d  Shpw'rs, 
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May  <^uetich  thofe  eftting  E^itii!^,  that  would  fpoil  all  dfe. 
I  fee  in  him  DeftriiAion. 

Fred.  I  will  do  it  i 
And  'cis  a  wife  G)n(iderati6n^ 
To  rac  a  bounteous  Favour*    Hark  ye,  J^bn  ; 
I  will  go  with  yc. 

John,  No. 

Fred.  Indeed  I  wilh 
Ye  go  upon  a  hazard  ;  no  denials 
For  as  I  live,  Til  go. 

John.  Then  make  ye  ready. 
For  I  am  llraight  o*  Horfe-batk. 

Fred.  My  Sword  on,  * 
I  am  as  reaidy  as  you  ;  what  my  heft  Labour, 
With  all  the  Aft  I  have  can  work  upon  'em, 
Be  fure  of,  and  exped:  fair  end ;  the  old  Gentlewoman 
Shall  wait  upon  you ;  fhe's  both  grave,  and  private,  .^   ^ 
And  ye  may  truft  her  in  all  points. 

(7)  Con.  YouVe  noble; 

Fred.  And  fo  I  kifs  your  Hand. 

John.  That  Seal  for  me  too. 
And  I  hope  happy  Iflue,  Lady. 

Con.  All  HeavVs  Care  upon  yc,  and  my  Prayers, 

John.  So, 
Now  my  Mind's  at  reft. 

Fred.  Away,  'tis  latt,  John.  [Exeunt 

•      *  <i 

S     C     EN     E        II. 

JE»/i?r  Antonio,  a  Surgeony  and  two  Gentlemen. 

•  '  I  .  • 

I  Gent.  Come,  Sir,  be  hearty,  all  the  worft  is  pad. 
jint.  Give  me  fome  Wine. 
Sur.  'Tis  Death,  Sir, 
jint.  'Tis  a  Horfe,  Sir. 

f  ! 

(7)  Con.  lou  are  ttohli  I 

And  fo  I  klfs  your  Hand.']  The  latter  part  of  this  cer- 
tainly belongs  to  Frederick.  'Tis  the  uiual  Compliment  from  a  Gen- 
tleman CO  t  l^^Yf  bat  Dot  from  a  Ludy  to  a  Gentleman  1  and  John 
confirms  it  by  deiihog  the  (ame  favour.  j 

T*  To 
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To  be  drcft  to  the  Tunc  of  Ale  only  ! 
Nothing  hut  Sawces  to  my  Sores !  . 

2  Gent.  Fie,  Antom^ 
You  murtbc  gpvcrn'd. 

Ant.  H*as  giv^  me  a  damn'd  Clyftcr^      ^  '    * 

Only  of  Sand  and  Snow*  Water,  Goulcmcn^ 
Has  almoft  fcowr'd  my  Guw  put. 

Sur.  I  have  giv'n  you  that.  Sir,  .- 

Isfittcft  for  your  State.  ,  , 

Ant.  And  here  he  feeds  me 
With  rotten  emk  of  Rooki,  .and  drpwii*d  C|)icken9, 
Stew*d  Pericraniunr>s,  and  Fiarmaters  ^ 
And  when  I  go  to  Bed  (by  Heav'n  'tis  true.  Gentlemen)  '. 
He  rolls  me  up  in  Lints,  with  Labels  at  'cm. 
That  I  am  juft  the  Man  i'tb*  Almanafrk,         , 
(S)  My  HeJid  and  Faice  i;  Jries  Place*  '  ' 

Sur.  Wiirt  pleafe  ve  ^  .  :    :' 

To  let  your  Friends  fee  ypu  opeo'd? 

Ant.  Willft  pleafe  yoij.  Sir, 
To  let  me  have  a  Wench  ?  I  fccj  my  Jtody 
Open  enough  for  that  yet,  ^         r\ 

Sur.  How,  a  Wench  ? 

Ant.  Why  Ipok  ye.  Gentlemen,  i\ml  ani  \xC^  ftill,  - 
I  can  get  nothing  that  J  want. 

I  Oent^  Le^  thefe  things. 
And  let  him  open  ye. 

yf«/.  D' ye  hcar^  fjurgwn  ? 
Send  for  the  Mufick,  let  me  hivt  fome  Flpafurc 
To  ef?teKain  py  Friend?,  btfidcsywr.^^llad?* 
(9)  Your  green  Salves,  and'  your  S^rctoths,  nnd   rpc^ 

Wine  too^ 
That  I  may  only  fmcll  tp  k  \  or  by  this  Light  , 

I'll  die  upon  thy  Hand,  and  f)x>il  tljy  CMftpm. 

I  Gent.  Let  him  have  Mufick, 

'  ■  .■*'.' 

(8)  In  Head  and  Face- — ]    ^ormfr  EdUiopi,     . 

{^)  .Toftr^reen  Sahts,  ^^d your  Scgl-chcs.-^^  1  Ncjthtr  I^r.  Symp- 
fin  or  I  rejed  Searches  as  Npafcnfe,  but  hofk  chiak  cha(  ^earclgths 
is  probably  the  true  Word. 
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Enter  Rowland  mtb  Wine. 

Sur.  'Tis  in  the  Houfc,  and  ready, 
(lo)  If  be  will  ask,  no  more.  But  Wine—     [Mufici. 

2  Gent.  He  fliall  not  drink  it. 

Sur.  Will  thefe  things  pleafe  ye  ? 

ylnt.  Yes,  and  let  *cm  flng 
John  Dorrie. 

2  Gent.  *Tis  too  long. 

jint.  rilhskvc yobn  Dorrie^ 
For  to  that  warlike  Tunc  I  will  be  open'd :  [geori^ 

Give  me  foroe  Drink»  have  ye  ilopt  the  Leaks  well j  Sur-^ 
All  will  run  out  elfe  ? 

Sur.  Fear  not. 

Ant.  Sit  down,  Gentlemen  : 
And  now  advance  your  Plaifters.     [Song  of  John  DorriCk 
Give  Jem  ten  Shillings,  Friends ;  hpw  do  ye  find  me  f 
What  Symptoms  do  you  fee  now  ? 

Sur.  None,  Sir,  dangerous  t 
But  if  you  wiii  be  rul'd— — 

jint.  What  Time? 

Sur.  I  can  eyre  you 
In  forty  Days,  if  you  will  not  tranfgrcls  m6. 

jint.  I  have  a  Dog  Ihall  lick  me  whole  in  twenty  | 
In  how  long  canft  thou  kill  me  ? 

Sur.  Prefently. 

ytht.  Do  it,  there's  more  Delight  in*t 

I  Gent.  You  muft  have  Patience* 

jint.  Man,  I  mud  h^ve  Bufmefs  t  this  foolifh  FelloW 
Hinders  himfelf ;  I  have  a  do2en  Ralcals 
To  hurt  within  thefe  five  Days  j  good  Man- mender. 
Stop  me  with  fome  Parfly,  like  ftuft  Beef, 
And  let  me  walk  abroad. 
*  Sur.  Ye  (hall  walk  (hortly. 

jfnt.  For  I  muft  find  Petrucbio. 

a  Gent.  Time  enough.    ^ 

I  Gent.  Come,  lead  him  in,  and  let  htm  fleep :   within 
thefe  three  Days 

(^foj  ff  ki  'uiillmik  m§  mgn  hut  fFine^-"^]  Former  Edidoot. 

We'll 


The  Chances.  47 

Wc^U  beg  yc  leave  to  play. 

z  Gent.  And  then  how  things  Ml, 
WcMl  certainly  inform  ye. 

Ant.  But  Surgeon,  promife  mp 
J  fliairdrink  Wine  then  too.  ' 

Sur.  A  little  tempered. 

Ant.  Nay,  Pll  no  tempering.  Surgeon. 

Sur.  Well,  as't  plcafc  yc. 
So  ye  exceed  not,  V 

Ant.  Farewel:  And  if  ye  find  '    . 
The  mad  Slave  that  thus  flafh*d  me,  coqimend  me  td  hhn^ 
And  bid  him  keep  his^Skin  clofe. 

I  Gent.  Take  your  Heft,  Sir.  [Eiceunt. 

S      C      E       N       E        III. 

£;//<rr  Conftantia,  dn4  Landlady. 

(hn.  I  have  told  ye  all  I  can,  and  more  than  yet 
Thofe  Gentlemen  know  of  me;  ever  trufting 
Your  Gounfel  and  Concealment  s  for  to  me 
You  fcem  a  worthy  Woman  ;  one  of  thofe 
Are  feldoin  found  in  our  Sex,  wife  and  virtuous, 
Dircft  me  I  befcech  ye.  . 

Land.  Ye  fay  wcll^  Lady, 
And  hold  ye  to  that  Point,  for  in  thefe  Bufineffcs 
A  Woman's  Gounfel  that  conceives  the  matter, 
(Do  you  mark  tnc  ?  that  conceives  the  matter.  Lady) 
Is  worth  ten  Mens  Engagements  :    She  knows  fomething. 
And  out  of  that  can  work  like  Wax  ;  when  Men 
Arc  giddy-headed,  either  out  of  Wine, 
Or  a  more  Drunkennefs,  vain  Oftencation, 
Difcovering  all  j  there  is  no  more  keep  in  'cm 
.Than  hold  upon  an  Eel's  TaiU  nay,  'lis  held  falhion  . 
T*  defame,  now  all  they  can. 

Con.  Ay,  but  thefr Gentlemen 

Land.  Do  not  you  truft  to  that ;  thefe  Gentlemen     , 
Are  as  alt  Gentlemen  of  the  fame  Barrel  i 
Ay,  and  the  feif-fame  Pickle  too.    Be't  granted. 
They've  us*d  ye  with  RefpcA  and  fair  Bthaviour^ 

E'er 
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E*cr  fince  yc  came,  do  you  know  what  muft  foUotf  f 
They're  Spaniards^  JM^ff  Gennert  of  high  MctUe, 
Things  that  will  thrafh  the  Devil  or  his  DaoOyr  r 

Let  'cm  appear  but  clweq. 

Con,  Now  Heav'n  blcls  nie»  ' 

Land.  Mad  Colts  will  court  the  Windj  I  know  ^emi 
Lady,  ^  . 

To  the  leaft  Hair  they  have  ;  and  I  tell  you. 
Old  as  I  am,  let  but  the  Pint  Pot  blefs  'e(iH 
They'll  offer  to  my  Yqari^-^'-T^        . 

Land.  Such  rude  Gacnbolsr^'^ii^ 
^    (^OKi.  To  you? 

Land.  Ay,  and  fo  handle  me,  that  oft  Pm  forced  ^ 
To  fight  of  all  four  for  my  Safety  5  there's  the  younger^ 
Don  Jobn^  the  arrant'ft  Jack  in  all  this  City  \  ^. 
The  other.  Time  hai  Wafted,  yet  he'll  ftoop. 
If  not  overflown,  arid  freely  on  the  ouarry  ; 
H*as  been  a  Dragon  iivhigdays.    (ii;  But  Tarwu)iiti\ 
Don  Jenkin  is  the  Devil'  himfelf^  the  Dog'»day9t 
The  mod  incompr^henfible  Whore-mafter, 
Twenty  a  Night  is  nothing  ;  Begggr$^  Brooai^woir)cni 
And  thofe  fo  i>iiferab|^,  they  look  like  FamiM* 
Are  all  fwect  Ladies  in  his  drink. 

Con.  He's  a  handfomc  Gentleman  \ 
Pity  he  ihould  be  matter  of  fi4ch  Follies. 

Land.  He's  n^'cr  without  a  npif?  of  Syringei 
Tn's  Pocket,  thpfe  proclaim  him  i  {l^)  Porging-Pili«| 
Waters  to  cool  his  Confgience,  in  fmaU  Viols  ; 
With  thou^nd  fuch  faflicient  Eml)Iems  i  the  Truth  i%  , 
Whofc  Chaftity  he  chop«  ypQi\  he  qarcs  nor, 

f    (11)  5«^  TarmonO    '•  «•  Termagant. 

^,2) — -  bitjding  Pil/s,'}     V7^cn  a  Word  occufi  tVat  wc  can 

affix  no  Idea  to,  fciitablc  to  tht  Context,  and  tio  DiQionary  or  Gloffi  tf 
will  give  us  any  AffiHance,  we  are  IbrcM  to  treat  it  as  a  Corfu ptUni 
tho*  afcer  all,  1  belkve^thcro  were  huq^TO^^  of  Words  Qqnimon  in  our 
Authors  Age,  chat  h^ve  no  ExiftenQe  now  in  any  Did^ionary.  Some- 
times the  Context  explains  their  Meaning,  or  they  are  found  in  diffe- 
rent FafTages  and  their  Meaning  more  eafily  afcertain*d.  Nothing  of 
this  happ^n^  here,  and  fas  the  natural  Word  purging  is  near  the  Trace 
of  the  lietier^  I  have  inferted  ii  ia  the  Toxc, 

He 
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He  flies  at  all ;  BaQards  upon  my  CQp(cienoe» 
He'as  now  in  making,  nwltiiude9i  the  laft  Night 
He  brought  hoO)Q  one  %  I  pity  her  th^t  bor^  it,     ^ 
But  we  arc  zR-  weak  Veflels,  fome  rich  Woman    ' 
(For  wi^  I  dsTji  not  icall  her)  was  the  Mother^ 
ror  it  was  hung  with  Jewels  ;  the  bearing  Qotfi  - , 
No  left  thfta  Cfimfw  Vclvcf.  I 

Cm.  Itifmf 

Land.  'Ti^  WV^  JWyJ 

Con.  Was  it  a  Boy  too? 

Landf  A  brave  Bov  i  deliberatioi) 
hmijudfipu^t  H^iew'cl  in's  getting,  as  11}  lay  for  Juo), 
He's  as  well  we'd  for  ^)iit  ^ort- — ^ 

Cm.  Mayireeitf 


Fpr  tbeEp'9  ^  Nc«|bt)9ur  oFimfie,  9,  Gentlewom^f^ 
fiai%  had  a  lateJ^Ucbancei  which  mllipgly 
I  would  knoifr  ftirther  of|  now  if  you  piK|di( 
To  be  fo  courteous  to  me. 

Land.  Ye  (hail  fee  it: 
But  what  do  ye  think  of  thefe  Men'noiv  jfe  kopw  'qn^ 
And  of  the  Caufe  I  cold  ye  of?  Bf  fifife^ 
Ye  may  repm  t;QO  laf^  4fe »  I  bft  fielJ  you 
For  your  own  go^'  afld  as  yoM^IIq^  iCi  {^y. 

G?».  I  aqd  f4v»?d;.  ^ 

Iitf^fi.  Ko  oyw  Words  then  ji  dp  tbf^N     ^ 
And  inftantly,  t  told.ye  of,  be  reaily  ^ 
Doff  J^^/if,  I'll  fit  you  for  your  frumps* 

Biit  (hall  I  fee  this  Child  ? 

Land.  Withiodiis  half  Hour  | 
Let's  in,  and  there  think  better^  (.<S>Oie  that^f  wllcy 
Leaps  at  Qccafion,  firft  I  (he  r^ft  pay  f9r  ir*  [Exeunt/ 


Limfi  at  OccajUn  forft  %  the  rtfi,  pay  ftfr  it.  ]      Mn  ^mffift 
would  read, 

thi  rejl  fnf  fir  ft* 

i.  e.  Tke  Wifi  ftixt  Occafion  nvbtn  it's  firft  offer* i,  otbirt,  gnh  fiaff4 
Wjingfir  it,  I  cannot  ^ffite  to  this  Emeodacv^n^  the  eld  Keying 
being  capaHtt  of  a  Sealb'fim  as  cletr  as  cKis.  The  Wife  jki^t  the  firft 
Occafion^  $kt  rtft  'W^  4i  nvtr  ik  fa  jguy  ^t^  (af[crfir  it,    '     '■ 
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S  C  E  N  E     IV. 

Eiaer  Petruchio,  Don  tohn,  and  Frederick. 

John.  Sir,  he  is  worth  your  Knowledgef  and  a  Gcti-, 
deman,  " 

If  I  that  fo  much  love  him,  may  commend  him» 
Of  free  and  virtuous  Parts  ;  and  one,  if  fool  p]ay 
Should  fail  upon  us,  for  which  fear  I  brought  faia)> 
Will  not  fly  back  for  fiUips.  ^ 

Petr.  Ye  much  honour  me. 
And  Once  more  I  pronounce  ye  bodi  mine,    Fni.  Stay,  ^ 
What  Troop  is  that  below  i'th'  Valley  there  ?  ' 

John.  Hawking,  I  take  it 

retr.  They  are  lo ;  •tis  the  Duk^  'tis  ev'n  he,  Gentlemen^ 
Sirrah,  draw  back  the  Horfes  'till  we  call  ye» 
1  know  him  bv  his  Company! 

Fred.  I  think  too 
He  bends  upjthis  way.  '  "        ;  ^ 

Peir.  So  he  does. 

John,  Stand  you  ftill 
Within  that  Covert  'till  I  call :  You,  Frederick^ 
By  no  means  be  not  feen,  unlefs  they  offer  ^ 

To  bring  on  odds  upon  us ;  he  comes  forward^ 
Here  will  I  wait  him  fairly  :  To  your  Cabins. 

Petr.  I  need  no  more  inftruft  ye? 

yobn.  Fear  me  nor, 
ru  give  it  him,  and  boldly.  [Exeunt  Petr.  and  Fred. 

Enter  Duki  and  bis  FaOim. 

Duh.  Feed  the  Hawks  up. 
We'll  fly  no  more  to  day  %  O  my  blcft  Fortune? 
Have  I  to  fairly  met  the  Man  ? 

John.  Ye  have.  Sir, 
And  him  you  know  by  this. 

Duke.  Sir,  all  the  Honour 
And  Love- — - 

John.  I  do  befcech  your  Grace  ftay  thcrci 
(For  I  know  ye  too  now)  that  Love  and  Honour 


T        'r.    ■ 


1  ccxtw  not  to  receive  i  nor  can  y6u|^veit, 

■Till  ^  a{^)ear  fjiir  to  the  Wwtd  i  I  muft  beledch  fe 

DUiniis  your  Train  a  litlje.  •        ■/ 

Duke,  Walkafide.  -..,:..' 

And  out  a£  hearing,*  I  command  ye :  Now,  Sir. 
jfokn,  Laft  time-weme^  I  was  a  Friend.  ' ' 

Duke.  And  nobly 
Yoa  did  me  a  Frieod's  Office :  Let  your  Btafioeft  ' 

Be  what  it  may,  ^  muft  be  ftilt-— -  : 

yohii.  Your  pudon^ 
Never  a  Friend  ni  hitQ,  caooot  be  fVioid       .  ., 

To  hu  own  Honour.  '  *. 

Dim.  In  wh^t  have  ItnaffftB^d  icf  !    ' 

Te  make  a  bold  Breach  at  die  firft»  Sr. . .  ',  ^ 

7«&i.  Bolder,' 
Yoa  made  that  Btcadi  ^  Itf  in  Inftmy, 
And  Ruii^  to  rurprile  i'ooble  Stdck. 
DiAg,  Bephin*  Sr.  ' 

John.  I  will,  and  Ihort;  yt^ve  wronged  a  Gcndtnui^ 
Lmle  behind  yourfelf,  beyond  all  Jufticci 
Beyond  the  Mjcdiadon  of  all  Ffiends^ 
bwif.  The  Man,  and  nnnoe;6fWroDg? 
7«fai.  Petrucbio,- 
The  Wrong,  yeVe  wboHd  hii  Sifter^ 
^      jDai*.  What's  his  WiUin't? 
,  Jobn.  His  Will  ii  K>  oppgre  you  like  a  Getuleni^i 
■  And  fingle,  to  decide  all.  , 

Duh.  Nowflayyoq,  Sir,       . 
And  hear  nft  with  the  like  Belief :  This  Gcntlemani        .  ,' 
His  Sifter  that  you  nam'd,  true,  I've  long  lov'd,'  '' 

Nor  was  that J^v£ lafcivious,  as  he  makes  iti    '  -,•[. 

As  tnje,  I  have  cnjoy'd  her :  No  Icfa  Truth,  ':'" 

I  have  a  Child  by  her :  But  that  Hie,  or  he, 
Or  any  of  that  Family  are  tainted, 
'Suffer  difgrace,  Or  ruin,  by  my  Pleafures, ' 
I  wear  a  Sword  to  fatisBe  the  World  no,         * 
.And  htm  in  this  CauTewhen  he  pleafe ;  for  know,  StTi 
She  is  my  Wife,  contracted  bcfpre  Heav'n, 
(Witnefj  I  owe  more  tye  to,  than  her  Brother) 
Nor  will  I  By  from  that  Name,  which  long  linoe 
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Had  had  the  C^hucci)fSjAfiKiQ^^ 
(14) -l^i^^r  Ihs  jeiiJois  .;4^^ 

John.  Sir^  your  Pardon, 
And  all  that  was  my  Anger,  now  R)f  fitrwe. 

Duki.  JS»v^^  I.Iii^iihMrfd  c^^ 
But  that  rough^^tl  Wlf^ctv 

John.  And  ye  fhall.  Sir :  . 
Whoa,  Im^  hpo. 

Dukt.  1  hope  y^^ie  J^id  tiw  AffdiuHt;? 

,     .  J5^»/<r  Pctruchio. ; 

7(?i&».  Only  Fricndsw 

Duke.  My  nobk..^ct«|I)«i  rTW*pwBes  ^  ;^ 
Come  put  your  Ai^rpl^  ipe  i^iU  MOqgJmnEi 
Unlef^  you  will  maintain  I  am  unworthy. . 

To  b«ir  that  NaoKv    !       ^ 

Petr.  D'  you  fpcak  xhfisj^yq^iliri     , 

Di^^.  Upon  my  Soul,  and  trujyi  tl|«  6ipft|lrie(lf 

P//r.  NowIIp^irqv   .       !.  ,  ,: 
And  I  befeech  you  pgj^jtojtnw  S^toifiiWU  ;  ^ 

You  are  now  more  tbjfina  l^cp^^yj^V^^  tQ^ 

John.  The  good  Man^s  over-joy'd,  . 

Fr«4fv.HQw,.how,  how  gpes  it  ? 
7b£jir:  'Why;  the  Man  has  his  f|)faiv  «|gaii^Aq^       irpll^ 
Frederick^ 

The  Duke  profciles  freely  h^^$  her  JEimt^ 

iT^i/^*Tls  a  good  l\^ii^,^ 

John.  Yes,  for  moijeft  Gentlernep. 
I  muft  prefent  ye  ;  May  It  pleaie  your  Graces 
To  number  this  brave  Gentlemap,  tny  Fi^iendlf 
And  noble  Kinfman,  aqipngh:  thole  youl*  3ervantl« , 

Duke.  O  my  bravjC  Fifiend !  yop  4^p:(^*l'  yppr  J^CHttJtJlfl 
on  mc 

(14)1  ^Mifit^Hs  j0aktts  Qanger.  ]    /.  #.  'For  the  Danger  arifing 
from  his  Jealottfy  :  St^V^og^  wA^tJi^  DnktJbip 

inif  Word. 
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AoMiig^  my  beft  Thoughts,  9m^jam^  in^i^yA  Mutter 
Yoa  being  worthily  difpos'd  ^Irea^y, 
May  place  your  Frigid  to  honour  me. 

FreJL  My^i^ir^  8ir» 
And  where  yavr  Gnioa  dares  tnift  nM^  i\\  my  Sarvite^ 

Petr.  Why^  cMt  ia  itancfroua  happy :  Biic  no^  BrodiaKi 
Now  comes  the  bitsea  to  our  fwectt  On/tagtkk 

Jlo/b.  Wbyiwhatofher? 

Pitr.  Noi^  whari  nor  where,  do. I  know : 
Wing'd  with  her  fpor^laft  Night,  jbcywcj  i^y  knowledge. 
She  quit  my  Houle,  but  whither  f  w^ 

FriJ.  Let  not  that 


Duke.  No  more,  good  SiTh  Vf^hssttd  iM  niuch.;  ^ 

Piir.  Nay,  fink  not. 
She  .cannot  be^  lb  loft, 

T^bn.  W'or  flteri  not,  GemfeflHen  j 
Be  free  again,  the  Lady's  found ;  tlut  Smik)  §fr| 
Shews  ye  diftrafi  your  Servant*  ^  ; 

Duke.  I  dp  befecch  ye—    • 

Jolm.  Yt  ^all  bdieve  mcf :  I^  My  Sdi#  th^xQlkk ' 

Duke.  Heav'n  knows,  I  would  believe,  9it. 

Fred.  Ye  hiay  frfHy. 

John.  And  tkickr  noble  ^&^t  11i«i  ftd?  OenfiWiait^ 
Met  her  in  aHher  doubOilaft  Night%  and  to  ha^Goard' 
(Her  fears  being  ftrong  upon  herj  (he  gave  har  Po^ftiki^ 
Who  waited  on  her  to  our  Lodging ;  t^f^esMrefpefi^ 
Civil  and  honed  ferviee  now  acteafi'hfK       .  ^ 

Pefr.  Ye  may  believe  now, 

Duke.  Yes,  I  do,  and  flrongly: 
Well^  my  good  i^FiMda,  or  rather  n^  good  Angebp' 
For  ye  have  both  prefervM  me  -^  wten  S^k  VirCUMi 
Die  in  your  Friena*s  Remembrance         .1  ■  ■  ^ 

JobA.  Good  your  Grace, 
Lofe  no  more  time  in  Compliment,  *c«s  too.pnGk)u;, 
I  know  it  by  myfetf  there  can.  be  no  Hell 
To  his  that '  hangs  upon  bis  H^m  i  efpecially 
In  way  of  lufty  PJe^Aircs* 

Petr.  H«  has  hit-it. 

F^ed.  Tc^  hoi^  agaifr  then,  for  thia^  Hi  jbt- 1*11  crown  ye 
With  all  the  Joys  yc  wii  for. 

•  D  3  Peir, 
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Enter  Francifco. 

Fran.  This  is  the  maddeft  Miichief :  never  Fbol 
Was  ib  fobb'd  off,  .as  I  am ;  made  ridiculous. 
And  to  mTfelf  mbe  own  Afr  s  Tnift  a  Woman  f 
rU  cruft  the  Devil  fM%  for  he  darelx 
Better  than's  Word  fometime :  What  Faith  have  I  broke  i 
In  what  Obfcnrance  iaiPd  ?  Let  me  confider. 

Enter  Don  John,  and  Fredericks  ^ 

|!*or  this  is  monftrous  UfagQ. 

Fred.  Let  ih^v^  tall^ 
[We'll  ride  on  fair  and  foftly. 

Fran.  Well,  Conftantia. 

Fred.  Ctmftantial  wJl^at's  this  Fellow?  Stay  by  all 
means. 

JFran.  YWe  fpun  yourfelf  a  fair  Thread  now. 

frf J.  Stand  ftill,  %&f.    . 

fram  What  Cayfe  hs^l  you  to  fly?  What  l^earpof« 
feftyc? 
Were  ye  not  iafely  lodged  from  all  Suspicion  f 
Us^d  "99^  all  gentle  means  ?  Did  any  know 
How  ye  came  (hitlier,  or  what  yQuc  Sin  i^Uc 

Fr^d.  Jobn^ 
I  fmtU  fome  Juggling,  John. 

Jobn^  Tes,  Fr^derick^ 
I  fear  it  will  be  found  lb. 

Fran.  So  ftrangely, 
Without  the  Counfel  of  your  Friends  %  fo  defperately 
To  put  all  Dangers  on  ye  ? 

Fred.  •Tislhe. 

Fran^  So  deceitfully. 
After  2L  Stranger's  Lure ! 

John.  \pid  ye  mark  that,  Frederick  ? 

Fran.  To  make  ye  appear  more  Monfter ;  and  the  Law 
Mpre  cruel  to  reward  ye  ?  to  leave  all. 
All  that  (hould  be  your  Safeguard,  to  leek  Evils  ? 
Was  tjiis  your  Wifdom  ?  tl^is  yoyr  Promife?  well. 
He  that  incited  ye-— — 

Frei, 
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Fred.  Mark  that  too. 

John.  Yes,  Sir.  [Lady, 

Fran.   *Had  better  have  ploughed  Farther  oS\  how, 
What  will  your  laft  Friend,  he  that  (houW  prdcrvc  ye, 
Aikl  hold  your  Credit  up,  the  brave  Anitmio^ 
Think  of  this  Slip  ?  He'll  to  Petrucbio, 
And  cgU  for  open  Juftice. 

y^n.  *Tis  tne,  Frederick. 

Fred.  But  what  that  he  is,  Jobn. 

Fran.  I  do  not  doubt  yet 
To  bolt  ye  out,  for  I  know  certainly 
Ye  are  about  the  Town  ftill :  Ha,  no  morp  Words.    lExiL 

Fred.  Well. 

Jdm.  Very  well.  ^ 

Fred.  Difcreetly. 

Jolm.  Finelv  carried.         ' 

I^ed.  You  have  no  more  of  thefe  Tricks  ? 

Jobn.  Ten  to  One,  Sir. 
I  ftall  meet  vrith  *em  if  ye  have. 

Fred.  Is  this  honeft  ? 

Jobn.  Was  it  in  you  a  Friend's  part  to  deal  double  ? 
I  am  no  Afs,  Don  Frederick.  ^ 

F^ed.  And,  Don  Jobn^ 
It  ihall  appear  I  am  no  Fool :  Difgrace  me 
To  make  yourfclf  a  Letcher? 
'Tis  boyifh,  bafe. 

Jobn.  'Tis  falfe,  and  moft  unmanly  to  upbraid  me. 
Nor  will  I  be  your  Bolder,  Sir.  [Eunuch, 

Fred.  Thou  wanton  Boy,  thou'dft  better  have  been 
Thou  common- Woman's  Cdurtefy,  than  thus 
Lafcivious ;  bafidy  to  hav^bent  mine  Honour. 
A  Friend  ?  Plf  make  a  Horfe  my  Friend  firft, 

Jobn.  Holla,  holla. 
Ye  kick  too  faft.  Sir :  What  ftrange  Brains  have  you  got. 
That  dare  crow  out  thus  bravely  ?  I  better  been  an  Eunuch  ? 
I  privy  to  this  Dog-trick  ?  cleir  yourfelf. 
For  I  know  where  the  Wind  fits,  and  mod  nobly. 
Or  as  I  have  a  Life  ■ 

Frsd.  No  more :  Their  Horfcs. 

[ANoife  wifl/in  like  Horfe s. 
D  4  Nor 
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Nor  fhew  no  difcontent :  ToMorroMVCOix^l 
Ijet>  quietly  away  :  If  fhe  be  at  home, , . ; 
Our  J^QuGes  are  put  off* 
7^to»  The  Fellow, 

-      »  .     •  ■• 

We've  loft  him  in  our  Spleens,  like  FooI$i» 

Duke.  Come,  Gentlemen,  '.    . 

^ow  feton  roundly :  Suppofe  yc  have  all  Mi^etfe!^ 
And  mend  your  pace  according. 

Petr.  Then  have  at  ye.  {jSxieunf^ 


^mtm^tmm^^ 


A  C  T    IV.        S  G  E  N  E    I. 

* 

Enter  Duke^  Petruchio,  Frederick*  md  J^hn.    ; 

Pelr. TWT O W  to  BoIogna$  ray  rooft  honoorM  Brother, 

Jj\  I  dare  pronounce  y*  a  hearty  and  fafe  Welcome, 

Our  Loves  fhall  now  way-lay  ye ;  welcome,  Gentlemen, 

7^»,  The  i&me  to  you,  brave  Sit ;  Don  I^ederidt^ 
Vfill  ye  ftep  in,  and  give  the  Lady  tioitict 
[Who  comes  to  honour  her  ?  • 

Petr,  Bid  her  be  fuddcn. 
We  come  to  fee  no  curious  Wench :  A  Night-gown 
3Vill  fcrvc  the  turn :  Here's  one  that  knows  her  nearer. 

Ired.  Pll  tell  her  whatyc  fay,  Sbr.  IJExit  Fred, 

r  Duke,  My  dear  Brother^ 
^c  are  a  merry  Gentleman. 

Peir.  Now  will  the  Sport  be, 
T*obierve  her  Alterations  ;  how  lik«  a  M^ild-fire 
She'll  leap  into  your*  Bofom ;  then  feeing  me. 
Her  Confcience,  and  her  Fears  creeping  upon  her^ 
Dead  as  a  Fowl  at  Soufe,  (he'll  Cinki 

Z)//it^«  Fair  Brother, 
1  muft  entreat  yoU'  ■     ■ 

Petr.  I  conceive  youF  Mind,  Sir, 
I  will  not  chide  her :  Yet  ten  Duckets,  Duke,' 
She  falls  upon  her  Knees,  ten  more  jQie  dare  nOC<^*-^ 

Dkkc. 
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JMi.  I  nwA  mi«F  htM  her  frigid   - 
Pitr.  Well,  you  fkall  not : 

Enter  Frederick,  And  Pfcfer. 

But  like  a  Summer*s  Eveniog  agaiaf^  He^r  .       . 
Mark  how  I'll  gild  her  Cheeks  i- 

Jflbn.  How  now? 

(is). Duke.  Ye  may.  Sir,        ^ 

Fred.  Ndc  to  abufe  your  PaMDfe,  noble  ^ria)d%i 
Nor  hold  ye  off  wkh  tcdioMs  CkcumftanGet 
For  you  mutt  know  ■  ■  n    < 

Petr.  What? 

Duke.  Where  is  (he  ? 

Fred.  Qone,  Sir. 

2);iJ(^  How? 

Petr.  What  did  you  fay.  Sir  ? 

Fred.  Gone,  by  Heaven ;  ronovedf 
The  Woman  of  the  Houfe  too^ 

John.  Well,  Don  Frederick. 

Fred.  Don  Jobn^  ic  is  noc  welU  buc-^i-i 

Petr.  Gone? 

Fr#i.  This  Fellq^w 
Can  teidify  t  lye  n6t. 

Pet.  Son*  four  Hours  after 
My  M^er  was  departed,  with  this  GcBtlen^aRA 
My  Fellow  and  myfelf  being  lent  of  Bufinefs^ 
(As  we  mutt  think)  bf  purpofc-*-^ 

Petr.  Hang  thefe  Circumftantes^ 
They  af^pear  like  Owl^  to  ill  £nds. 

John.  Nowcouklleat 
Tte  Devil  m  his  own  Broth,  Vm  fo  tortured. 
Gone? 

Petr.  Gone? 
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(15)  Fred.  Te  may^  Sir: 

Not  to  abufe  your  PatUnce^* 


}    I  have  veA^ufd  en 


frre  the  three  ifft  W'ords  of  friiititk^t  9peech'co  the  1 
a  DToper  Aofwer  to  FofrMcbio,  hk%  Wtc  ttcA  ^(elligille  la  m^^Hcn 
lunuJl^  witftout  ^onideriiif  thM  at  %  broken  Scotenee  rdatklg  to  the 
antpal^nfpicibil  between  jdbm  and  hu»j  and  then  perhaps  too  much 
itefif  ti^kft  wanting, 

Fred. 
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Fred.  DireAIy  gone,  ^,  Oiiftcd :  What  would  you  hav^ 
ipc  fay  ?   . 

Buki.  Well,  Gentlemen^ 
Wrong  not  my  good  Opinion. 

Fred.  For  your  Dukedom  ; 

I  will  not  be  a  Knave,  Sir. 

John.  He  that  is, 
A  Rot  run  in  his  Blood. 

Petr,  But  hark  ye.  Gentlemen, 
Are  ye  fure  ye  had  her  here,  did  ye  not  ditam  this? 

John.  Have  you  your  Nofe,  Sir? 

Petr.  Yes,  Sir. 

John*  Then  we  had  her. 

Petr.  Since  you*re  fo  (hort,  belieiw  your  haying  her 
Shall  fufier  inore  CbiiflxudUon. 

John.  Let  it  fuffcr.       * 
But  if  I  be  not  clear  of  all  Difiionour, 
Or  Pradice  that  may  uint  my  Reputation, 
And  ignorant  of  where  this  Woman  is. 
Make  me  your  City's  Monfter. 

Duke.  I  believe  ye. 

John.  I  could  lie  with  a  Witch  now^  to  be  revenged 
Upon  that  Rafcal  did  this.   ^ 

Fred.  Only  thus  much 
I  would  defire  your  Grace,  for  my  Mind  gives  me 
Before  Night  yet  (he's  yours :  Scop  all  Opinion, 
And  let  no  Anger  out,  'till  full  Caufe  call  it. 
Then  every  Man's  own  Works  to  juftifr  him  ; 
And  this  Day  let  us  give  to  fearch  :  My  Man  hefe  ^ 

Tells  me,  by  chance  he  faw  out  of  a  Window  i 

(Which  Place  he's  taken  notice  of)  fuch  a  Face 
As  our  old  Landlady's,  he  believes  the  fame  top^  '\ 

And  by  her  Hood  allures  it :  Let's  firft  thither^  :; 

For  (he  being  found,  all's  ended.  I 

Duke.  Come,  for  Heav'n's  fake,  : 

And  Fortune^  an  thou  be'ft  not  ever  turning,  .  j: 

If  there  be  one  firm^Scep  in  all  thy  Reelings,  ^ 

Now  fettle  it,  and  lave  my  Hopes :  Away,  Friends.      / 

[Ex€unt.% 

scenbT 
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SCENE     il. 

-   -  • 

EnUr  Antonio  a$id  bis  Savani. 

Ant.  With  all  my  Jewels? 

Ser.  All,  Sir. 

Jbit.  And  that  Mony 
I  left  iW  Trunk? 

Ser.  The  Trunk  broke*  and  that  gone  too* 

JliU.  Prancifco  of  the  Plot  ?  ^ 

Ser.  Gone  with  the  Wench  too.' 

Ant.  The  mighty  Pox  go  with  *em ;    Belike  they 
thought 
I  was  n6  Man  of  this  World,  and  thoie  Trifles 
Would  but  difturb  my  Conscience. 

Ser.  Sure  they  thought,  Sir, 
You  would  not  live  to  perfecute  'em* 

Ant.  Whore  and  Fidler, 
Why,  what  a  Confort  have  they  made  ;  Hen  and  Bacon? 
WcU,  my  fwcet  Miftrefs,  well,  good  Madam  Mar-tail  ? 
Tou  that  have  hung  about  my  Neck,  and  lick*d  nu^ 
rU  07  how  handfomly  your  Ladylhip 
Can  lung  upon  a  Gallows,  there's  your  Maftef-piece  } 
But  hark  ye.  Sirrah,  no  Imaginatioa 
or  where  they  fliould  be  ?  ^ 

SeTn .  None,  Sir,  yet  we^ve  fcarch*d 
All  Pbm  we  fufpefled  ;  I  believe,  Sir, 
They've  taken  towVds  the  Ports. 

jhu.  Get  me  a  Conjurer, 
One  that  can  raife  a  Water-Devil,  Til  port  'em  ; 
fby  at  Duck  and  Drake  with  my  Mony ;  take  heed,Fidler ; 
m  dance  ye  by  this  Hand,  your  Fiddle-ftick 
rn  grtafe  of  a  new  Fafhipn,  for  prefuming 
To  meddle  with  my  De*gambos :  Get  me  a  Conjurer,   ^ 
Enquire  me  out  a  Man  that  lets  out  Devils : 
;|ldne  but  my  C.  CRff^krvtyoar  turn  ? 
Ser.  I  know  not  ■ 

Ant.  In  every  Street,  torn  Fool,  any  blear-cy'd  People 
With  red  Hcsmji  4nd  ^at  Nofes,  can  perform  it  *, 

Thou 
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Thou  (hair  know  'em  by  their  half  Gowns  and  no 

Breeches :         * 
Mount  my  Mare,  Pidler  ?  Ha  Boy !  up  at  firft  daih  ? 
Sit  fure^  I'll  cisp  a  Nettle^  and  %  SaMrt  Me$. 
Shall  inake  your  Filty  firk  Twill :  fHie,  Fidler,. 
1*11  put  you  to  your  Plunge,  Boy :  Sih-ab,  meet  ni6 
Some  two  Hours  hence  at  home ;  iadie  mean  time 
Find  out  a  Conjurer,  and  know  his  Price, 
How  he  will  let  his  Devils  by  the  Day  out^ 
ni  have  *em,  an  they  be  aboye.  Ground.        |[£^  Ant. 

Str.  Now  blcfs  me, 
What  a  mad  Man.is  this  \  I  mu(l  ii6  ^^mtththg 
Ta  pleafe  his  MUmour :  Sbeh  a  Mart  1*11  ^k  fbf,. 
And  tell  him  where  he  is ;  but  to  come  near  him,^ 
Or  have  any  thing  to  do  with  his  Don  Devils, 
I  thank  my  Fear^  I  dare  not^  nor  1  wiU  not.  \Zxit. 
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tnrer  D«lf,  Pttrtichio,  Fi-edoick,  J0611,  Pe.t^»i     . 
and  Servttttt  wUb  Bottks, 

Fred.  Whither wHtiliM  kadus? 

PfA  Th  haid  by.  Sir. 
And  ten  to  one  this  Wine  goes  tlmhcr. 

Duke.  Forward 

Petr.  Arc  they  growA  fo  merry? 

Duke.  *Tis  moft  likely. 
She's  heard  of  this  good  Fortune^  and  dttermiaei 
To  wafli  her  Sorrows  off. 

Pet.  •Tis  fo;  that  Houfe,  Sify 
Is  k :  CXit  of  that  Wkidow  certainly 
I  law  my  old  Miflireflb  Face.  t       4 

Petr.  They're  merry  indeed,  [Mnfick. 

Hark,  I  hear  Muikk  too.  "     = 

Duke.  Excellent  Mufidc.  •      - 

John.  Would  I  were  ev*B  among  'em,  and  ^ioat  now  ^r  ^ 
A  Pallate  for  the  purpofe  in  a  Gemer,  .  % 

And  good  rich  Winewkhln  me^  what  gay  Sport    .         f 
Could  I  make  in  an  Hour  now  i  ¥ 

S  O  N  G.  f 


SON   is. 

I  amwmamn% 

Buddinjg  Beautf^  bkwnU^  Tui^i 
Were  madefy  Pleafitn^  fonmd  AfoNf 
Far  now  lam  myje^^  mmenati  C$0fm^^Hf^ 
My  Fortune  filwaji  in  mj  ffMd^  ^ 

Fred.  H9xk^Ypm»9% 
Let's  not  ftir  yet  bv  any  means.' 
JiAn.  Was  this  her  Own  Voice  f 
Duke.Yt^fuft^    _ 
#>/^.  •T.ls  a  riit  par. 

*  .  *  • 

EnOtr  Bawd  {ab9ve.) 

Duke.  Tlk  Spng^ivfirA^  her  bec^Ma :  For  }ffcv»ikk% 
It  fpidci.  pf  UhCfgif  an<?T:itt^jfijg 

Pet.MJOok  ye  there.  Sir, 
Do  ye  know  that  JHipad  ?  \ 

I  find  Fear  h^.^e  ajl  thiiv 

7fii»,  She  I  fwcar. 
Am  now  do  IJwPw  bf  tjbe  kfoff^g  i^  ber^HiK)cL 

JP^.  Kgc  v«^  Sir, 

Petr.  No,  let  *em  take  tbeir  IWu^ 

Ztei^^.  When  it  is  higheft,  lAififtck. 

(i6}  Sbt*s  parcil drunk  :'\     In  tke  ftnie  manner  our  Aodion  ufe. 

»-^  /arcei  Bawd.  Skinner  fays  in  hn  Didliooary  of  oUblete  Words, 

that  Prr^#/  figniiiet  ^tfy ;  bot  he  trcaM  it  is  dlskiaiM  «^icii  tlic  com- 

Bion  word  Parcel  from  the  French,  Pareell,  a  Contradion  of  the 

,  iU#^^  ^arficeVa^  kklu^int  Parti(»ig^  HttW  flxuB  thence  ijt  ft^ld 

-  IKHiie  t^  %^fy  tfi^^fyt  W^y  he  difficuk  lo  giiefs.    Perhapi  through 

I  MC)&  ,t}^^mec]^aiio^as/»4r#^is  derav*d.     From  Goods  beisg  di* 

f idf4  KVi^9  Pflrcefs  a   JBarcMi  caine  tp  figoly  a  Bimdle  i  and  from 

l^ce  ^s*d  adjc^yely  or  adverbially  piay  fignify  'v/ib^  cerfeUemig 

\  Hr*fy»  <^^  ^^^^  ^^^^  ^  i^  hf  carry *4  H  AnadTe  )»f(ye  J^im 

I  We'll 


€i  fbe  Chandei, 

We'll  ftep  in,  ^nd  amaze  'cm  :  Peace,  more  Mufkk. 

7(?£ii.ThisMurick  murdeh  me :  What  Blppd  have  I  nowf 

Fred.  I  flioutd  know  that  Facje.  XEfOer  Fmu  and  Exit^ 

John.  By  this  Light  'tis  he^  Frederick^ 
That  bred  oar  firQ;  S^fpicions,  the  &me  Fdlow. 

Fred.  He  that  we  overtook ,  and  overheard  too, 
Difcourfing  of  Cbif/f Jif/itf. 

John.  Still  the  fame  i 
Now  he  flips  in. 

D/ii^/ What's  that  ?  ... 

Fred.  She  muft  be  here.  Sir : 
Thb  is  the  very  Fellow,  I  tdd  yoBr  dfraOei  \  ^  ^ 

EMter  FranciicOi 

1.  I   ,     ;  .  ' 

We  found  upon  the  way ;  and  what  his  Talk  wal 

Petr.  Why,  fure  I  know  this  Fellow  ;  yes,  'tis  he^ 
Francifcoj  jfntonio*%  Boy,  a  rare  Miifician, 
He  taught  my  Sifl:er  on  the  Lute,,  and  is  Qirer 
<She  loveS  his  Voice  fo  well)  about  her :  Certain, 
Without  all  doubt  flie  is  here :  Ft  mud  be  fo. 
,  John.  Here  ?  That's  no  Queftion:  What  Ihouki  OUT 

Hen  o'th*  game  elfe 
Do  here  without  her  ?  If  flic  be  npt  here 
(I  am  fo  confident)  let  your  Grac^.  believe 
We  two  are  arrant  Rafcals,  and  have  abus'd  ye. 

Fred.  I  fay  fo  too. .  ^ 

John.  Wli^  there's  the  Hood  again  now.      . 
(i  7)  The  Card  that  guides  us  %  J  know  the  Fabrick  of  ir. 
And  know  the  old  Tree  of  that  Saddle  yet,  'twas  madle  of 
A  hunting  Hood,  obfervte  it.         . 

Duke.  Who  fliall  enter  ? 

Petr.  ril  make  one. 

John.  I,  another. 

Duke.  But  fo  carry  it, 

(17)  ^hi  Quard  ibat  gmJes  «/:]  ttt  eiAcr  Scnfe  of  tKe  Word 
Omttrd  as  a  H^atck  or  Si^timl,  or  as  a  Frin^g^  or  Hem  of  a  GaVft 
mtntf  the  Word  is  intelligible  in  this  Places  bat  fare  \is  not  a  very 
natural  Expreflion,  and  I  have  therefore  ventured  to  difcard  it,  tQ 
make  room  for  what  I  think  a  very  happy  Conjedare  of  Mr.  Symp' 
Ml  Card,  i.  c.  th9  Chart  or  Mariners  Compafs.    ^  n 

That 
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That  all  her  Joys  flow  not  togptber, 

John.  If  wc  told  her. 
Your  Grace  would  none  of  her  f 
Duke.  By  no  mcans^^  Signior, 
Twould  turn  her  wild,  ftark  fnmtick. 

John:  6r  aflur'd  her 

Duke.   Nothing  of  that  ftern  Nature ;  This  ye  ouf, 
.  Sir, 
That  the  CgodicioDS  of  our  Fear  yet  ftaod 
On  nice  and  dangerous  Knittings :  Or  that  a  Iktle 
I  leem  to  doubt  the  Child. 

y^.  Would  I  coulddraw  her 
To  hate  your  Grace  with  thefe  things. 

Petr.  Come,,  let'3  enter. 
And  now  he  fees  roe  tiott  Til  fearch  her  Ibundly. 

[Exeunt  far.sud  John; 
Duke.  Now  Luck  of  all  fides.     .  [Mu/tck. 

Fred.  Doubt  it  not :  More  Mufick : 
Sure  (he  has  heard  ibme  COipfort. 
Duke.  Yes,  ftand  ftill.  Sir. 
Fred.  This  is  the  maddeft  Sqng. 
Duke.  Apply ed  for  certain 
To  fome  ftrange  Melancholy  {he  is  loaden  with. 
Fred.  Now  alt  the  Sport  b^ny»        hark  ? 
Duke.  They  arc  amongft  *em. 
The  Fears  now,  and  the  Shakings?      iTrofnplhs  dbwe. 

Fred.  Our  old  Lady 
(Hark  how  they  run)  is  evtn  now  at  this  Inftant    . 
•  Ready  to  lofe  her  Head- piece  by  Dm  Jobn^ 
Or  creeping  through  a  Cat-hole.     [Petr.  Md  John  mtbiu, 

Petr.  Bring  !em*down. 
And  you.  Sir,  follow  me, 

Duke.  He's  ang^  with  *tmj     • 
I  muft  not  fuffer  this^        ! 

John.  [wiibin.'X  Bowl  down  the  Bawd  iSitte^ 
OU  Erra  mater :  Yog,  Lady  Leachery, 
For  the  good-will  I  bear  tO  th*  GamCi  t 
Shall  be  led  out,  and  ialh'd. 


•  I  *  • « 


tnoft  tenderly 


EHtet 


I     - « 


6^'  lie  ahancH^  ^ 

£»/^  Petruchio,  JohD^PPior^  and  Mavf^s 

Duke.  Is  this  Conftantin  ?  . 

Why  Gentlemen  ?  What  do  jmi  luten  i  U  d^fflMf 
tFhore.  I  am  Conjlantia^  Sir. 
BiAet  A  Where  ye  aie^  Sir. 
Whore.  *Tis  very  true :  I  am  a  Whore  indeed, 
Petr.  She  wilt  not  lye^ynt,  IhMj^  ftt  Acal. 
X^^r^.  A  plain  Wiore^ 
If  you  pleafe  to'imploy  me.  ■     ■ 

Duke.  And  an  impudenti     i  : 

Whore.  Plain-dealing  now  h  ImpiidcMa 
One,  if  you  will.  Sir,  can  (hew  yeas  much  SpM 
In  one  half  Houfy  and  wicfa  as  imucti  VarieCf,      v       .     \ 
i^9  a/fat.  wifer  WooEuaxgn  in  half  a  Year : 
Fw  tJwre  my  way  lies. 
Duke.  1%  (he  not  dmlik  toK^ff 
Whore.  A  little  gilded  o'«r,  Sk* 
Old  Sack,  old  Sack,  Boys. 
Petr.  This  is  falianL 
John.  A  brave  bold  Quean. 
Duke.  Is  this  fbux  Certainty  ? 
Do  ye  know  the  Mm  ye  Strang  fimh  Gisntiemtn  f     '- 
Is  this  the  Woman  meant  f    IH^  Vkh 
JMe^  TImK  ^r  Lai^My  ? 
y^ib/y.  I  know  not  what  to  iay. 
Duke.  Am  I  a  ftrlbn 
To  be  your  Sport,  Gmtlemea  ? 

^M«^  Idohdiefenowxacrttin 
I  am  a  Knave;  bat  how,  or  when  \ 

Duke.  What  are  you? 
Petr.  Bawd  to^this  Pieqe  of  Pyc^Mcit; 
Bawd.  A  poor  Gentlewomaq 
That  lies  iaToIrn^  about  IjHir  Buftniifi^ 
And't  like  your  ^A^r&ips. 
P0r.  Yw; Aall  bave  La«r,  believ«  k. 
Bawd.  PI  I  fhfw  your  Maftcrftip  my  CMc 
P^/r.  By  no  means, 
Pd  rather  fee  a  Cuftard. 

Bawd. 
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Bawd.  My  dead  Husband 
Left  it  even  thus.  Sir.     .  . 

John.  Blefs  mine  Eyes  JTrom  BJaftihg, 
I  was  never  lb  frighted  with  a  cafe. 

Bawd.  And  lb,  Sir    ^ 

Petr.  Enough,  put  up  good  Velvet  Head. 

Duke.  What  are  you  two  now,     . 
By  your  owh  free  Confefllons  f 

Fred.  What  you  Ihall  think  us,  -  .  . 

Though  to  myfelf  i  am  certain,  and  my  Life 
Shall  make  that  good  and  perfed,  or. fall  with  it. 

John.  Vfc  are  fure  of  nothing,  Frederick^  that's  the 
Truth  on*t : 
I  do  not  think  my  Name's  Doh  yobrty  nor  dare  not 
Believe  any  thing  that  concerns  me,  but  my  Debts, 
Northofein  way  of  Payment:  Things  are  fo  carried. 
What  to  entreat  your  Grace,  or  how  to  tell  yc  . 
Wc  arc,  or  we  are  not,  is  paft  my  Cunning, 
But  I  would  fain  imagine  we  are  honed, 
And  o*  my  Confcicncc,  I  would  fight  in*t  ■  \ 

Duke.  Thus  then, 
Fok*  we  may  be  all  abus'd. 

Pett.  'Tis  poffible. 
For  how  (hould  this  concern  them  ?  ^ 

Dnitr  Here  let's  part ——  • 

Until  to  Morrow  this  time:  We  to  our  Way, 
To  make  this  Doubc  bur,  and  you  to  your  W  ay  j 
Pawning  our  Honours  then  t6  meet  again. 
When  if  ftie  be  not  found  ' 

Fred.  We  (land  engaged 
To  anfwer,  any  worthy  way  weVe  caird  to. 

2)4^.  W  e  ask  no  more. 

Wbore.  Y*have  done  With  us  then  ? 

Petr.  No,  Dame. 

Duke.  But  is  her  Name  Conjiantia  f 

Petr.  Yes,  a  Moveable 
Belonging  to  a  Friend  of  mine:  Come  out,  Fidl^r, 
What  fay  you  to  this  Lady  ^  Be  not  fearful. 

Fran.  Saving  the  Reverence, of  my  Mafter*s  Pleafure, 
I  (ay  (he  is  a  Whore,  and  that  (he*as  robb'd  him^ 

Vol.  V.  E  Hoping 


*  I 
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Hoping  his  Hurts  would  kill  him. 

Whore.  Who  provok'4  me  ? 
Nay,  Sirrah,  fqutelk,  J'll  jTee  your  tfrejblc  Strings 
Ty*d  up  too :  if  I  hang,  ill  fpoil  ypur  Jf'iping, 
Your  fwcet  Face  fhall  HOt,  fave  yc.     / 

Petr,  Thoii  dan[in''d  Iinpudcnce,'' ,"' 
And  thou  dry*d  Devil  ;^  wjicrc's  the  CTiSQcr  ? 

Pet.  He's  here.  Sir.  ' 

Enfer  Officer;  ii^^r 'A  .  !* 

Pe^r.  Lodge  thefe  fafe,  till  I  fend  fot^tn  ;  ' 

Let  none  come  to  *em,  nor  no  Noife  be  heard 
Of  where  they  arc,  or.  why;  Away..     .    •  ■  ; 
.    7(?i&«..By  this  Hand, 
A  handfbme.  Whore.  Now  will  I  be  arretted. 
And  brought  home  to  this  Officer's :  A  ftout  Whore,  ', 
I  Jove  fuch  ftirring  Ware :  Pox  o*  this  Bafmefs, 
A  Man  muft  hunt  out  Morfels  for  Another, 
And  ftarvehimfelf :  A quick-eyM  Whore, that'Siyild-firfr, 
And  makes  the  Blood  dance   through  the  Vein;  like 

Billows. 
I  will  reprieve  this  Whore. 

Duke.   Well,  good  Luck  with  ye. 

Fred.  As  much  attend  your  Grace. 

Pejr.  I'd  morrow  certain  — - 

John.  If  we  out-live  this  Night,  Sir.  '        :'. 

Fred.  Come,  Don  John j  [/ 

WeVe  fomething  now  to  do.  ; 

John.  Vm  fure  I  would  have. 

Fred.  If  (he  ben*t  found,  we  mud  fight 

John.  Pm  glad  on*t,  ^ 

I  have  not  fought  a  great  while.  * 

Fred.  If  we  die 

John.  There's  fo  much  Mony  lav'd  in  Lctchcry. 

[E^aunt, 

t 
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Enter  Duke,  Pctruchio,  W^  i  a;?4  Vcccliio  a^c^^V. 


II I  •»<••• 
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Z)*)t^.  YT  '^Q"^^  be  hereabouts. 

J^     Ptf/r.  Your  Grace  is  ri^lit. 
This  ik  the  Houfe^  I  knbw  It, ,  , 

Fee.  Grac5?   ,     D«*^.  *Tis  further 
By  the  Defer jjitipn  we  retelv^d: 

Petr^.  <S6od  liiy  Lord  the  Pake, 
Belie vp  md,  for.  I  know  it  certainly^ 
This  is  the^.very  Hou(e.  '  \  J  . 

Vec.  My  Lord  the  Duk6?     ;  ^  '      V   ,  ^ 

Pelr.  Believe  it^be's  a  xnojl  fu^iait  ScTioUr^'''^  ::.;*^ 
Aod  can  do  rareTricks  this^i^'^  f$r  1  ?^^^            \\ 
Or  raifing  an  Appearance,  midtt  OTriftendoK),  f "  "^ 
Has  not  a  better ;  JVe  heard  ftrarjjge  Wonder^  of  t?im.  ,. 
Duke.  But  tf^^he  nicw  us  ^er^  Irtie  i5>     ''".-  '  " ' 
Pe/r.  Mofrreftain.         .     '     •  ;  •  '^ ^ 

And  for  what.caufe  too  fhe  departed.    . 

Duke.  Knbtk  then.  .     ' 

For  I  am  gfcaf  *rith  Expeftatibh, 
Till  this  Man  fatisfie  me :  I  fear  th^  Staniardsj 
Yet  tfiey  appear  brave  Fellows :  Can  ne  tell  us  ? 

Petr.'  With  a  wet  Finger,  whether  rhey  be  falfe. 

i)wl:^.  Away  then.     '  P^/r.' Who's  wkhin  here  ? 

Enter  Vecchio. 

•     4 

Vec.  Your  Grace  may  enter/ 
Duke.  How  can  ye  know  nic? 
iV/K  He  knows  all. 
^Vec.  And  you,  Sir. 


i'  <    i  f 


I  Exeunt 
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Enfer  Don  John  and  Frcdcrrck. 

yobn.  What  do  you  call  his  Name? 
fred.  Why,  Pefer  Vtcdno. 

.    E  a 


Jcbn. 
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John.  They  fay  he  can  raife  Devils,  can  he  nwke  •cm 
TcllTlruih  tooi  whan  bcr'asraisM-'im?  ifor'belicye  it, 
Thefe  Devils  are  the  lying'ft  Rafpals, 

fr^i.  He  can  compcl/em.    , 

yobn.  With  what  ?  Can  he 
Tyc  Squibs  i*their  Tails,  and  fire  the  Truth  out  ? 
Or  make  *em  eat  a^bawling  Puritan, 
Whofe  fanftified  Zeal  Ihall  rumble  like  an  Earthquake  ? 

/r(fi.  With  Spells,.  M4n. 

Jobn^  I  with  Spoons  as'foon,  deft  think 
The  Devil  fuch  an  Afs  as  the  People  .make  himi 
Such  a  poor  Coxcomb;?  fuch  a  penny:  Foot-poft ! 
CompelPd  with  Cr6rs  and^  Pile  to  run  of  Errands? 
With  JJleroib^  and  Bebemotbr  and  Belfugor  ? 
Why  (hould.  be  (hake^c,S9unc^5,  that  Hves  in  a  Smith's 
Or,  if  he  do — —     ,-.r    ^  .  [Forge? 

Fred.  Wi t hput  all  HouBt  He  does^  Jihft. 

John.  Why'flioiiid  hot  Bilbo  raife  hlai,  or  (i8)a  Pair 
,    ofBulIyons, 
They  go  as  big  as  any  ?  or  an  unfliod  Car, 
When  he  goes,  tumble,  tumble  o'er  the  Stones, 
Like  jinacreoffs  drunken  Verfcs, 
Thefe  make  as  fell  a  Ndife ;  methinks  the  Cholick 
Well  handled,  and  fed  w jth. Small-Beer—^— 

Fred.  'Tis  the  Virtue—^- 

John^  The  Virtue  ?  nay,  an  Goodnefs  fetch  him  tip  once, 
H*as  loft  a  Friend  of  me ;  the  wife  old  Gentleman 
Kiy>ws  when,  and  how  ;  Til  lay  this  Hand  to  two  Pence^ 
Let  all  the  Conjurers  in  Chriftendom, 
With  all  their  Spells,  and  Virtues,  call  upon  him. 
And  I  but  think  upon  a  Wench,  and  follow  it. 
He  fhall  be  fooner  mine  than  theirs ;  where's  Virtue  ? 
Fred,  (19)  Thou  art  the  moft  fufficient,(Tll  fey  tbrchec) 

,Not 

( 1 8)  -^ —  A  Pair  •fBullyonSy]  Neither  Mr.  Sympfon  or  I  can  fkx^ 
by  any  DifVionary  what  diefeare.     It  (hould  ^m  moft  probable  that 

they  are  Inilrumenti  usM  in  coining  Money,  and  us*d  here  chieHy 
from  the  Sound  of  the  Word,  s^s  Bi(bo  is  a  gr^d  afFvfted  Word  for 

a  Sword 

(19)  I'hou  art  ibemofifujg^ient^'^  Mr.Symp/M  tliinks  that  we 
(Wuld  read  aJideHthtii:  i  but  as  that  would  bxcakthtMeafuie;  foit 

,  '  would. 
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Not  to  believe  a  Thing 

John.  O  Sir,  flow  Credit - 
Is  the  beft  Child  of  Knowledge ';^  11  go  with'ye; 
And  if  he  can  do  any  thing,  ViV  think .     >      - 
As  you  would  have  me. 

Fred.  Lctfienqao-e  along,"  ^ 
For  certain  wc  are  not  far  off.  ^ 

John.  NoripiJch  n^er. 


:f 
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r<rr.  You  loft  her  Yefter-night.  •  vc  1  •  ^n  A  .-.\^^ 
/'^/r.  How  think  you,- Sir^:  ^-  -  ,./.  ^ni.  .--H 
Duke.  Is  your  H^mtVeccbio ?^  .  ..  m  i.  j  :,,  '  j 

Vec.  Yes,  Sir.     ^  JD^^^:..  An^  y (CJW  can ;flic.w i|«»  ^,.j    ? 

Tbefe  things  ypupromife.  *  -      -     -       1  ^;    .1  .  '  ,»: :. '" 
Tifr.  Your  .Grace'  ^  WprcJ  fc^opnd  :;o.  m^. 

No  Hand  of  Law  fliall  Inze.-mc..  .  .  /  ^^  .v;  •.  d 

Duke.  As  I  live.  Sir  • 


T^7< 


P^/r.  And,  as  I  live,..thatcan  do.fomcthingtoipf|  S^r^ 

Vec.  I  takeyqwJ^rpaiijcsi  S^  v. 

Till  I  prepare  f^me  Cercmoni^,  and  IMl  fatbfic  ye. 
The  Lady's  Name's  C(?;;j?^fl<i^  L    Par.Yt^r     \  ^^    ' 

Vec.  I  come  ftraight.  .  ,       LfxiV^^Cchio. 

Duke.  Sure  he's  a  learned  Maa. 

'Petr.  The  moft  now  living ;.       .  [ftances. 

Did  your  Grace  mark  v^hen  we  told  all,  thefc  Circuni- 
How  ever  and  anon  he  bolted  from  us 
To  ufe  his  Study's  Help  ? 

Duke.  Now  I  think  rather 
To  ulk  with  ibme  Familiar. 

would,  1  think,  weakea  the  Senfe  ;  for  fuffidtttt  is  usM  in  tht  fame 
Senfe  as  felf-fifficient^  one  that  fets  up  his  otvn  Reafon  againll  the 
coDtimon  Opinion  of  Mankind.  T|ie  ridiculous  Abfurdiiy  of  be- 
lieving in  Conjurefs  and  V^itches  is  finely  exposed  both  here  and  in 
The  BloeJy  Brother ;  yet  it  is  but  a  few  Years  fince  our  whole  LegiAa- 
cure  have  freed  themfelves  from  the  Imputation  of  this  abfurd  Belief, 
and  it  is  to  this  Day  &x  from  being  worn  out  of  the  Minds  of  the 
Vulgar. 

E  3  Petr. 


'/O 


7hi  Pkfpces, 


k«    ^ 


"1 


P^/r.  Not  unlikely,       ^^ 

For  fure  he  has  'em  fubjeft. 

Duke.  HoWoDuhitefclfc 
Tell  when  (he  went,  :and  who  went  witk  herri :  :- 

Petr.  True,  ':.;i  b'LC  .   l 

Duke.  Or  hit  upon  mine  Honoiir  ^iDr.Kl&its:xde  A 
The  Lady  Jov'd  me  dearly.?,   o  -         .    -n  ^y/j  ..,    ; 

'  '-    Enfer  Vecchio,  in  iis Habiti'menlsy '^ '   '• 

Petr.  'Twas  fp*.  ;  ;       ♦. 

^^^.  Now, 
I  do  befeeclDjrtMt  Gwop,  .fitidown,  ^nd  jlQi^.SJt ; 
Nay,  pray  fit  clofe  like  Brothers. 

Petr.  A  rare  Fellow."-  ;  '  "  '  •-'  ■    ' 

Fee.  And  what  yc  fee,  ftH- ttotat,  htif^^tffevl/y'oi'd. 
Until  I  ask  ye;  for  what  fhall  ap^c*' '" 
Is  bu(  ^rmc^'A^^f^mi  khd^  tj)in  Air, 
Not  to  be  held,  nor  fpoken  to.*  ^Kfidcking  'vbitbin^ 

K  f  Jofth V  Frederick,  )md  j  S^r^nt  within.  ^ 

D«fe.  WearecounfclPd-^— — — 


,♦.»      f- 


tit       %      1 1 


Fee.  What  Noife  is  that  without  there? 


if      ■»  I- 


Serv. 


witbift. 


John.'  {within. 


We'^miiff 'lj)eak  wftTi^  Mm; '• 
He's'biafici  Gentlemen; . 
That's  all  onr.  Friend'  *' 

We  muft  and  wll  fpeik  with  him.  - 

£hike:^ei  *em  in,  Sir,  •     : 

We  know  their  Tongues  ^tid'Bufinefi,  ^tts  our  bwir, 
And  in  this  very  Caufe  that  we  now  come  for,  *  - 
They  alfo  come  to  be  infthjffed.  ^      -       '        « 

Fee,  Let 'em  in  then  :      •  * 

Sit  down,  I  know  your  Meaning. 

£/?/^r  Frederick,  John,  tfW^^^TOJf  A 

Fred.  The  Duke  before  us  ? 
Now  we  (hall  fure  know  fomcthing. 

i^^f.  Not  a  Qjjeftion, 
Put  make, your  Eyes  yoiir  Tongues— — ^ 

Joba.  -  This's  a  ftrangc  Jugler, 
Neither  indent  before-hand  for  his  Payment, 
Kot  know  the  Breadth  o'th*  Bufinefs  j  fure  his  Devil 

Con^s 


1 

T 
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Cocnes  out  of  Lapland^  where  the^  fell  Men  Wind? 

For  dead  Drink  and  old  Doublet*.       '  -    -   '    *- 

Fred.,  Pcacc^  he  conjures.  ;     .  -  -  • 

John.  Let  him,  he  Cannot  ralfcmy  Devil 
Fred.  Pxithec,  Peace. 


.  m         >  >  • 


'     >  \         * 


Vcc,  Appear y  appear^ 

And  youf^lfVinds  fo  cleof^^ .  ^ 
^bat  dance  upon  the  Leaves^  and  make  tbemjing  ^ 
Gentle  Ldru^-jiays  to  the  Spring,         •      -  :.  n^ ,'~  < 
Gilding  all  the  Fales  bel^w  r       ..t 

0^tb  your  Ferdure^  as  ye  blow,  r.l  ^^  .  • 

?: :    -Stfi/iiihj/i^  PorMs  frfim  uffder  Ground^       i      \ 
fTttba/oft  andbappy  Sound.  [Softt^ufipk^' 

Jobn^Tlixs  is  an  honeft  Conjurer/ arid  a  petty  Pbet*^ 
I  like  Ms  Words  well,  thcre*^  nb  Bpmbaft  in  •ern;     .   \^ 
But  do  yoti  thjnk  hdtv  he  caa  ctddgief  up  thd  Devil     '     ' 
With  this  (hort  StaJF  of  Verfes  ? 

Fred!  Peace,  the  Spirits — H— -  " 

\Two' Shapes  of  fFomen  pajftng^bji. 

John.  Nayi  and' they  be  no  worfc  >-^        i>< 

^rr.  Do  you  know  thefe  Faces  ?  .  * 

Duke.  No.   ' 


1 '     *■  - 


Vec.  Sit  ftill  upon  your  Lives  fhcff,  and  dafk  Wjiiii 
follows;  '  . 

Away,  away. 

7i3i&«.  Thefe  Dfvils  do  not  paint:  fure  ?  . 

Have  they  no  fwetter  Shapes  in  Hell  > 

Fred.  Hark  now,  Jt?*//.  *'  '  [Coliftantiaj^/i^i^/ 

John.  Ay,  marry,  thismove^  fohidthing  like,  this  DeVil 
Carries  fome  Metal  in  her  G?te, 

Fee.  I  find  ye. 
You'd  fee  her  Face  unvail'd  ?  • 

Duke.  Yes. 

Vec.  Be  uncovered. 

Duke.  OHeav'n! 

V'ec.  Peace.. 
^  Petr.  See  how  (hft  blufhes, 

yobrt.  Frederick, 
This  Devil  for  my  Mony ;  this  is  (he,  Boy, 

E4  .    Why 
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Why  doft  thou  fliakc  ?  I  burn. 

Fee.  Sit  ftill,  and  filcnt. 

Duke.  She  looks  back  at  fne,  now  Ihq  fmiles,  Sir. 

Fee.  Silence. 

Duke.  I  muft  rife,  or  I  burft.  [Ei/cil  Conftantia, 

Fee.  Yc  fee  what  follows—— 

Duke.  O  gentle  Sir,  this  Shape  again.    ' 

Fee.  I  cannot. 
^Tis  all  diffolv'd  again  5  this  was  the  Figure  ? 

Duke.  The  very  fame.  Sir. 
No  Hope  once  more  to  fee  it  ? 

F'ee.  You  might  have  kept  it  longer,  had  yc  fpar*d  it^ 
Now  -tis  impoffible. 

Duke.  No  means  to  find  it? 

Fee.  Yes,  that  there  is,  fit  ftill  a  while,  there's  Wine 
To  thav  the  Wonder  fi-om  your  Hearts  j  drink  well,  Sir*. 

[ExitYccchio;^ 

John.  This  Conjurer  is  a  right  good  Fellow  too, 
A  Lad  of  Metdcj  two  fuch  Devils  more 
Would  makp  me  a  Conjurer  ;  what  Wine  is  it  ? 

Fred.  (20)  Hock. 

Jobn.Tht  Devirs  in  it  then;  look  how  it  dances. 
Well,  if  I  be  — 

Petr.  We  are  «li  before  ye. 
That's  your  beft  Comfort,  Sir. 

John.  By  the  Mafi  brave  Wine  ; 
Nay,  and  the  Devils  live  in  this  H[ell,  I  dare  venture 
Within  thefe  two  Months  yet  to  be  delivered 
Of  a  large  Legion  of  *cm. 

Enter  Vccchio. 

Di^^^.  Here  he  comes  ^ 

Silenceof  all  fides.  Gentlemen^ 

( 20)  Hillock.  ]  The  difficulty  of  pronouncing  Gir^an  Names  oftei| 
inakes  great  Confufion  in  the  fpelling.  Bacbaracb  tmd  Hochfi  twp 
neighbouring  Towns,  one  upon  the^^i^urr,  and  the  other  a  little 
higher  upon  the  M*in,  give  Names  to  the  two  Wines  BachraeA  and 
fi^ck ;  the  former  ofcenelt  occurs  in  our  Authors  and  the  Writers  of 
their  Age,  tho*  now  all  the  Wines  that  comt  from  the  Neighbourhood 
•f  H<kJ^  receive  their  Name  from  thence. 

Fee 
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Fee.  Good  your  Grace, 
Obferve  a  ftriAer  Temper,  and  you  too^  Gallants, 
You'll  be  deluded  all  elie.     This  merry  Devil 
That  next  appears,  for  fuch  a  one  youTl  6nd  it. 
Mud  be  call'd  up  by  a  ft  range  Incantation, 
A  Song,  and  I  muft  fing  it :  'pray  bear  with  me. 
And  pardon  my  hide  Pipe  \  for  yet,  e*cr  parting 
Twenty  to  one  I  plcafe  ye. 

JDuke.  Wearcarm*d,  Sir. 

Peir.  Nor  (hall  you  fee  us  more  tranlgref^, 

Fred.  What  think'ft  thou 
Now,  John? 

John.  Why,  now  do  I  think,  Frederick^ 
(And  if  I  think  ami($  Heav*n  pardon  me) 
This  honeft  Conjurer,  with  fome  four  or  five 
Of  his  good  Fellow- Devils,  and  myfclfi 
Shall  be  yet  ^ruok  e'er  MkLpight. 

S    O    N    G.  * 

GOme  Mway^  ilnm  Ladf  gay^ 
Hoiji  i  bowJheftumUis  f 
'     HifrkhmJBemumUes. 

Dame  Gillian.    Anfwer.  Icom^  feme. 
By  old  Clant  I  enlarge  ibee^ 
By  Canary  thus  I  charge  ibee^ 
(11)  By  Briuin-Meiheglinj  and  Peeterf 
Appear^  and^itnfwer  me  in  Meeter. 

JFtyfvbenf 

fFby  Gill  f 

fFhy  when  ? 

Anfwer.  TouHl  tarry  till  I  am  ready. 

(t\)  ty  Britain-Aff/i^/^/f*,  and  PeeterJ  Fetter  it  the  Name  of 
a  Liqoor  that  neither  Mr.  Sjmpfiu  or  I  can  find  in  any  Dictionary. 
Jr  may,  perhaps,  be  a  Wine  from  fome  Part  of  the  Pope*t  Dominions, 
pr  Peter's  Patrimony ;  bat  this  is  a  meer  Conjedure.  Another  has 
fince  occarr^d  that  feems  more,  probable.  We  find  the  Rbenijb  Winei 
Mackrack  and  Heek  to  be  in  much  repute  in  oar  Authors  Age :  Now 
Hocbft  ftands  near  the  Confluence  of  the  River  fFeter  with  the  Main^ 
jDighc  not  Weeter  therefore  be  the  trae  Reading  ? 

Qnc^ 
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Once  again  I  conjure  tbee^ 

(22)  By  the  Pofe  in  thy  Nofe^  ^  *    * 

Aid  the  dout'iffffTy  Toes  \ 

By  thine  old  d^yed  Skin^  ' 

And  the  Mufhfny  wiibin  ; 

By  thy  liftle.  Tittle  Ruff^ ' 

And  thy  Hoodlbat^s  made  of  Stufi 

By  thy  Bettk  at  thy  Breech j 

And  thine  old  [alt  Itch  5  / 

By  the  Stakes^  and  the  Stones^ 

That  have  worn  out  thy  Bones ^ 


'ji  . -^ 


>' 


I      t  II  ' : 


Appiar^ 

Appear. 

Appear^ 

Anfwcr.    Oh  1  am  heu. 


t         i      I     .  -  t  r  .  I  ■  '  ■  .  •  .  J  ,     ,  , 


Tred.  Peace,  he  conjures.  \     ;'  -'^    ^      [noW^ 

'John.  Why,  this  is  the  Song,  Frf^(frfi*H  W6ttjr  powid 

To  fee  but  our  Don^GiUian. 

•  '  '  -•     , 

Enter  Landlady  and  the  Child, 

Fred.  Peace,  it  appea^i  ) 

John.  I  cannot  peace;  Devils  in  Ffcnc^H^ods^  Jr^- 
..    .- /,  derick\?     )^\^y 
Satan's  old  Syringes  ?  .2)^*r,  What'ffjlii^?^ 
Fee.  VtdiCt.    7e?/?«.  ,§h^.  Boy. 
Fred.  W haf ;dpft  t l|^u  ipean ?  \     ■' 

John.  She,  Boy,  I  fty.    Fred.  Ha?   ^ .      . 


*i 


f   (2f^  J?;^  /i^  Pofe ]    The  Po/e  it  an  old  J?»^/(/&  Word  afcd  by 

Chaucer  for  a  Catarrh  or  Defluxion  of  Rheum.  Mr.  Sympfon  ^ys 
that  HoIling/heditWi  us,  that  the  P^/^  is  a  Diftexnper  which  was  rarely, 
if 'el^^  ^knoWii -aitfMkjj*  the- fa^/i^tiU.  Chimneys  were  introducM, 
which  was  not  long  before  his  Time ;  that  before  then  Fires  were  made 
againk  Rere-Dofftsp  aad  the  Smoke  ffot  out  how  it  could;  This  may 
be  true :  Rich  People  burnt  chiefly.  Coke  or  Charcoal  in  the  middle  of 
^heir  Halls,  as  many  of  the  Colle^res  of  CambrUge  anj  Oxfcrd  do 
fliti  *%  but  why  eiti^ef  thisor  fmoky  Houfes  fhould  fo  entirely  preren^ 
Colds  and  Rheums  in  the  Head  feems  fomewhat  ilrangp.  HolUngJhgJ^ 
perhaps,  meant  no  more  than  that  Catarrhs  were  much  more  rife  than 
formerly.  I  verily  believe  Chimneys  to  be  pernicious  to  Health  in 
general^  and  could  wi(h  to  fee  Stoves  as  cullomary  here  as  they  arp 
both  in  warmer  and  colder  Climates  abroad. 

John, 


\ 


»    I  I      '  4  > 


y 


r 


\  IhChamti:  j^ 

John.  She,  Boy^^rr^c:  .\   '  i.^r  *     i  • 

The  very  ChHdfWi  Fr^trkk.  ;      ,  /^ 

f>vd,Sbc  laughs  on  us 
Aloud,  Johnj  has  the  Devil  tTicfc  Affeaious  ? 
I   I  do  believe 'tis  fhci  indeed.  ^ 
*       r^r.  Stand  dill.  '  .         :       / 

John.  I  will  not;     , 
(22)  ff^bo  calls  Jcvonkoo  from  his  ftaietJ  Bed? 
;  Sweet  Lady,  was  it  you  ?  if  thou  beeftthe  De?H, 
Firft,  having  cro(li»yfidf^  to  keep  out  wfldfire^ 
Then  faid  fome  fpecial  Prayers  to  defend  me     > 
Againft  thy  mQftuohallpired  Ho<k],  havt  bt  thee.     -     ' 

JLand.  Hold,  Sir,  I  Hm  no  Devil. 

John.  That's  all  one. 

Lafid.  lam  your  very  Landlad]^^  ^  ' >^ 

y^ifc/i.  I  defie  thee  5  r-    ... 

Thus  as  St.  fl«r/?tf»  blew,  the  DevJl^s^  Nofe  with 
A  pair  of  Tongs,  orcn  fo.  Right  Worftiipful- 

Land.  Sweet  Son,  I  am  old  GiUiau. 

Duie.  This  .is  no  Spirit. 

John.  Art  thou  old  GUHom^  Fkih  and  Bone? 

Laftd.  lam.  Son.     J  :  -  '  H 

Fee.  Sit  dill.  Sir,  now  Vti  Ihewyrti  aiH.     t£;«r  Vce. 

John.  Where's  thy  Bottle  ?  !  : 

Land.  (fere,.  I  bdeecb  ye,  Se»i^^^x.-u 

John.  For  I  knowthejDevil      '  ^   ;•> 
Cannot  aflume cbot Sharps  :  :^        i 

Fred.  'Tis  (he,  7^iw,  cJertai n>-i-— ^-^  "        '        {you 

7i»by.  A  Ho^'s  pox  d*  your  'mouldy  Cha^,  what  makc^ 
Tumbfing  andju^lingh^ref  '         '    '  [^ 

Land:  i  am  quit  now.  Seignior,      '  \ 
For  all  the  pranks  you  {>lay'd,'  and  raiNhgs  at  me. 
For  to  tell  true,  out  of  a  Trick  I  pijt 
Upon  your  high  Behaviours,^  «i^hich  Wfts  a  Lye, 
But  then  it  ferv'd  my  turn,  I  drew  tWJLady 

(23)  Who  calls  JcTGfninKh^ — ; — ]  Thif  Ptay.^  whicli  hid  a  grctt 
KoQ  in  Queen  Elizah»th\  Rciga^  is  the  Bucc  which  Sbakt/pear^ 
J§bnfon^  and  our  Axidiors,  are  continually  (hooting  their  Wic  at. 
For  tiie  failed  Account  of  k,  fee  JobnfQn\  E*verj  Man  in  bh  Hu" 
matr,  Adt  I.  Sc«lfi  V.      . 

Unw 


'  / 
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Unto  my  Kinfman's  here,  only  to  torture 

Your  Don- (hips  for  a  Day  or  two  \  and  fecurc  hct 

Out  of  all  thoughts  of  Danger ;  here  (he  comes  noy.  i 

£»/^r  Vccchio,  <!i«i  Conftantia. 

Duke.  May  I  yet  fpcak  ? 

Vec.  Yes,  and  embrace  her  too. 
For  one  that  loves  you  dearer^  .    , 

Jiuke.  O  my  fwccteft.  ? 

Petr.  Qlu(h  not,  I  will  not  chide  yc/ 

Con.  To  add  more  .     ^  :  .. 

Unto  the  Joy  I  knoW,  I  bring  ye,  fee,  Sir^ 
The  happy  Fruit  of  all  our  Vows !  J 

Huke.  Heav'n*s  BlcJfing 
Be  round  about  thee  em. 

John.  Pray  blcfs  me  too. 
For  if  your  Grace  be  well  inftru6ted  this  way, 
You'll  find  the  keeping  half  the  getting. 

Jiuke.  How,  Sir? 

John.  I'll  tell  you  that  anon. 

Con.  'Tis  true,  this.  Gentleman 
Has  done  a  Charity  worthy  your  Favour, 
And  let  him  haye  it,  dear  Sir. 

Buke.  My  bcft  Lady 
He  has,  and  ever  fliall  have :  So  muft  you,.  Sir, 
To  whom  I'm  equal  bound  as  to  my  Being. 

Fred.  Your  Grace's  humble  Servant—^ 

Duke.  Why  kneel  you.  Sir  ? 

Vec.  For  pardon  for  my  boldnefs  ;   yet  'twas  harmlel 
And  all  the  Ar|  I  have.  Sir  ;  thofe  your  Grace  faw. 
Which  you  thought  Spirits,  were  my  Neighbours  Childre 
Whom  I  inftrudt  in  Grammar  herc^  and  Muikk  r 
Their  Shapes  (the  Peoples  fond  Opinions,  .    ~     . 

Believing  I  can  conjure,  and  oft  repairmg 
To  know  of  Things  (toln  from  'em)  I  keep  about  me. 
And  always  have  in  readinefs.     By  conje£lure 
Out  of  their  own.  Confeflions,  I  oft  tell  'em 
Things  that  by  chance  have  falPn  out  (b  \  which  way 
(Having  the  Perfons  here,  1  knew  ypy  (ought  for) 
1  wrought  upon  your  Grace  \  my  end  is  ^irtb, 

^  A; 


The  Chanced  7  7 

And  pleafingy  if  I  can,  all  Parties. 

Duke.  I  believe  it. 
For  you  have  pleas'd  me  truly :  So  well  pkas'd  me. 
That  when  I  Inall  forget  it— — 

Pelr.  Here's  old  jlntoniOj 
I  fpy'd  him  at  a  Window,  coming  'mainly 
I  know  about  his  Whore ;  the  Man  yoa  light  on. 
As  you  difcover'd  to  me ;  good  your  Gracei, 
Let's  (land  by  all,  'twill.be  a  Mirth  above  all, 
*T*  obferve  his  pelting  Fury.. 

Fee.  About  a  Wench,  Sir  ?  ; 

Petr.  A  young  Whore  that  has  rob^d  him. 
Vec.  But  do  you  know,  Sir, 
Where  ihe  is  ?  "* 

Petr^  Yes,  and  will  make  that  perfbdl:.  i         «n 
^  Vec.  I  antinftru&ed  well  then.  . 

John.  If  he  come 
To  have  a  Devil  (hew'd  him,  by  ail  mouis 
Let  me  be  he,  I  can  roar  rarely. 

Petr.  Be  fo. 
But  take  heed  to  his  Anger. 

Vec.  Slip  in  quickly^ 
There  you  ihall  find  Suits  of  all  ibrts  :  When  I  call 
fie  ready,  and  come  forward.       [^Exeuni  ail  but  Veccfai^.. 
Who's  there  comes  mi 

Enter  Antonio.* 

Ant.  Are  you  the  Conjurer  ? 

Vec.  Sir,  I  can  do  a  liule 
That  way,  if  you  pleafe  to  employ  m* 

Ant.  Prefently,  mew  me  a  Devil  that  can  tell— -— 

Vec.  Where  your  Wench  is. 

Ant.  You  arc  i'th*  right ;  as  alfo  whtre  the  Fidler 
That  was  confenting  to  her. 

Vec.  Sit  ye  there.  Sir, 
Ye  fliall  know  prefently  :  Can  ye  pray  heartily  ? 

Ant.  Why  is  your  iJcvil  fo  fqhous  ? 

Vec.  I  muft  (hew  ye  - 

A  Form  may  chance  affright  ye. 

...  Anti 


{ 
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Ant.  He  muft  fart  Fire  thta : 

Take  you  no  care  for  me. 

Vec^  KksxA^/AJhrrotb^ 

Enter  Don  John  like  a  Spirit •     '^         \% 

Why,  when,  appear  I  fay-*— Now  queftion  him*    f 

Ant.  Where  is  my  Whore,  Don  Devil? 

John.  Gone  to  <2W»ii, 
To  be  the  great  G&nw's  Miftrefi. 

Ant.  That's  a  lye,  Devil. 
Where  are  my  Jewels  ? 

Jobn.  Pawn -d  for  Petticoats. 

Ant.  That  may  be:  Where's  the  Fidle? 

John.  Condemned  to  th' Gallows 
For  robbing  of  a  Mill. 

Ant.  The  lying'ft  Devil  • 

That  e'er  I  dealt  withal,  and  the  unliktlicft !  t  - 
What  was  thar  fiafcal  hurt  me  ? 

John.  I. 

Ant.  How? 

John.  I. 

Ant.  Who  was  he? 

John.  I.         /  ;^      - 

Ant.  Do  you  hcar^  Conjurer? 
Dare  you  venture  your  Devil  ? 

Fee.  Yes.  • 

Ant.  Then  Til  venture  my  Dagger } 
Have  at  your  Devil's  Pate ;  do  yoU  mfc#  ? 

•  .      '     *     ' 

ii_       Enter  All,  ['    , 

Vtc.  Hold;      -   - 

Petr.  Hold  there, 
I  do  command  you*hold. 

Ant.  Is  this  the  Devil?   ^         /  -    • 
Why,  Conjurer-  ,   -    ,  :  ./ 

Petr.  He  has  been  ^  Devil  to  you,  •  Stf ; 
But  now  you  (hall  Ibrget  all ;  yoiir  WHpre*!i  fife. 
And  all  your  Jewels,  your  Boy  too." 

John.  Now  the  Devil  indeed  : 

I^y  his  ten  ^laws  upon  thee,  for  my  Pate 


Finds 
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Finds  vhat  it  i$  to  be  a  Fiend. 

jrf»/.  All  fafe  ? 

Peir.  'Pray  yc  know  this  Peribn  ;  all's  right  now. 

■ytti.  Your  Grace  ..... - 

May  now  command  me  then :  But  wbere's  my  Whore? 

Petr.  Ready  to  go  to  whipping. 

^Mt;  My  Whone  whipt  ?  :  '       '  i 

Pftr,  Yes,  .your^  Whore  Without  douibt,  Sp-.     '  t 

ji/it.  Whipt !  'pray.  Gentlemen. 

Duke.   Why,  would  you  have  her  once  more  rob  ye  ? 
the  young  Boy 
You  may  forgive,  he  was  entic'd.,  •..  » 

yobn.  The  Whore.  Sir,  "^   ' 

"Would  rather  carry  pity  :  A  handlbme  Whore. 

jint.  A  Gentleman  1  warrant  thee.. 

Petr.  Let's  in  all, 
And  if  we  fee  contrition  in  your  Wbore,  Sir, 
Much  may  be  done. 

Duke.  Now  my  dear  Fair  to  you. 
And  the  fujl  Coniummation  of  my  Vow.  lExeuat. 


E  P  I- 
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j^T/'jB  bofoe  not  held  you  longj  nor  do  I  fee 

One  Brow  in  ibis  feleSted  Company 
Jtffuru^  a  dijlike:   Our  Pains  were  eas^d 
Could  we  be  confident  ibat  all  rife  pleased ; 
But  fucb  Ambition  foots  too  bUgb :    If  We 
Have  fatisffd  tbe  beft^  and  tbey  agree 
In  a  fair  Cenfure^  We  ba^e  our  Reward^ 
And  in  tbem  arm*d  defire  no  furer  Guard. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONM. 

MEN. 

JX  Otto   J  Brothers  J  Dukes  of  Normandy* 

Aubrey,  their  Kin/man* 
Gisbert,  the  Chancellor. 
Baldwin,  the  Princess  Tutor. 

V^don,"^^' }  ^^^^'^  ^/RoUo'j  FaSlm. 

Latorch,  Rollo'j  Earwig. 

Hamond,  Captain  of  the  Guard  to  Rollo. 

Allan,  bis  Brother. 

Norbrctt, 

LaFUk, 

Rufce,     >  Five  cheating  Rogues. 

Fipeau^ 

Cooh 

Teaman  of  the  Cellar. 

Butler. 

Pantler. 

Lards. 

Sheriff. 

GuardiL 

Oficets. 

Boys. 

WOMEN. 

Sophia^,  Mother  to  the  Duku. 
JMatilda,  her  Daughter. 
Eikb;  Daughter  to  Bdldv^in.   * 


T  kE 


•THE 

BLOODY  BROTHER. 


A  C  T    I.      8  C  E  N  E     I. 

Ztim  Gisbert  end  Baldvriil. 

(0   B  A  L  D  W  I   H.  * 

^H  £  Brothers  cheo  are  niet  ? 
Giib.  They  ore. 
Bald.  'Tis  thought 
I  They  m«y  be  wsMnei^rf.    Ghh.  *Tis  rather         ^■ 
i-  wifiit. 

For  fuch^  whofe  Rcafon  dotb  dire&  their  Thoughn 
Witbouc  Self-^tery,  dare  not  bqie  it,  Bstdrntn^ 
Tbc  Firej  of  Low,  whicb  the  dew  Duke  bcliev'd 
Yfa  eqiUt  Care  of  both  would  have  united. 

Ambition 

fi)  Bddwitt.  Tht^Snihtri  thf  are  mef  f 
Gi»b.  f hey  art.  Sir. 
BlU.  'TV/  Ihntht  thrj  maj  hi  rttwneiti. 
Gub.  'Til  ralbir  n»ift,i,  fir  fmth,  'mStfi  RiaAn 

Dtlbdiria  tkiir  Thau^U  iviliatr  Sti/Jhnirj, 
Dart  not  itft  M. 
ia\A.  Tbt  Fift,  rf  LinM,  &c.  ]     The  oM  Quwto  af  i€4o,   the 
Srfi  E<litioii  of  thii  Play,  g^v«  tttj*  FiJbge  thti>. 
B«U,  7bt  SrSlbrri  thlifart  mrtf 
Giib.   lity  are. 
Bild.  'Til  ihmibl  ibtj  may  it  rtcmcird, 

f  1  G\*\>. 
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Ambition  hath  divided  :  •  And  there  are 
Too  many  on  both  Parts,  that  know  chef  cannot 
Or  rife  to  Wealth  or  Honour,  their  main  Ends, 
(2)  Uniefs  the  Tempcft  of  the  Prince's  Fury     ^ 
Make  troubled  Seas,  and  thofe  Seas  yield  fie  Billows 
To  heave  them  up  \  and  thefc  are  too  wclj  pra^is'd 
In  their  bad  Arts  to  give  way  to  a  Calm, 
Which  yielding  reft  to  good.  Men  proves  their  Ruin. 

Bald.  And  in  the  Shipwrack  of  their  Hopes  and  For- 
tunes, 
The  I?)uH^don>  migjit^  fav'd,^Kad  it  buttoT, 
TliatftoodafFcfted  to  the' general  good,' 
With  that  confirmed  Zeal  which  brave  Aubrey  docs. 

Giib.  He  is  indeed  the  perfcft  Character 
or  a  good  Man,  and  fo  his  Adlions  fpeak  hitp. 

Ba/u.  And  did  yOu  obferve  the   niany  Doubts  and 
Cautions 
The  Brothers  ftood  upon  before  they  met? 

Gisb.  I  did  i  and  yet,  that  ever  Brothers  (hould 

Gisb.  'TVi  rather  «i6(^V, 

For  fucbt  'whofe^  Reafin  do  iiri&  thtir  ^hmnghit 
V/ithout  Self-JiiiUry^  dan  not  hope  it^  Bddwin. 
The  fires  of  I^ove,  which  the  dead  Duke  beliefs  d 
^        His  equal  CarrHc^.. 
The  Reader  will  perceiw  a  very  fmall  Miftake  here  in  the  Mcafure, 
but  the  fccond  Folio  and  Odtavo  inllead  of  correfiing  it  were  led  b/ 
It  into  a  total  n^gled  of  t^e  Meafuxe,  ;ind  a  Confuiion  of  the  SpeaLerii;, 
and  indeed  X\Mj  liave  both  printed  this  PIa)r  fo  (hockingly   incorrcd, 
that  withour^he  old  Qoarto  all  the  critical  Sagacity  upon  Earth  (as 
inf^illible  as  it  i:i  too  ape  to  imagine  itfelf )  could  never  have  reftor*d  it, 
as  will  Evidently  appear  in  the  next   Note.      Mr.  Vheobald  and 
Mr.  Symp/oK  have  both  very  accurately  collated  the.three  Editions  of 
chi^  PJay«  and  I  had  endeavoured  to  do  the  fame  before  I  faw  theirs, 
fo  that  1  hope  nothing  nuiterial  will  be  overlookM  ;   but  it  would  be 
tedious  to  the  Reader  to  infcrt  any  but  the  grower  Errprs  of  the  laif 
Editions. 

(z)  Unlifs  the  Tempeft  of  the  Prinee^s  Fury 

Make  troubled  Seas,  aud  thofe  Seas  yield  fit  Billvws 

In  their  bad  Arts  to  gi^ve  nvay  to  a  Calm, 

Wbteb yielding  refi  and  go^d,  prove  their  Ruin, 

And  in  the  Sbip^uaraeJt  of  their  Hopes  and  Fortunes, 

ne  Dukedom  might  be  fay  d, ]  Thus  ^he  two  lail  Editions 

had  confounded  Senfe,  Meafure,  and  Sp^ers»  which  are  all  leitored 

from  the  old  Quarto. 
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Stand  on  more  nice  Terms,  than  fworn  Enemies^  . 

After  a  War  proclaim*d,  would  witb  a  Stranger . 

Wrong  the  Reporter's  Credit;  they: felutcd 

At  diftance,  and  fo  ftrong  was  the  Sufpicion    :: 

Each  had  of  other,  that  before  they  dur ft 

Embrace,  they  were  by  feveral  Servants  fearch*d, 

As  doubting  conceaPd  Weapons,  Antidotes 

Ta*en  openly  by  both,  fearing  the  Room 

Appointed  for  the  Interview  was  poifbn'd, 

T$e  Chairs  and  Cuftiions,  •with  like -care,  furvey'd ; 

And,  in  a  word,  in  ever^  Circumftance, 

So  jealous  on  both  Parts,  that  it  is more 

Than  to  be  fear'd,  Concord  can  never  join  .  .: ' 

Minds  fo  divided.  «„       ; 

Bald.  Yet  our  beft  Endeavours  :    v;  ' 

Should  not  be  wanting,  Gisbert^ 

Gisb.  Neither  (hall  they. 

Enter  Grandprce  and  Vcrdon. 

But  what  arc  thefe  ? 

Bald.  They  are  without  my  Knowledge ; 
But  by  their  Manners  and  Behaviours, 
They  (hould  exprefs  themfejves. 

Grand.  Since  we  ierve  Rollo^ 
The  elder  Brother,  we'll  be  RoUians^ 
Who  will  maintain  us,  Lads^  a^  brave  as  Romans  i 
You  ftand  for  him  ? 

Verd.  I  do. 

Grand.  Why,  then  obfervc 
How  much  the  Bufinefs,  the  fo  longM-for  Bufinefs^    . 
By  Men  that  are  nam*d  from  their  Swords,  concerns  you. 
Lechery,  our  common  Friend,  fo  long  kept  under. 
With  Whips,  and  beating  fatal  Hemp,  (hall  rife, 
(3^  And  Bawdry,  in  a  French  Hood,  plead  before  her. 
Where  it  ihall  be  concluded,,  after  Twelve  _ 

Virginity  (hall  be  carted. 

{3)  And  Baiodrj^  in  a  ^ttxic\i  Hoed  pleads  hefort  ber 

Tirginity  Jhall  be  carted.  J  The  laic  Fdiiions  had  dropt  a  Line 
between  thefe^  not  indeed  with  luch  havock  of  the  Senfe  as  in  the 
feraier  InAance,  but  they  had  a  little  injured  it  by  L\{k  Puints  as  v^cU 
as  this  Omii&on. 

F  3  Verd. 
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Veri.  ExccHcni! 

Grand.  And  Hcli  bat  graot,  the  Qtiarrd  ri^at^s  between 
The  Princes  may  continue,  and  thfcBofincfs 
That's  of  the  Sworf],  t'out-Iail  t)irce  Suits  in  JUtw  \ 
And  we  will  makie  AUQrnies  Lans-priza^oes, 
And  our  j^rave  Oownrracn  Pradifcrs  of  fiaqk-fword  \ 
The  Pewter  of  alt  Serjeants  Maeet  (hall 
Be  melted,  and  vmvfi  into  common  Fkig^n^ 
In  which  it  (hall  be  lawful  to  caroufe 
To  th^irfpoft  lowfie  Fortunes.  ♦    i  ■  .  :. 

Bald.  Here's  a  Jkatcfinan  1      * 

Grand.  A  Creditor  ihall  not  dare,  but  by  Fbtkion-, 
To  make  Demand  of  any^  Debt ;  and  that 
Only  once  every  Leap-year,  in  which,  if  ' 

The  Debtor  may  be  won  for  a  French  Crown, 
To  pay  a  Soulz,  he  (hall  b^  rcgiftrcd 
His  Benefa£lor. 

Verd.  The  CluncellcM"  ^ears  yojj. 

Grand.  Fear  not,  I  now  dare  fpeak  as  loqd  ^  he. 
And  will  be  heard,  and  have  all  1  fpeak  Law ; 
Have  you  no  Eyes  ?  There  is  a  Reverence  due 
From  Children  of  the  Gown,  to  Mcp  of  Aftion. 

Gish.  How's  this  ? 

Grand.  Even  fo  ;  the  Times,  the  Times  ^re  chang'd. 
All  Bufinefs  is  not  now  preferred  ip  Parchment, 
Nor  (hall  a  Grant  pafs  that  wants  this  Broad-S?aI ; 
This  Seal,  d*ye  fee  ?  Your  Gravity  dnce  laid 
My  Head  and  Heels  together  in  the  Dungegn, 
For  cra^:king  a  fc^ld  Officer's  Crown,  for  whjch 
A  Time  is  come  for  Vengeance,  and  expeft  it  \ 
For  know^  you*  have  not  fulj  thre^  Hours  to  live. 

Glib:  Yes,  fqmewhat  longer.    Grand.  To  wM  end  ? 
Gish.  To  hang  you ; 
Think  on  that.  Ruffian.    Grand.  For  youj^  School-wailcr| 
You  have  a  pretty  Daughter  ;  let  me  fee. 
Near  Three  a-clock,  (  by  which  time,  I  much  fear, 
1  fball  be  tir*d  (4)  with  killing  fomc  five  hundred^ 

(4)   —  wi/i&kiffiDgy&wf /vtf  bundredl    The  Corruption  oC 

the  cwo  Jaft  Editions. 

Provide 


The  Mkotfy  fy^thr.  By 

Provick  a  Bath,  and  hftt  to  entfttatH  mi^ 
And  that  ihall  6«  your  Ranfotti. 
Bald.  Impudetx  Rafeal ! 

Enter  t$  them  Trcvijc  and  Duprete. 

Gub.  iAoxt  6f  the  Crtw? 

Grand.  What  are  yM?  Rilliansf 

Trev.  No ;  this  fbr  RoUo^  and  all  fuch  as  krrt  him  ; 
We  ftand  for  Oih. 

Grand.  You  fcem  Men  of  Fafliksn, 
And  therefore  Til  deal,  fairly^  you  Aiall  have 
The  Honour  this  Day  to  be  chronicled 
The  firft  Men  kill'd  by  Grandpree  %  vou  fee  this  Swdrd, 
A  pretty  fboliih  Toy,  my  Valour's  Servant^ 
And  I  may  boldly  fay  a  Gentleman, 
It  having  made,  when  it  was  Cbarlema^n\ 
Three  thoufand  Knights ;  this,  Sh*,  fliall  cut  your  Throat, 
And  do  you  all  fair  Service  elfe. 

yrwi.  I  kifs  your  Hands  for  the  good  Offer ;  hcfe's 
another  100^  the  Servant  of  yow  Servant  (ball  be  proud 
to  be  fcour'd  in  your  fweet  Guts ;  ^ttW  when  ftti^  you 
command  me. 

(5}  Grand.  Your  Idolater^  Sir.    • 

[EXi^unt.   Manent  Gisb.  atd  Bald* 

Gisb.  That  ever  (beh  ibould  hold  the  Names  of  Mto,  j 
Or  Juftice.  be  held  Crueky ,  whtfn  it  labours 
To  pluck  fuch  Weeds  up ! 

Bald.  Yet  they  are  protefted. 
And  by  the  Great  ones.    Giib.  Not  the  good  ones^  Saldtvin. 

Enter  io  them  Aubrey. 

• 

jtubr.  Is  this  a  time  to  btf  fpertt  thus,  by  fuch 
As  are  the  principal  Mimfters  off  the  State  ?  ^ 

When  they  that  are  the  Heads,  have  fill'd  the  Court 
Wkh  Factions,  a  weak  Woman  only  kft 
To  ftay  their  UoOdy  Hands?  Can  her  ^reak  Arm 

(5)  Grand.  Tour  Idolater^  Sir.  ]  The  fotitenefs  of  the  Trtnth 
Dudlitts  is  inimitably  burlefquM,  both  here  and  in  the  firft  Ad  ol  tha 
Littli  Frenfb  Louyir,  oh  which  iet  t^oit  the  Seventh  of  chut  Piay. 

^4  Alone 
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Alone  divert  the  Dangers  ready  now 

To  fall  upon  the  Common-wealth^  and  bury 

The  Honours  of  it,  leaving  not  the  Naooe 

Of  what  it  was.    Oh^  Gubert^  the  fair  Trials 

And  frequent  Proofs  which  our  late  Matter  made. 

Both  of  your  Love  and  Faith,  gave  hitn  AiTurance, 

To  chufe  you  at  his  Deach.CQ.be  a  Guardian  ; 

Nay,  Father  to  his  Sons  \  and  that  great  Truft, 

How  ill  do  you  difchargc  ?  I  mud  be  plain,. 

That,  at  the  beft,  y'are  a  fad  Looktr-on. 

Of  thofe  bad  Praftices  you  fhould  prevent. 

And  where*s  the  Ufe  of  your  Philofophy 

In  this  ip  needful  time  ?  Be  not  fecure  ; 

For,  Baldwin^  be  aflur'd,  fince  that  the  Princes, 

When  they  were  young,  and  apt  for  any  Form^ 

Were  giv*n  to  your  Iiiftrudion,  and  grave  Ordering  j 

•Twill  bcpxpcfitcd.th^t they  fhoqid  be^good^ 

Or  their  bad  Manners  wil)  b*  imputed  youi^. 

Bald.  'Twas  not  in  tpe,  my  Lord,  to  alter  Nature^. 

Gisb.  Nor  can  my  Couniels  work  on  them,  that  will  not 
y ouchfafe  me  hparing-  . 

Aubr.  Do  thefe  Anfwers  (brt. 
Or  with  your  Place,  or  Pcrfons,  or  your  Years  ? 
Can  Gisbirt^  being  the  Pillar  of  the  Laws, 
See  them  trod  under  Foot,  or  forc'd  to  iervc  . 
The  Princes  unjuft  Ends  ;  and,  with  a  Frown^ 
Be  filenc'd  from  exclaiming  on  th*  Abufe  ? 
Or  Baldwin  only  weep  the  defp'rate  Madnefe 
Of  his  fcduced  Pupils  ?  See  their  Minds, 
Which  with  good  Arts  he  laboured  to  build  up, 
Examples  of  fucccdbg  Times,  o*erturn'd 
By  undermining  Parafites  ;  no  pne  Precept 
(6J  Leading  to  any  Adl,  or  great,  or  gocx], 

'  But 

(6)  Leading  to  avp  Art,— ^  ]  No  two  Words  arc  oftcncr  put  etch 
for  the  other  than  M  and  Jlrt.  Here,  indeed,  eicher  will  make 
Senfe,  but  the  old  Quarters  is  certainly  the  true  Reading  and  the  more 
nataral.  At  the  Beginning  of  the  third  Ad  of  Monfitur  Thomai^ 
Celide  fays, 

What  living  Name  can  dead  Age  have  behind  him^ 
What  Art  ef  Memory  but  fruit  irfi  Dotagif 

Mr.  7he%' 
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But  it  forcM  from  their  Memory,  in  whofe  room 
Black  Counfels  are  received,  and  their  Retirements 
And  fecfet  Confisfence  produdng  only 
Bev'lifli  Dcligns,  a  Man  would  fhame  to  father  \ 
(7)  But  I  ulk  when  I  ihou]d  do,  and  chide  others 
For  that  I  now  offend  in. 

Enter  RollOj  Latorch,  Trevilc,  Grandpree,  Otto, 

Verdon,  and  Dupretc. 

Rol.  See't  confirmed? 

Gisb.  Now  do,  or  never  fpeak  more-:    We  arc  yours. 

Mr.  TbioiaMhzM  rightly  c^rreAed  this  in  his  Margin,  ff'hat  Ja  ^ 
Memory ;  but  when  I  printed  chat  Piay  I  happened  not  10  be  able  to 
have  recoarfe  to  Mr.  ^heAal^%  Corrections,  and,  fortanate!/,  this  is 
the  only  one  of  the  leall  Confequeace  made  by  him  which  1  iuppened 
to  overlook.  • 

(7)  But  1  talk  nnhtn  IJb9uli  i9^   end  chidi  others 
F^r  thai  I  no^M  offend  in  :  See*t  conJirnCd^ 
Nmu  dot   or  ne'uer  fpeak  more, 
Gisb.   We  are  yours. 

Enter  Rolht  Latorch^  Set. 

Rol.  ThuJ^/I  know  &c.]    Thus  the  two  lad  Editions,  withr 
eat  any  Regard  w  the  Q^rto,  which  prints  it  chos  : 
Bnt  I  talk  twbtnt  flsould  do,  and  chide  others 
For  *what  J  no<w  offend  in. 

SCENE    V. 

Rollo,  Latorch,  Trevilc,  Grandpree,  Otto,  Vcrdon, 
Duprete,  Gisbcrt,  Baldwin,  Aubrey. 

Gisb.  See't  confirmed  f  ' 

Vvw  dot  or  ntmer  fieak  more. 
We  are  yomrs. 
Rol.  Ton  Jball  kno^u  &C. 
This  is  certainly  much  preferable  to  the  former,  but  yet  I  believe  there 
is  a  fmall  Mifiake  in  it.      Sie  it  confirm^ d^  is  a  meer  Pleonafm  either 
in  Giihert'*%  or  Auhrtf%  Mouth  ;  buc  in  Roll^%  it  is  a  fine  Continuation 
of  a  fupposM  orevious  Difpatc  between  the  Brothers,  Otto  having  in- 
Med  upon  the  Confirmation  of  his  Father's  Will,  which  appointed 
him  Co-heir  of  the  Dukedom,  Rolh  with  Indignation  replies, 

^eeU  eonfirnCd  f 
The  abrupt  opening  of  a  Play  or  Scene  in  this  manner  is  a  very  great 
Beauty.     Terence  almoft  always  introduces  his  Chara6lers  in  the  Con- 
tinuance of  fome  Paffion,  and  it  has  the  fame  Effe^  which  the  like 
Conduct  has  in  the  Epic  Poem, 

'  in  medias  res 

Nou  /ecus  ac  ttotas  auditor  em  r**fit. 

R9L 
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Rol.  You  ihail  know  wboi  iuki. 
Otto.  I  do,  mf  £qtjal» 

Rol.  Thy.Princcj  give  way— —— were  Mte  alooc^  l*d 
force  chee^ 
In  thy  bcft  Biood,  t6  wrke  diylelf  my  Subjofty 
And  glad  I  would  receive  it. 
Aubr.  Sir.    Gisb.  Dear  Lord.       •   , 
Otto.  Thy  Subjeft  ? 

Rol.  Yes,  nor  fliall  tame  Patience  hold  me 
A  Minute  longer,  only  half  My-ielf; 
My  Birth  gave  me  this  Dukedom»  and  nay  Sword 
Shall  change  it  to  the  common  Grave  of  all 
That  tread  upon  her  Bpfom,  e'er  I  part  >Vith 
A  Piece  of  Earth,  or  Title  that  is  mine. 

Otto.  I  need  it  noc^  and  would  fcorn  to  xeccive. 
Though  offcr'cjj  what  I  want  not:  Therefore  know 
From  me,  tho*  not  delivered  in  great  Words, 
Eyes  red  with  Rage,  poor  Pride,  and  th reaming  Adion  ^ 
Our  Father  at  his  Death,  then,  when  no  Accent, 
Wer't  thou  a  Son,  could  fall  ftom  him  in  vain. 
Made  us  G>  heirs,  our  part  of  Land  and  Honours 
Of  equal  Weight ;  and  to  fee  this  confirmVJ, 
The  Oaths  of  thefe  are  yet  upon  Record, 
Who,  though  they  fhould  forlake  me,  and  call  down 
The  Plagues  of  Perjury  on  their  finful  Heads, 
I  would  not  leave  myfclf. 
Trev.  Nor  will  we  fee 
The  Will  of  the  dead  Duke  infringed.    Lai.  Nor  I 
The  Elder  robb*d  of  what*s  his  Right. 

Grand.  Nor  you? 
Let  me  take  place,  I  lay,  I  will  not  kt\  % 
My  Sword  is  (harpeft. 

Aubr.  Peace,  you  Tinder-boxes, 
That  only  carry  Matter  to  make  a  Flame, 
Which  will  confumc  you. 

Rol.  You  are  troublefome.  [to  Baldwin* 

This  is  no  time  for  Arguments,  my  Title 
Needs  not  your  School-Defences,  but  my  Sword, 
With  which  the  Gordian  of  your  Sophrury 
Being  cut,  (hall  fhew  th'  Impolhire.    For  your  Laws 

It 
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It  is  in  me,  to  change  them  as  I  pkafe,«  {t^  Gisberc 

J  being  above  them  ;  Gisherij  would  you  have  me 

Protc6l  them  ? 

Ltf  them  now  itretch  their  excreameft  R  igour. 

And  iexze  upon  that  Traitor ;  and  your  Tongue 

Make  him  appear  firft  dang'rous,  and  then  odious ; 

And  after  under  the  Pretence  of  Safety 

For  the  fick  State,  the  Land's  and  Peoples  Quiet, 

Cut  offhis  Head :  And  Til  give  up  my  Sword, 

And  fight  with  them  at  a  more  certain  Weapon 

To  kill,  and  with  Authority. 

Gisb.  Sir,  I  grant 
The  Laws  are  ufeful  Weapons,  but  found  out 
To  affure  Innocence,  not  to  opprefs. 

Roi  Then  you  conclude  him  Innocent  ?    Gub.  The. 
Power 
Your  Father  gave  him  muft  not  prove  a  Crime. 

Aubr.  Nor  (hould  you  fo  receive  it. 

Bald.  To  which  purpofe. 
Ail  that  dare  challenge  any  part  in  Goodn^s 
Will  become  Suppliants  to  you. 

RoL  jSuch  have  none 
That  dare  move  me  in  this :  Hence  I  defie  you. 
Be  of  his  Party,  bring  it  to  your  Laws, 
And  thou  thy  double  Heart,  thou  popular  Fool, 
Your  moral  Rule^  of  Juftice,  and  her  Balance ; 
I  (land  on  mine  own  Guard. 

Otto.  Which  thy  Unjuftice 
Will  make  thy  Enemies.    By  the  Memory 
Of  hioi,  (whoie  better  Part  now  fuffers  for  thee, 
Whofe  reverend  Aflies,  with  an  impious  Hand, 
Thou  throw'ft  out  to  Contempt,  in  thy  repining 
At  his  fo  juft  Decree)  thou  art  unworthy 
Of  what  his  laft  Will,  not  thy  Merits,  gave  thee. 
That  art  fb  fwoln  within,  with  all  thofe  Mifchic^ 
That  e*€r  made  up  a  Tyrant,  that  thy  Breaft, 
The  Prifon  of  thy  Purpofcs,  cannot  hold  them. 
But  that  they  break  forth,  and,  in  thy  own  Words, 
Difcover  what  a  Monftcr  they  muft  fcrve 
That  IhaU  acknowledge  thee. 

Rol. 
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Roi  Thou  (halt  not  live 
To  be  fo  happy,     jiubn  Nor  your  Mifcries 
Begin  in  Murther. 

[He  offers  bis  Sword  ai  Otto,  the  FaSioMjomifig. 

[Aubrey  i^/w^//  fevers  the  Brothers. 
Duty,  Allegiance, 

And  ail  refpcdts  of  what  you  are,  forfakc  me  : 
Do  you  ftare  on's?  Is  this  a  Theatre  ? 
Or  (hall  thefe  kill  tbemfelves,  like  to  mad  Fencens, 
To  makejou  Sport  ?  Keep  them  afundcr,  or^ 
By  Heav'n,  Til  charge  on  ail.        . 

Grand.  Keep  the  Peace,  .  .  ^  , 

I  am  for  you,  my  Lord,  and  if  you'll  have  me,  • :  •      "^ 
rjl  a<5b  the  Conftable's  part,  •: 

Aubr.  Live  I  to  fee  this  ? 
Will  you  do  that  your  Enemies  dare  not  wifli, 
And  cheriCh  in  yourfelves  thofe  Furies,  which 
Hell  would  cad  out  ?  Do,  I  am  ready  ;  kill  me. 
And  thefe,  that  would  fall  willing  SacriBces 
To  any  Power  that  would  reftore  your  Reafon, 
And  make  you  Men  again,  which  now  you  are  not.    ^ 

Rol.  Thefe  are  your  Bucklers,  Boy. 

Otto.  My  Hindrances  ; 
And  were  I  not  confirmed,  my  Juftice  in 
The  taking  of  thy  Life,  could  not  weigh  down 
The  Wrong,  in  fhedding  the  lead  Drop  of  Blood 
Of  thefe  whole  Goodnefs  only  now  protects  thee, 
Thou  fliould'ft  feci  I  in  A6k  would  prove  myfelf 
What  thou  in  Words  doft  labour  to  appear. 

Rol.  Hear  this,  and  talk  again  i  Til  break  through  all» 
But  I  will  reach  thy  Heart. 

Otto.  Tis  better  guarded. 

Enter  Sophia. 

Sopb.  Make  way,  or  I  will  force  it,  who  are  thefe  ? 
My  Sons  ?  my  Shames ;  turn  all  your  Swords  on  me. 
And  make  this  wretched  Body  but  one  Wound, 
So  this  unnatural  Quarrel  find  a  Grave 
In  the  unhappy  Womb  that  brought  you  forth  : 
Dare  you  remember  that  you  had  a  Mother, 

Or 
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Or  look  .on  theie  grey  Hairs,  made  fo  wkh  Tears, 
For  both  your  Goods,  and  not  with  Age;  on^  yet 
Stand  doubtful  to  obey  her  ?  from  me  you  had 
Life,  Nerves,  and  Faailcies,  to  ufe  thefe  Weapons  \ 
And  dare  you  raife  them  againft  her,  to  whom 
You  owe  the  means  of  being  what  you  are  i 

Olto.  All  Peace  is  meant  to  you. 

Soph.  Why  is  this  War  then  ? 
As  \i  your  Arms  could  beadvancM,  and  I 
Not  let  upon  the  Rack  ?  Your  Blood  is  mine. 
Your  Danger's  mine,  your  Goodne(s  I  Ihould  (hare  in  ; 
And  muft  be  branded  with  thofe  impious  Marks 
You  (lamp  on  vour  own  Foreheads  anddn  mine. 
If  you  go  on  thus  :  For  my  good  Name  therefore. 
Though  all  Refpeds  of  Honour  in  yoMrfelves 
Be  in  your  fury  choakt,  throw  down  your  Swords ; 
Your  Duty  Ihould  be  fwifter  than  my  Tongue  \ 
And  join  your  Hands  while  they  are  innocent  i 
You^ve  Heat  of  Blood,  and  Youth  apt  to  Ambition, 
To  plead  an  eafie  Pardon  for  what*s  paft  : 
But  all  the  Ills  beyond  this  Hour  commkted. 
From  God  pr  Men  muft  hope  for  no  Fxcufc. 

Giib.  Can  you  hear  this  unmov'd  ? 

jtub.  No  Syllable 
Of  this  fo  pious  Charm,  but  fliould  have  Power 
To  fruftrate  all  the  juggling  Deceits, 
With  whicfi  the  Devil  blinds  you. 

Otto.  I  begin 
To  melt,  I  know  not  how« 

Rol.  Mother,  IMl  leave  you  ; 
And,  Sir,,  be  thankful  for  the  Time  you  live. 
Till  we  meet  next,  (which  fhall  be  foon  and  fuddcn) 
To  her  Pcrfwafion  for  you. 

Sopb.  Oyet,  ftay. 
And  rather  than  part  thus,  vouchfafe  me  hearing. 
As  Enemies;  how  .is  my  Soul  divided? 
My  Love  to  both  is  equal,  as  my  Wiihes ; 
But  is  returned  by  neither ;  my  gricv'd  Heart, 
Hold  yet  a  little  longer^  and  then  break. 
I  kneel  to  both,  and  will  fpeak  fo,  but  this 

Takes 
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(8)  Takes  from  me  the  Autborkjr  of  ai  Rtohcr^ 

And  therefe^  like  niyfelfy  O//^^  Qo  thee^ 
(And  yet  oblierve^  Son,  bofT  thy  Mother's  Team 
OutftFip  her  forwanl  Words^  to  nake  way  for  'eiti) 
Thou  art  the  yoMRger^  Om^  yet  be  nour 
The  firft  Exampkof  Obedience  to  met. 
And  grow  the  eider  in  my  Low; 

Ono.  The  means 
To  be  fo  happy  I    Saft.  Tbis^  yieki  upthy  Swordy 
And  let  thy  Piety  give  diy  NSother  Sci^enpth 
To  take  that  iwm  thee^  which  no  Enemies  Forc6 
Could  e*er  defpc^l  ibee  of :  Wby  doft  tbod  CPeoMr^ 
And  with  a  fearful  Eye  fixi  on*  tly  Bcotber, 
Obferv'ft  hi»  ready  Swerd^  as  bait  aganft  theei   ^ 
I  am  thy  Armow^  and  will  be  pierc'd  through. 
Ten  tbodand  times*  before  (  will  ^meyfWf 
To  any  Peril  may  arrive  at  theei  . 

And  therefore  fear  not. 

Otta.  *Tis  not  for  myfeH^ 
But  for  you,  Mather ;  yon  sdre  aoiw  ingag*d 
In  motjC  than  liis$  i&  your  wnqiieftieit'd  YiittQe  \ 
For,  fince  you  have  difaon^d  nsc  of  IXsfeao^ 
Should  I  fall  nowi  though  by  bis  Hand^  t^e  Worid 
May  fay  it  was  your  Pra&ice. 

Sopb.  All  Woildtf  perifliy 
Before  my  Piety  turn  Trealbi^s  Pairsnc,^ 
Take  it  again,  and  ftand  upon  your  Guard, 
And  while  your  Brother  is,  continue  arm'd; 
And  yet  this  fear  is  needlefs,  for  I  know^ 
My  Rollo^  though  he  dares  at  much  as  Man, 
So  tender  of  his  >fee  untainted  Valow, 
So  noble,  t>hat  he  dares  do  noshing  baicly. 

(8)  Takes  from  mg  tb^  Authority  of  a  Moth^i  f ower ;].  Tbe  Qgarto 

Jcad#, 

Ta^tt  tht  Attthoritj  of  a  Mother'' s  Powiter ; 

If  this  latter  be  not  more  Corrupt,  it  is  evident  that  of  ihoald  be  ^» 
&s  1  firit  intended  ro  read;  and  find  that  Mr.  TbcoBali  read'  fo  too : 
But  there  is  ar  PleonaTm  and  Impropriety  it^  tktking  Amthorif^  from 
Po'-wer^  which  I  fcarce  think  geni>ine»  and  ir  tilerdore^itxfeft  in  the 
Text  what  feems  the  luttural  ExprelEoo. 

You 
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(9)  You  doubt Uotk  ht  Ims  yous  1  doubc  and  fear 

Boch ;  for  each;  Qibm  Satiety^  noi  mine  owo. 

Know  yctt.  ay  Sow;  when  of  Ncceflicy 

You  muft  deceive^  or  be  dcom'd  s  *ui  betttr 

To  fi^er  TreafiMki  ihan  to  aft  (be  Traitor  s 

And  in  a  War  likt  du5^  in  which  rbe  Glory 

Is  his  that^a  cMrcome  I  conlider  then 

What  *tis  for  which  you  Qtx'wc :  It  k  the  Dukedom  ? 

Or  the  Command  o£  thcfe  fo  resdy  Siibj^s  ? 

Defire  of  Weatah  ?  oc  wbatfoevcr  die 

Fires  your  AabitioB  ?  'Tia  ftiH  dtffrm  Madnefi, 

To  kill  the  People  whkh  you  woula  be  Lords  of  i^ 

With  Fire  and  SwMd  to  lif  than  Counciy  wafte 

Whofe  Rule  you  feek  for  r  To*  cwfame  the  Trea&ro, 

Which  ajea  tht  Sinews  of  yoiur  Gotemnent^ 

In  cheridiing  the  Fafijons  chat  deAroy  it : 

Far,  far  he  thk  from  yout  Make  k  not  apeftfion'd 

Wither  yim9whaTe  Interdt  ia  ihaa  I>i«cdoai, 

WbofeRnift  kmiiconamd  fee.     OMv  1  defire 

But  to  enjoy  my  own*,  which  I  will  kcepi 

JRoL  And  radm  thanPoOefky  ihaU  hftv« cauTe 
To  (ay  I  ruin*d  all,  divide  the  Dukedom^ 
I  wiU  accept  the  Moiecyk 

Oifo.  I  embfKtit. 

Sapb.  Divide  me  firft,  or  tear  me  Limb  by  Limb) 
And  let  thctt  fimlaa  ntanf  faresaJ»  Gf  a«ca 
As  there  aor ViHagiis.  in  Ukrman^ : 
And  'tis  lefi  Ski^  (hnn  fibua  to  weaken  it. 

Botbi  for  otbirs  Safity,  and  noi  mine  #wji.]     The  old  Quan# 
reads  the  Iccond  Uie» 

Both  l  fir  Hbtrs  Smfeiy^  not  my  ow  ft. 

This  wanting  a  S^mable*  the  lata  Bdiuons,  to  fill  up  the  Meafurr, 
added  one,  bat  in  a  rtace  where  it.  doct  more  harm  than  Rood. 
Mr.  TbootaU^  Mr.  Swtf/oHp  and  I,,  have  each  different  Ra&njff, 
whicli  the  Reader  vmL  gleafe  to  take  his  choice  of;  tho'  Partiality, 
fahap^  makes  me hiftrt  mj  own  in  the  Text.    Mt.  7ht§baUnw^%, 

■    "i"       ■■    ■  /  dokht  and fiar 

Ton  b»tb\  fir  otbirs  Safiiyt.  noi  my,  o<wfi* 

Mr.  Sy/nf/on  readsm 

Foe  boch^  fir  9Aift.Safiiy^  mt  my  owm. 

To 
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To  hear  it  mentioned  doth  already  make  me 

Envy  my  dead  Lord,  and  almoft  blafpheme 

Thofc  Powers  that,  heard  my  Prayer  for  Fruitfulnefs, 

And  did  not  ^ith  my  firft  Birth  clofc  my  Womb  j 

( I  o)  To  me  alone  my  fecond  Blefling  proves 

My  firft,  my  firft  of  Mifcrjr,  for  if  Heav'n 

Which  gave  me  Rolh^  there  had  ftaid  his  Bounty, 

And  OUo^  my  dear  O//^,  ne'er  had  been. 

Or  being,  had  not  been  io  worth  my  Love, 

The  ftream  of  my  Afibdion  had  run  conftant 

In  one  fair  Current,  all  my  Hopes  had  been 

Laid  up  in  one ;  and  fruitful  Normandy 

In  this  Divifion  had  not  toft  her  Glories : 

For  as  'tis  now,  *tis  a  fair  Diamond, 

Which  being  preferv*d  entire,  exceeds  all  Value, 

But  cut  in  Pieces  (though  thefe  Pieces  ^e 

Set  in  fine  Gold  by  the  beft  Workman's  cunning) 

Parts  with  all  Eftimation :  So  this  Duke4om, 

As  'tis  yec  whole,  the  neighbouring  Kings  may  covet. 

But  cannot  compafs ;  which  divkled,  will 

Become  the  Spoil  of  every*  barbarous  Foe 

That  will  invade  it.       . 

Gisb.  How  this  worJcs  in  both  J 

BaL  Prince  Rollo*%  Eyes  have  loft  Acir  Fitt. 

Gisb.  And  Anger, 
That  but  ev'n  now  wholly  poftefs'd  good  O//^, 
Hath  given  Place  to  Pity.    Aitbr.  End  not  thus» 
Madam,  but  perfeft  what's  fo  well  begun. 

Sopb.  I  fee  in  both,  fair  Signs  of  Reconcilement, 
Make  them  furc  Proofs  they  arc  fo :  The  Fates  oKr 

» 

(10)  To  me  alone  my  fecond  Bhffing  proves 

Myfirjl  of  Mi/ery^  for  if  that  Hea'u*n']  The  Quarto  reaiU» 
7o  me  alone  myfeeond  BhJJSng  frovis  mjfrft^ 
My  firft  of  Mifery,  for  if  fjeav'n 

The  late  Editions  not  underf&nding  this  thought  it  a  meer  acci^ 
dental  Repetition,  not  confidering  tiiat  when  properly  rang'd  it  was 
abfolatcly  necefiary  to  the  Meafure.  Befides  this,  it  would  be  crdel 
to  call  Ono  the  dutiful  Son,  her  Firft  of  Mifery  f  No,  ihe  (ays,  that 
her  fecond  Bleflhig  made  her  firft  become  a  Curfe  to  her,  which  was 
ceruinly  the  Cafe  as  Rollo  was  the  Incendiary.  The  old  Quarto 
therefore  was  wrong  pointed,  as  weU  as -rang'd  wrong. 

To 
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To  your  free  choice,  either  to  live  Examples 
Of  Piety,  or  Wickcdticis :  If  the  latter 
Blinds  fi)  your  Underftanding,  that  you  cannot 
Pierce  through  her  painted  Out-fide,  and  difcovcr 
That  (he  is  all  Deformity  within. 
Boldly  tranibend  all  Precedents  of  Milchief, 
(11)  And  let  the  laft,  and  the  worft  Ad  of  Tyrants, 
The  Murther  of  a  Mother,  but  begin 
The  Sc^e  of  Blood  you  after  are  to  heighten  : 
But  if  diat  Virtue,  and  her  fure  Rewards, 
Can  win  you  to  accept  her  for  your  Guide, 
To  lead  you  up  to  Heav'n,  and  there  fix  you 
The  faireft  Stars  in  the  bright  Sphere  of  Honour  1 
Make  me  the  Parent  of  an  hundred  Sons, 
All  brought  into  the  World  with  Joy,  not  Sorrow, 
And  every  one  a  Father  to  his  G)untry, 
In  being  now  ixi^e  Mother  of  your  Concord. 
RoL  Such,  and  fo  good,  loud  Fame  for  ever  (peak  you. 
Bald.  I,  now  they  meet  like  Brothers. 

[The  Brothers  cafl  away  their  Swords^  and  embrace^ 
Gisb.  My  Heart's  Joy 
Flows  thro*  my  Eyes.  Aubr.  May  never  Woman's  Tongue 
Hereafter  be  accus'd,  for  this  one's  Goddnefs. 

Otto.  If  we  contend,  frj^m  this  Hour,  it  flull  be 
How  to  o^^rcome  in  brotherly  ASeftion. 

Rol.  Otto  is  Rolb  now,  and  Rollo^,  OttOj 
Or  as  they  have  one  Mind,  rather  one  Nanje : 
From  this  Attonement  let  our  Lives  begin. 
Be  all  the  reft  forgotten, 
Jtihr.  Spoke  likt  RoUo. 
Soph.  And,  to  the  Honour  of  this  Reconcilement, 

(j  1)  And  let  tht  Uft^  mnithi  teowft  End  ^^Tyranities, 
n»  Murtkir  If  m  Mbther^  ht  h^sw 

Yhe  Suam  $/  Mio9ilyHt  after  are  u  heighten ;  ]  End,  in  t%s 
£fft  Line,  nnd  Stain  in  ih& thirds  are  only  thecorropt  Readings  of 
Che  ktt  fidiciom;  I  have  reftdr*d  die  true.  But  Mr.  TjbtoifaM  tini 
Hr.ijmffinr  hath  conctif  wkk  me  in  preferring  Tyrants  ta  Tyranniesp 
at  dhii  AUttfioa  to  Ifeni^t  raardering  his  Mother  Kcomes  more  evident. 
1  Aodkl,  indbed,  have  thought  the  Change  fcarce  deferving  of  a  Nfoce, 
but  that  Mr.  The$hald  thoi^pit  One  seedbryy  by  putting  L.  T.  hii 
ufoal  Mark  for  onti 

Vol.  V.  C  We 
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We  all  this  Night  will,  at  a  publick  Fcall, 

With  choice  Wines,  drown  our  late  Fears,    and  vi^ 

Mufick 
Wfclcome  our  Comforts.  - 
Bald.  Sure  and  certain  ones, 
(12)  Soph.  Supported  thus  lam  (ecure;  0Sons» 
This  is  your  Mother's  Triumph. 

RoU  You  defer ve  it.  \E%euni. 

[Afo«^»/  Grand prec,  Vefdon,  Trevile  ani  Duprctc. 
Grand.  t)id  ever  fuch  a  hop*d-for  Bufinefs  end  thus  ? 
Verd.  'Tis  fatal  to  us  all,  and  yet  you,  Grandpree^ 
Have  the  Icaft  caufe  to  fear. 

Grand.  Why,  what's  my  Hope  ? 
Verd.  The  Certainty  that  you  have  to  be  hang'd  i 
You  know  the  Chancellor's  Promifc. 
Grand.  Plague  upon  you. 

Verd.  What  think  you  of  a  Bath,  and  a  Lord's  Daughter 
To  entertain  you  ?     . 

Grand.  Thofe  Defines  are  ofF. 
Frail  Thoughts,  all  Friends,  no  Rollians  now,  nor  O//0V. 
The  fcveral  Court'fics  of  our  Swords  and  Servants 
(12)  Defer  to  apter  Confequencc;  let's  m^k^  ufe 
Of  this  Night's  Freedom,  a  (hort  Parliament  to  us. 
In  which  it  will  be  lawful  to  walk  freely  ; 
Nay,  to  our  Drink  w^  (hall  flkvc  Meat  too,  that's 
No  ufual  Bufinefs  to  theMen  o'th*  Sword. 

(li)  Scph.  Sufported  thus  I  dm  fecun  i  O  Sons, 
This  ii  your' Mother* s  Triumph, 
Rol.  Tou  dtferve  i/.]     Thif,  which  would  gtvc  a  pleafin^^ 
a  noblct  and  majeilic  Exit  to  Sophia  the  Heroine  ot  chi»  SMQe«  v^ 
encirciy  left  out  by  the  late  EdiuoDi. 

(13)  Defer  to  Mvtr-Cortfequence ;  /f/'j  make  ufe 

Of  this  Night* s  Freedom^  ajhort  Parliament  to  tu, 
hiAihieh  iinuill  he  laivful  to  yad^kfreeiyi"]  Jfier-Cwfe- 
fueuee  is  a  poor  Tautology,  but  chargeabie  only  on  the  late  KUtions  ; 
aptir  Ji  the  old  and  true  Reading.  Mr.  ^/ii^>iir  thinks  that  to  cany 
on  the  Mcuphor  from  the  Parliament  we  ihould  le^,  talk  freely^ 
and  indeed  1  at  firfl  altered  ic  To  myfelf ;  but  coafidering  the  Privilege 
of  Parliament  exempting  the  Members  from  imphfonment,  and  the 
Fear  Grandpree  was  in  of  having  only  one  Night*s  £xemptioa  from 
u,  the  f  relent  Reading  {ieems  imac^ptionable*  .  \ 

:     .  Drink 
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Drink  deep  with  me  to  Nighty  we  (hall  to  MofroWy 
*Or  whip,  or  hang  the  merrier.   ^ 

Trev.  Lead  the  Way  then.  [Exeunt: 


"••p* 


A  C  T    II.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Latorch  and  RoIIo. 

Lat.  XT  r  H  Y  (hould  this  trouble  you  ? 

W    '  Rol.  It  does,  and  muft  do 
*Till  I  find  Eafc.     Lat.  Cbnfider  then,  and  qnickly  ; 
Andt  like  a  wife  Man,  take  the  Current  with  yjoo. 
Which  once  turn'd  Head,  will  fink  you ;  bleft  Oocanoa  ; 
Offers  herielf  in  thoufand  Safeties  to  you ; 
Time  Handing  ftill  to  point  you  out  your  Purpofir^ 
And  Refolution  (the  true  Child  of  Virtue) 
Ready  to  execute :  What  dull  cold  Weaknefs 
Has  crept  into  your  Bofom,  whofe  meer  ThoughtSt 
Like  tempeftSf  ploughing  up  the  failing  Forefts^  < 

Ev'n  with  their  dwing  were  wont  to  fliake  down  I^uuuidf* 
.What  is*t,  your  Mother's  Tears  ?  ^ 

Rol.  Prithee  be  patient. 

IjU.  Her  Hands  held  up  ?  her  Prayers,  or  her  Cddes? 
(14)  Oh  Power  of  Pray'r,  drop'd  tim)ugh  by  a  Woouui! 
Take  heed  ttie  Soldiers  fee  it  not';  ^tis  miferable. 
In  R9U0,  bek>wjni(embfe ;  take  heed  your  Friends. 
The  Sinews  of  your  Caufe,  the  Strength  you  ftir  by,   ' 
Take  heed,  I  fay,  they  find  it^not :  Take  heed 
Your  own  Repentance  ( like  a  Pafling*bell ) 
Too  late,  and  too  loud»  tell  the  World  y'are  perilhM: 

(r4)  Oh  F§wer  9/ Hpcr,  iirMiUfrtrngh  fy^  Wmmi!^  Pkftr  for 
primer  is  die  grofs  MiiUke  of  Cm  late  Bdicioot  only  i  but  I  fafpei^ 
die  oU  Qwurlo  had  nade  oae  co^Jti  the  latter  pare  of  the  Xine,  for 
what  it  the  Antecedent  to  ^hr§p*d  tbr$^k  iy  a  Wimam  F  V^e  maft  g^ 
hick  to  Ticttghts  «r  Rtfotutien.  and  th^i^tnde^  il  ii  iinell^ibte :  m% 
f  rather  th|i3c  the  true  K4adiagioi)C»  .. 


«       «  v.«      %«  • 


C  %  V     What 
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(15)  What  noble  Spkkf  caget  of  Ad¥aiicctnc«:» 

Whole  Intereft   is  his  Plough ;    what  Sword  wbdfe  ' 

ffe^fpncfs 
Waits  but  the  Arm  to  wield  it  5  or  what  Hope, 
After  the  World  bas-biowA  abroad  this  Weaknefe» 
Will  move  again,  or  make  a  Wifli  for  Rollo  ? 

RoL  i^re  ;^e  obt  Fticods  ^ain  b;  each  Qati^  jratifiied. 
Our  Tongues  the  Heralds  to  our  Hearts  ? 

Laf.  R)or  He2^ts^  tfeen.  ^ 

RoL  Our  worthier  Friends. 

Lot.  No  Friends,  Sir,  to  your  Honour  ; 
Friends  to  your  Fall :   Where  is  your  Undefftai)di|is, 
The  noblo  VeflH  that  your  fill]  Soul  iaiTd  in,  ' 

RibM  rouD^  with  Honours ;  where  is  that?  'tis mixi'd, 
Tbe  Teapeft  of  a  Woman^s  Sighs  has  funk  ic. 
Friendfhip,  take  be^  Sir,  ba  fmiling  Harlot, 
That  wben  (he  kifies,  kilk ;  a  Ibder'd  Fri^fliip^ 
Ficc'd  out  with  Promifts  y  O  painted  Ruin  i  ; 

^iol.  Latorcby  he  i^  my  Brother.  '^ 

.    LaU,  Th(s  more  doubted  ; 
For  hatred  hatched  at  home  is  a  tame  Tiger, 
May  fawn  and  fport,  but  never  leave  his  Nanm  ; 
The  Jars  of  Brothers,  two  fuch  mighty  ones. 
Is  like  a  fmall  Stone  thrown  into  a  River, 
The  Bveach  fcarqe  beard,  but  view  the  beateb  CurrtfiiCy 
And  you  IhaU  fee  a  tfaoui^  angry  Rings 
Rife  in  hi$  Face,  ftill  (WcUingand  ftill  growing ; 
(16)  So  Jars  Diftrufi^  encircU  ;  DiArufts  Dangers, 

.  Add 

(15)  What M^U  Sfiri$s  ioger  rf  Moatuimini^ 

Wh§fi  ImDl^meAC  //  bii  Plmb ;  ]  Wiiea  an  ^x{|r«ffiqii  U 
cbrcune*  odIj  boraers  upon  at  poetical  5qnti|aent»  an4  wif(  not  (land  m 
the  Verib,  thbre is  great  fteafon  todbubt  its  Genuihehels.  The  mbil 
proper  Expreffion  with  regard  to  the  ^ki^^b  is  whea  a  Soldier*s  Sword 
%%  qiU'diui  fi9^ht  fax  .wi|i<lihJbe  is  to  cultivate  bis  BM^ultd.  Ukir 
Ati^^op  ai^f^  vjery  juft|y«  in  foaae  Place,  call  a  Kfan's  Wit;his  Ploi^tb^ 
and  her^  jt^e  true  Word  fe«m$  t«  bar^«tKen.ik/i»'#>^  ibe  Plough  n^ich.  * 
iQoa  MiCfi/Qlloif ;  Imfl^mkni  ijidfced:  may  be  ntodafftood,  but  ai.ifr 
quite  ipQJjH  (b^.JMMMrei  Mvc.veacur*d  to  direai!d  tt^    ' 

{16)  So  fars  drdUg  Difirufii^D^tmfiihrkei^ Dttngmi  -'  ^ 

TiU  n9tbntg  bound  "im  Put  $bi  Si^ar,  their  6r£Vf:  i]  The  old 
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And  Dangers  Dath  the  great^  extreme  follows, 

'Till  nochipg  bound  *ein  but  the  ihoar,  theh-  Graves. 

There  is  no  n^anljr  Wifdom,  nor  no  Safety 

In  leaning  to  this  League,  this  picce-patcht  Frien^fhip  % 

This  rear*d*up  Reconcilenient  on  a  Billow, 

Which  as  it  tumble^,  totters  down  your  Fortune ; 

Is't  not  your  own  you  reach  at.  Law  and  Nature 

Ulhering  the  way  before  you  ?  Is  not  he 

Born  and  bequeatbM  your  Subjed  ?   RoL  Ha.  Lat.  What 

Fool  .      ' 

Would  give  a  Storm  leave  to  di(hirb  his  Peace, 
When  he  may  (hut  the  Cafenient  ?  Can  that  Man 
Has  moti  fb  much  upon  you  by  your  Pity, 
(17)  And'sdrav^n  fo  high,  that  like  an  ominous  Comet, 
He  darkens  all  your  Light ;  can  this  couch'd  Lion 
(Though  now  He  licks  and  locks  up  bis  fell  Paws, 
Craftily  humming,  like  a  Cat  to  cozen  you) 
But  (when  Ambition  whets  him,  and  Time  fits  him) 
Leap  to  his  Prey,  and  feiz'd  once,  fuck  your  Heart  out  ? 
D*  you  make  it  Confcience  ?  . 

Roi  Conlcience,  Latorcby  what^s  that  ? 

Lat.    A  Fc^r  they  tye  up  Fools  iuy  Nature's  Cowardti 

So  Jan  circling  in  Difirnjtt,  DiJItufts  full  donun  Datfirs^ 
And  Dangers  Di^th^  the  greatefi  extnme  SKadoMr, 
T/7/  nothing  hound  ibem  but  thi  Showers,  their  Graves. 
The  late  Editions  kive  corredcd  Sho^juers  right ;    but  how  does. the 
Wdrd  Shadow  carr/  on  the  Metaphor  ?   and  what  poor  Meafure  ii 
the  firll  Line?    I  hope  I  have  reftorM  the  true  R^ding^  is  ic  perfedU 
the  Meafure  and  ^Kes  the  whole  Meuphor  confident. 

(1 7)  And  drawn  fo  hi^h,  that  //ir  an  ominosss  Comet, 

He  darkens  all  your  Light ;  ]    Mr.  Symf/ou  asks,  ^^hat 

ienfi  is  this,  and  where  got  our  Poets  this  Fhikfopirf  ? The  Addi- 

don  of  the  auxiliary  Vert)  is,  which  turns  the  Sentence  into  a  fort  of 
ParentheGs,  is  all  that  feems  neceflary  to  render  the  Senfe  clear,  and 
the  Philofophy  true;  afid  its  poeuc  Sublimity  mull  be  vifible  to 
cf«rery  Eye.  As  to  the  Phitofophy,  the'  Eclij^fes  of  the  Sun  or  Pla- 
nets have  net  perhapi  been  known  to  be  caufed  bv  Comet}*  ^et  as 
they  often  cdme  within  the  planetary  Syflem,  and  even  within  the 
Orbit  of  Mercury,  there  is  a  Probability  of  their  caufing  thefe  Eclipjes ; 
but  as  they  conftantly  covej^  and  eclipfe  the  fix*d  Stars,  aftd  by  their 
fuperior  Light  alone  darken  all  that  ttiey  approach  to,  this  it  fufficient 
to  render  the  Simile  ai  juft  as  it  it  noUe. 

G  3  Tainting 
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(18}  Tainting  the  Blood,  and  chilling  the  full  Spirits 
With  Apprcncnfion  of  meer  Clouds  and  Shadows. 

RoU  I  know  no  Q>nfciencc,  nor  I  fear  no  Shadows. 

Lat.  Or  if  you  did,  if  there  were  Confcience, 
(19)  If  the  free  Soul  could  fuflfer  fuch  a  Curb  5     ^ 
The  fiery  Mind  fuch  puddle  t'  put  it  out ; 
Muft  it  needs,  like  a  rank  Vine,  run  up  rudely, 
And  twine  about  the  top  of  all  our  Happinefs, 
Honour  and  Rule,  and  there  fit  fhaking  of  us? 

Rol.  It  (hall  not,  nor  it  muft  not ;  1  am  fatbfied^ 
And  oftce  more  am  myfclf  again  : 

( 1 8)  Palling  tbt  BM, ]    The  old  Qgarto  reads,  ^Mflimg  tig 

^W,— ^  which  the  late  Editions  have  turn*d  into  eood  Senfe ;  bat 
as  they  have  greatly  departed  from  the  Trace  of  the  Letters,  and  from 
their  numberlefs  Miftakes  deferve  no  fort  of  Regard,  I  doabt  not  bat 
the  true  Word  was  either  tainting  or  tmkimg  i  the  latter  is  often  ufed 
by  all  our  old  Engiijb  Authors  in  the  fame  Senfe  with  the  former. 
Thus  Seftimius,  in  fbi  Falfe  Om,  Ad  IV.  Scene  IIL 

For  I  am  yit  too  taking  for  your  Company. 
s.  e.  too  tnfiSious. 

(19)  If  the  fret  Soul  could  fufftr  fuch  a  Curhy 

To  tbi  fiery  Mind,  fuch  fuddUi  to  put  it  out  i  ]  The  old  QsartO 
reads  this  Pauage  thus  ; 

tf  the  free  Soul  could  fuffer 

ne  fiery  Mind,  fuch  puddle  to  put  it  out  ? 
Mr.  SympfoH  thinks  that  we  ihould  Itrike  oot  thr  Additions  of  the 
late  Editions,  and  that  the  old  Reading  is  right.  To  me  it  does  not 
feem  fo,  for  two  Metaphors  are  confounded  and  have  bat  one  Verb; 
which  fuits  to  the  fiery  Mind,  but  not  fo  well  to  the  former  \  or  if  it 
does,  the  free  Soul  and/ir/^  Mind  will  be  meer  Tautology.  I  there* 
fore  approve  the  Additions  of  the  late  Editions,  and  ^eve  them 
genuine,  however  they  came  by  them.  7'hat  they  had  them  from 
lome  Manufcript,  and  not  from  Conjeflure,  I  am  perfuaded:  becauie 
they  have  fo  printed  them  as  evidently  to  {hew  that  they  did  not  un^ 
deriland  the  lead  Syllable  of  them.    They  make  the  Senfe  thus  i    ' 

Jf  the  free  Soul  could  fuffer  fuch  a  Curl 
To  the  fiery  Mind? 

Here,  therefore,  is  all  the  Tautology  and  Confufion  of  Metaphors 
which  is  found  in  the  deficient  Text  of  the  old  Quarto  ;  bot  how  in- 
finitely is  it  improved  when  eac(i  Metaphor  is  prefervM  diilin^t  and 
feparatc. 

^  the  free  Smil  could  fuffer  fuch  m  Curb  % 
fhe  fiery  Mind  fufb,  fuddle  f  put  it  out  i 

Mr.  Theobald  overlooked  the  C6rruptioas  of  thii  Paflage,  h  I  cannot 
tell  his  Sentiments. 
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My  Mother's  Tears  and  Wohianifh  cold  Prayers, 
Farcwcl,  I  havd  forgot  you;  if  there  be  Condcieiice,        ' 
Let  it  not  Come  betwixt  a  Crown  and  me,  » 

Which  is  tny  hope  of  Bliis,  and  I  beh'eve  it :  * 

OtiOy  our  Friendfhip  thus  I  blow  to  Air, 
A  Bubble  for  a  Boy  to  play  withal ;  . 

And  all  the  Vows  my  Wcaknefs  made,  like  this. 
Like  this  poor  heartlefs  Ruih,  I  rend  in  pieces. 

Lai.  Now  you  go  right.  Sir,  now  your  Eyes  are  open. 

Rol.  My  Father's  laft  Petition's  dead  as  he  is. 
And  all  the  Promifes  I  clos'd  his  Eyes  with. 
In  the  fame  Grave  I  bury. 

Lai.  Nqw  you're  a  Man,  Sir. 
0Rol.  Otto^  thou  .fhew'ft  my  Winding-flieet  before  me. 
Which  eVr  I  put  it  on,  like  Heav'n's  bleft  Fire, 
la  my  Deicent  Til  make  it  blufh  in  Blood  ; 
(A  Crown,  a  Crown,  Oh  facred  Rule,  now  Bre  me ! ) 
Nor  fhall  the  Pity  of  thy  Youth,  falfe  Brother, 
Although  a  thoufand  Virgins  kneel  before  me, 
(20)  And  every  dropping  Eye  a  Court  of  Mercy, 
The  fame  Blood  with  me,  nor  the  Reverence 
Due  to  my  Mother's  blei^d  Womb  that  bred  us. 
Redeem  thee  from  my  Doubts :  Thou  art  a  Wolf  here, 
Fed  with  my  Fears,  and  I  mud  cut  thee  from  me  j 
(A  Crown,  a  Crown  ;  *  Oh  fiicred  Rule,  now  fire  me !) 
No  Safety  elfc.  Lat.  But  be  not  too  muck  ftirr'd.  Sir,, 
(2 1 J  Nor  too  high-threatning  in  your  Execution, 

Ever  remember 9  Sir^  that  fwallowing  Waters 

Run 

(20)  jfnJ  every  droffing  Eye  a  Court  of  Mercy,  ]     This  is  a  ytty 
llrong  ExpreiIion»   tho^  it  may  perhaps  be  objedled  to.  as  Courts  of 
Mercy  do  not  ordmarily  petitioa  tor  Mercy,  but  grant  it  to  Pecidoaers.^ 
The  £xpreinon  woald  certainly  be  more  intelLgible  if  we  read* 

And  e'v'ry  dropping  Eye  Jhall  court  for  Mercy: 
Bat  I  will  not  venture  to  change  the  Tejtt,  left  I  ihould  ht  liable  to  the 
common  Ofa{e6Uon  to  Critics,    of  rcje^ng  the  moll  fublime  Exprcf- 
fions  of  their  Aathors,  mcerly  becaule  their  Conceptions  Were  too  low 
tj  reach  them. 

(21)  N^r  too  high  in  ywr  Execution:  Swalk^ng  Waters]     As  the 


bigh-feigton^ d — bigb-'worded —  I  prefer  (he  former.    Ai  to  what  i^ 

G  4  addei 
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Run  deep  and  filent,  till  they're  fat isfied^ 
And  fmUe  inthoufand  Curls,  to  gild tbeir  Graft; 
Lct^your  Sword  flecp,  and  let  my  two-edgM  Wit  wprk  v 
This  happy  Feaft,  the  full  Joy  of  your  FricndftiipSi 
Shall  be  his  laft. 

Rol  How^  my  latorcbf 

Lat.  Why  thus.  Sir  j 
ril  prefently  go  dive  into  the  Ofiiders 
That  minifter  at  Tabic  1(22)  Gold  and  Goodnefi, 
With  Promife  upon  Promife,  and  Time  neoefiary, 
1*11  pour  into  jhcm. 

RoL  Canft  thou  do  it  neatly  ? 

Lat.  Let  me  alone,  and  fuch  a  Bait  it  fli&ll  be, 
Shf^I)  t^Moffall  Sufpicion.  •  •• 

Rol.  Gp  and'profper. 

Lat.  Walk  in  then,  and  your  fmooihefl  |«*ace  put  on,Sir«r  > 

S       C      E       N       E       II. 

Enter  the  Majler  CookyButUr^  P antler^  TeoniM  rftbe    • 
Cellar  J  with  a  Jack  of  Beer  and  a  D\fi>. 

Ooh.  A  hoc  Day,  a  hof  Day,  Vengeance  hot  Day,  BoySj 
Give  ipc  fomc  Drink,  this  Fire's  a  plaguy  Frctter : 

added  te  comj^le&t  the  Meafure  and  introdace  the  fine  Metaphor  which 
follows,  I  C(y>k  the  Hiiit  from  a  PafTage  of  Shake/pear  not  unlike  this, 
Hi*ry  the  Vlllth,  Ad  I.  Scene  II.  Ndrfoik  &y»  Xq  Btukingham^ 

■  We  may  out- run 

By  violent  Jhviftnefs  tbm  njjbicb  lue  run  at  \ 

And  to/e  }^  over -running  :  know  you  not 

The /re  that  m^untj  tie  liquor^  Uiltt  run  o*er^ 
■  In  feeming  to  augment  it  *wajles  it? 
I  quote  this  co  ihew,  that  tho*  the  Words  added  Ia  the  fccood  Line 
are  no(  neceiTary  to  the  Senfe,    yet  thev  are  in  Shahjpear'i  apd 
Fletcher* J  manner.    Whether  they  were  tne  latter^s  or  not,  moft  it- 
main  a  mecr  Uncertainty. 

(22) Gold  and  Goodne/s,}    As  Goodne/s  feems  an  odd  Mbtive 

to  perfnadq  People  to  Mordet,  I  at  firft  thought  we  fiiould  read, 
-^-<-  Gold  and  Greatne/t^  or  Go§di ;  bat  I  now  belfere  the  old  Reading 
right.  A«  Vice  always  aflajnet  ibmc  Pretence  of  G^  £0  Latorth^ 
in  perfoading  the  Servants  tp  0^  Mttrder,  urges  the  Good  of  the 
StatCf  aii4  ihe  general  Blcffing. 

Body 
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Body  of  me«  I  adi  dry  ftill ;  ^ivc  iM  the  Jick)  Boy  1 
This  wooden  Skiff  holds  tW)f  king.  ^ 

Pant.  And  'faith  Mafter, 
What  %rwt  hew  Mfots  .*  for  here  win4)e  old  fioting. 

C^i:.  Old  and  youag>  Boy,  lee  *em  all  eat,  I  h^ve  it ; 
IVe  Ballaft  for  their  Bellies,  a  God's  NaiM, 
Let  •cm  We  ten  Tire  of  Tceih  a  |)fec€l,  I  care  not. 

^tf/.  But  what  new  raise  Munnion  i 

C$ok.  Pifh,  a  thoufand  ; 

(23)  Vn  mokt  you  Piggs  fpeak  Freneb^  and  a  ikt  SWafi 

(24)  Cbme  fculiing  out  of  England  with  a  Challenge  i 
rU  make  you  a  Difli  ef  Calves-feet  dance  the  Canarie*, 
And  a  Confort  of  crarti'd  Capons  fiddk  lo  'em  ; 

A  Calves  Head  fpeak  an  Oracle,  and  a  dozen  of  Larka 

Rife  from  the  Di(h,  and  fing  all  Supper  time ; 

•Tis  nothing.  Boys  :  Tvc  framed  a  F<M'tificatioi!i 

Out  of  Rye-pa(te»  whkrh  is  impregnabte. 

And  againft  that,  for  two  long  Hours  together;  ' 

Two  dozen  of  Marrow-bones  fhall  play  continually : 

For  Fifh,  Til  make  you  a  Handing  Lake  of  white  Broth| 

And  Pikes  come  pkwing  up  the  Pninrs  before  thtm  % 

(^s)jfrwn  on  a  Dolphin,  playing  Lachrymse, 

And  brave  King  Herring  wjth  his  Oil  and  Onion 

Crown 

(23)  r/I  make  you  PifgsJ^ak  Frinch  at  Tahle^  and  a  fat  ^njumn^ 
Mr.  neoifald  very  jufUy  iirikes  oat  the  Words  at  Tabli^  as  annecef- 
Ikry  to  the  Srnfe  and  bjorioits  to  the  Meafure. 

(24)  ■> .  ■        ■  i»*  andafiU  Snjoak 

Come  failing Mf/  i/*£ngliiD4  wik  a  CMUt^eil     SaiJftig  i| 
only  a  conjedural  Reading  of  the  late  very  corrapt  Editioni ;    the  old 
Quarto  Tcadt,  Come  fcullmg  ouf  of  En^aod.     Mr.  Sjmfjon  tbeneforc. 
propofes  what  I  have  ioi&ted  in  the  Text,  fculiing.    Thus  Milton^ 
2o^  7.  Line  439. 

the  Swan- 
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Her  State  mriik  wmy  km. 
Reading  therefore,  tho'  propot*<l  with  diiidtooe  bf  kt  Author, 
and  iu  coaifmny  with  mccber  ^^fcuddlnjh^  appc»n  quite  felf-evident  ; 
it  liat  all  the  Properties  that  the  juHeft  Si^endatioB  caa  poffibly  haye  & 
it  is  the  neareft  the  Trace  of  the  Letters ;  it  gives  the  craeft  Idea  of  the 
Swanks  Motion,  and  exaffly  fuits  the  Humour  and  Stile  of  the  Context. 
(25)  Arion,  like  a  Do^u, ]    It  is  ftrange  how  vtry  fre« 

auently  the  late  Editions  have  run  into  Corruptions  fo  utterly  from 
le  Trace  of  the  Letten^  that  Criticilui  mult  have  tranfgrefsM  its 
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Croif  n*d  with  a  Lemon  Pill,  his  way  prepared 
With  his  ftrong  Guard  of  Pilchcrs. 

Pant.  Ay  marry.  Matter, 

Cook.  AH  theleare  DOthiog:    Til  make  you  a  flubble 
Goofe 
Turn  o'th*  Toe  thrice,  do  a  crofs  Point  prcfently. 
And  (it  down  again,  and  cry  Come  eat  me : 
Thefe  are  for  Mirth,     Now,  Sir^for  matter  of  Mt^urnjfig> 
ril  |>ring  you  in  the  Lady  Loin  of  Veal,; 
With  the  long  Love  fhe  bore  the  Prince  of  Or^^ge. 

All.  Thou  Boy,  thou  ? 

Cook.  I  have  a  Trick  for  thee  too. 
Ana  a  rare  Trick,  and  I  have  done  it  for  thee. 

Tigo.  What's  that,  good  Matter  ?  -^ 

Cuok.  *Tis  a  Sacrifice. 
A  full  Vine  bending,  like  an  Arch,  and  under 
The  blown  God  Bacchus^  fitting  on  a  Hogttiead, 
(26)  His  Alur  here:  beifore  that,  a  plump  Vintner 
Kneeling,  and  offering  Incenfe  to  his  Deity, 
Which  (hall  be  only  this,  red  Sprats  and  Pitchers. 

But.  This  when  the  Tablets  drawn,  to  draw  theWineon. 

Cook.   Thou  haft  it  right,  and  then  comes  thy  Song^ 
Butler* 

Pant.  This  will  be  admirable. 

Teo.  (3h  Sir,  moft  admirable.  .' 

Cook.  If  you*lI  have  the  Patty  fpcak,  *tis  in  my  power^ 
I've  Fire  enough  to  work  it ;  come,  ftand  clofe. 
And  now  rehearfe  the  Song,  it  may  be  perfedt. 
The  drinking  Song,  and  fay  I  were  the  Brothers. 

Bounds  to  hare  reftor^d  the  Original.  What  Similitude  is  theie  be- 
tween the  Particles  lih  and  on  ?  And  yet  the  Printers  of  thofe  EdiiioD% 
had  put  the  former  for  the  latter,  as  they  have  done  forty  other  Words 
of  as  little  Refemblance  in  this  Play. 

(26)  Hh  Altar  Beer  : ]  The  Quarto  rwds,  His  Altar  here  — 

].  e.'  a  Hogfbead  is  i^rr^;  or  at  this  time  the  Altar  of  Bacchus.  But  the 
late  Editions  chang*d  it  to  what  feemM  to.liaye  an  Affinity  to  the 
Hogihead,  without  obferviog  that  it  wotild  not  make  a  Senfe  with  the 
left  of  the  Sentence. 
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The    drinking   SONG. 

DRink  to  dojf  and  drown  all  Sorrow^ 
Tou  fiall  perhaps  not  do  it  to  morrow^ 
Beft  while  you  have  it  ufeyour  Breathy 
^bertfs  no  drinking  after  Death. 

Wine  works  the  Heart  upy  wakes  the  Wit, 
77:>ere*s  no  Cure  ^gainft  Jge  but  it. 
It  helps  the  Head-ach^  Cough  and  Ptijick^ 
And  is  for  all  Difeafes  Ph^ck. 

Then  let  us  fiviUj  BoySj  for  our  Health, 
fVho  drinks  wellj  loves  the  Conmonwealtb. 
And  he  that  will  to  Bed  go  fiber  j 
Falls  with  the  Leafy  Boys,  Jlill  in  Oftobcr. 

Well  have  you  bom  yourfelves  5  a  red  Deer  Pye,  Boys; 
And  that  no  lean  one,  I  bequeath  your  Virtues  j 
What  Friends  haft  thou 'to  day?  no  Citizens? 

But.  Yes,  Father,  the  old  Crew. 
^  Cook.  By  the  Mafs  true  Wenches  : 
Sirrah,  let  up  a  Chine  of  Beef,  and  a  hot  Pafty, 
And  let  the  JoU  of  Sturgeon  be  corrcfted : 
And  do  you  mark.  Sir,  ftalk  me  to  a  Phealant, 
And  fee  if  you  can  ihoot  her  in  the  Cellar. 

(28)  But.  Gra-mercy,  Dad,  fend  me  thy  rparing  Bo^ijei , 
And  with  fuch  Neftar  I  will  fee  'em  fill'd. 
That  all  thou  ^ak'ft  fhall  be  pure  Helicon. 

(97)  In  the  former  Lcaf^  at  Note  24,  Mr.  Sympfin  is  depriv!d  6f  an  in- 
genious Emendation  by  a  Miftake  at  Prefs.     In  the  third  liine  of  the 

Note»   inllead  of the  dd  ^arto  rtads  fcnlUng  — «  read  ^-^  the  M 

Quarto  reads  fcuiivg,  1  ', 

(28)  Pant.  Go<i  a  mercy,   Lad,  fend  me  thy  roaring  Bottles^  Lad^  for 
Dad,  is  only  the  Reading  of  the  late  Editions  ;  but  the  Qaartb  Teems 
to  have   led  them  into  a  greater  Miftakc,  by  putting  ^lis  faming 
Speech  into  the  Mouth  of  the Tober  grave  hjoncQ,  Panfter^  to  whom  i: 
belongs  neither  by  Chanider  nor  Proce. 

Vol.  V.  Enter 
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Enter  Latorch. 

Monfieur  Latorch?  What  News  within? 

Lat.  Save  you, 
Save  you,  good  Matter ;  fave  you,  Ger>tlemen, 
You're  calling  for  this  Preparation ; 
This  joyiui  Supper  for  the  royal  Brothers  : 
Tm  glad  I  have  met  you  fitly,  for  t*  your  Charge, 
My  bountihjl  brave  Butler,  I  muft  deliver 
A  Bevie  of  young  Laffcs,  that  muft  look  on 
This  Night's  Solemnity,  and  fee  the  two  Dukes, 
Or  1  (hall  lofe  my  Credit ;  you  have  Stowage  ? 

But.  For  fuch  Freight  Til  find  room,  and  be  your  Servant.' 
^    Cook.  Bring  them,  they  fhall  not  ftarvc  here,  I'll  fend 

*emVi£luals 
Shall  work  you  a  good  turn,  though't  be  ten  days  hence. 
Sir. 
Lat.  Gra-mercy,  noble  Mafter. 
Cook.  Nay,  I'll  do't. 
Teo.  And  Wine  they  (hall  not  want,  let  *em  drink  like 

Ducks. 
Lat.  What  Mifery  it  is  that  Minds  fo  royal. 
And  fuch  moft  honeft  Bounties,  as  yours  are. 
Should  be  confin'd  thus  to  Uncertainties  ? 
But.  Ay,  were  the  State  once  fettled,  then  we  had  Places. 
Teo.  Then  we  could  (hew  ourielves,  and  help  our  Friends, 

Sir. 
Cook.  I,  then  there  were  (bme  Savour  in't,  where  now 
We  live  between  two  Stools,  every  Hour  ready 
To  tumble  on  our  Nofes ;  and  for  ought  we  know  yet. 
For  all  this  Supper,  ready  to  faft  the  next  Day. 

Lat.  I  would  fain  (peak  unto  you  out  of  Pity, 
Out  of  the  Love  I  bear  you,  out  of  Honefty, 
For  your  own  Goods ;  nay,  for  the  general  Blelfing. 
Cook.  And  we  would  as  fain  hear  you,  pray  go  forward. 
Lat.  Dare  you  but  think  to  make  yourfelves  up  Cer- 
tainties, 
Your  Places  and  your  Credits  ten  times  doubled. 
The  Prince's  Favour,  Rollo'%  ? 
Bus.  A  fwect  Gentleman. 

Tio. 
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Te$^  Ay,  and  ts  bounteous,  if  he  had  his  Right  too. 
Cm^.  By  the  Mais  a  Roval  Gencleman  iode^  Boys, 
(He'd  make  the  Chimnies  itnoak. 
Ltd.  HcwouMdo%  Friends, 
I  And  you  too,  if  he  had  his  Right,  true  Court  icrs  ; 
What  could  you  want  then  ?  dare  you? 
Cook.  Przj  be  fliort.  Sir, 

Lot.  And  this  my  Soul  upon't,'  I  dare  aflUre  you. 
If  you  but  dare  yoqr  Part3. 

Cook.  Dare  not  me,  Monficur, 
For  I  that  fear  not  Fire  nor  Water,  Sir, 
Dare  do  enough,  a  Man  would  think. 

2So,  Bclicvc't,  Sir? 
But  OMike  this  good  upon  us  you  have  promisMt 
You  (hall  not  find  us  Flinchers. 

Lat.  Thcnril  be  fuddcn. 

Fan^.  What  may  this  mean  r   And  whither  Would  he 
drive  us  ? 

Lat.  And  firft,  for  what  you  muft  do,  ^caufe  all  Danger 
Shall  be  apparently  ty'd  up  and  muzzl'dj 
The  Mvtcr  fecming  mighty:  There's  your  Pardoqs. 

Pant.  Pardons  ?  Is^  come  that  ?  Good  Gods  defend  us. 

JC^.  And  here's .  five  hundred  Crowns  in  bountepus 
£ameft. 
And  now  behold  the  matter. 

[Latorch  gives  tacb  a  Paper » 

But.  What  are  thefe.  Sir  ? 

Teo.  And  of  what  Nature  ?  To  what  Ufe  ?. 

Lai.  Imagine. 

Cook.  Will  they  kill.Rats  ?  they  eat  my  Pyes  abominably. 
Or  work  upon  a  Woman  cold  as  Chriftmas? 
I  have  an  old  Jade  (licks  upon  my  Fingers, 
May  I  tafte  them  ?, 

Ztf .  Is  your  Will  made  ? 
ikai  have  you  faid  your  Prajiers  ?  for  they'll  pay  you : 
And  now  to  come  up  to  you",  for  your  Knowledge, 
i^d  for  the  good  you  never  ihall  repent^  you»  . 
If  you  tr  wife  McQ  now. 

S\;.  Wife,  as  yoa  wjll,  Sir, 
.  Thefe  muft  be  put  then  into  the  Ibv^ral  Meat» 

Young 
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Young  Otlo  lovesi  by  you  into  his  Wine,  Sir, ' 
Into  his  Bread  by  you,  by  you  into 
His  Unncn.   C19)  Now  if  you  dcfirc,  you've  found 
The  means  to  make  you,  and  if  you  dare  not^  you 
Have  found  your  Ruin  \  reiblve  me  e*cr  I  go. 

But.  You'll  keep  your  Faith  with  us  ? 

Lot.  May  I  no  more  fee  Light  el(e.  . 

Cook.  Why  'tis  done  then. 

But.  'Tis  done. 

Pant.  'Tis  done  which  (hall  be  undone. 

Lat.  About  it  then,  farewel,  yVe  all  of  one  Mind  ? 

Cook.  AIL 

M.  All,  ail. 

Lat.  Why  then,  aO  happy.  \Exit. 

But.  What  did  we  promife  him  P 

Teo.  Do  you  ask  that  now  } 

But.  I  wouki  be  glad  to  know  what  'tis. 

mPan.  ril  tell  you. 
It  is  to  be  all  Villains,  Knaves  and  Traitors. 

Cook.  Fine  wholefome  Titles. 

Pant.  But  if  we  dare  go  forward— 

Cook.  We  may  b'  hang'd,  drawn»  and  quartered. 

Pant.  Very  true.  Sir.  [lows? 

Cook.  Oh,  'What  a  goodly  Swing  fliall  I  give  the  Gal- 
Yet  I  think  too 

This  may  be  done,  and  we  too  may  be  rewarded. 
Not  with  a  Rope,  but  with  a  royal  Mailer : 
And  yet  we  may  be  han^'d  too.,  2eo.  Say  it  weredone  i 
Who  is  i|  done  for  ?  is  it  not  for  Rollo  ? 
And  for  his  Right  ? 
•    Cook.  And  yet  we  may  be  hang*d  too^ 

r. 

-  * 

(29)  Nfw  if  you  iifire^  yarn  Isanie  fovnd  the  tkeans 

79  make  yWf  and  if  you  iiare  not^  you' bam  \   '  z  '  " 

Found  your  Ruin ;  — 1  Mr.  Bymffin  fays,  that  difire  in  ^  firft 
line  Biooid  fdfevidedtlx  be  dari^  as.%vdlatici  the  fecond ; '  I  oat* 
Bot  agree  to  this,  the  old  Text  is  pttfedly  good  Sen(e,  and  the  Ch|ym 
proposM  would  inju;e  tne  Mtafure*  which  having  indeed  been  ^ 
Confufion  iiv  the  former  Editions,  Was  not  attended  to  by  Mr.  Sympfim^ 
The  Senfe  is  plainly  this.  No-w  if  you  have  an  Inciination  to  ikakt 
fourfeJvis,  you  havo  means  to  do  it  t  bi^t  if  Cmoardici  deters  yon^  Til 
ruin  MM  alt  that  joumay  ^ot  dijco%er  me..  ^^^ 

But, 


/ 
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Ill 


Bui.  Or  fay  be  take  it,  iay  we  be  dilcovered  ? 
Tto.  Is  not  the  fame  Man  bound  ftill  to  proccA  us 
Are  we  not  his  ? 
Bui.  Sure  he  will  never  fail  us. 

Cook.  If  he  do.  Friends,  we  fliall  find  that  will  hold  ut. 
And  yet  methinks,  this  Prologue  to  our  Purpofe, 
Thefe  Crowns  fhould  promife  more :  'tis  eafily  done. 
As  eafie  as  a  Man  would  roaft  an  Egg,    . 
If  that  be  all  ;  for  look  you.  Gentlemen, 
Here  (land  my  Broths,  my  Finger  flips  a  litrie, 
Down  drops  a  Dofe,  I  ilir  him  with  my  Ladle,  '. 

And  there's  a  Di(h  for  a  Duke :  Olla  Podrida.        '       ' 
Here  ftands  a  bak'd  Meat,  he  wants  a  little  feaibning^ 
A  fboliih  Miftake ;  my  Spice- Box,  Gentlemen, 
And  put  in  ibme  of  this,  the  Matter's  ended  ; 
Dredge  you  a  Difli  of  Plovers,  there's  the  Art  on'ti 
(30)  Or  in  a  GalingalCi  a  little  does  it. 

Tco:  Or  as  I  fill  my  Wine.  '^         • 

Cook.  'Tis  very  true.  Sir, 
Blefling  it  with  your  Hand,  thus  quick  and  neatly  firft, 
'Tis  paft. 

Teo.  And  done  once,  *tis  as  eafie  ' 
For  him  to  thank  us  for  it,  and  reWard  us. 

Pant.  But  'tis  a  damned  Sin. 

Cook.  I  never  fear  that. 
The  Fire*s  my  Play-fellow.  -Now  Vm  rcfolv*d.  Boys. 

But.  Why  then,  have  with  you. 

Teo.  The  lame  for  me.  '  ' 

Pant.  For  mc  too. 

Cook.   And  now  no  more  our  Worfliips,    but.  our 

Lordihips.  • 

Pant.  Not  this  Yearj  on  my  Knowledge,  Pll  unloifd, 

you.  [Exeunt. 

(30)  Or  in  M  Galingali^\  UttU  dois  it.'}  This  Line  is  reftoitd  from 
tlie  old  Quarto.  GaitmgaU,  the  Diaionaries  cell  us,  is  an  IifdiamHab 
W€rj  (kvoury .  It  wai  probaUv  cat  eithrr  as  a  Salad,  or  Pickle,  or  u&d  in 
ibme  Sauce,  otherwife  it  is  (carcel^  inielligibie  in  this  Place. 
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Enter  Servant  and  Sewer. 

•  •  •  •  ,  -  ■ 

Ser.  P^rfurne  the  Room  rourtd,  and  prepare  the  Tabic, 
Genricmcn  Officers,  wait  in  your  Places. 

Sew.  Make  room  there, 
Room  for  the  Dike's  Meat.    Gentlemen,  be  bare  there. 
Clear  all  the  JKn^ncc :  Guard,  put  by  thofc  Gapers, 
And  Gcntfcmea-Uftcrs,  fee  the  Gallery  clear. 
The  Dukes  ^e  coming  on. 

Enter  Sophia,   between  RoUo  and  Otto,    Aubrey, 

Latdreh,  (^sbert,  Baldwin^  Attmdmts^ 

Hamond,  MatiMa,  and  Edith. 

Ser.  *Tis  certainly  Informed.    Otto.  Reivard  the  I^ellow, 
And  look  you  mainly  to  it.    Ser.  My  Life  for  your? ^  3ir. 

Scfb.  Now  am  I  ftraighc,  my  Lords,  and  yoqng  agjuot 
My  long  fince  bl^ft^  Hopes  fhoot  out  in  Bloflbms, 
The  Fruits  of  everlaftli^  Love  appearing ; 
Oh!  my  bleft  Boys^  the  Honour  of  my  Years, 
Of  all  my  Cares,  the  bounteous  fair  Rewarders. 
Oh  I  let  me  thus  embrace  you,  thus  for  ever 
^ithjn  a  Mother's  pDve  lock  up  your  Friendfhip : 
And  my  fweet  Sons,  once  more  with  mutual  Twining, 
As  one  chafte  Bed  begot  you,  make  one  Body  : 
BlefTmgs  from  Heav*n  in  thoufand  Show'rs  fa|l  on  jou. 

^uh*  Oh !  Woo^aa's  Goodoefs  never  to  be  equallM, 
^ay  the  moft  finfui  Creatures  of  thy  Sex 
But  kneeling  at  thy  Monumei^r,*  rife  Saints. 

Soph.  Sit  down  my  worthy  Sons  ^  my  Lords,  your 
places. 
Ay,  now  m^htnks  the  Tablets  npbly  furnrfht ; 
Now  the  Meat  noorifbes ;   the  Wine  gives  Spirit ; ' 
And  all  the  Room  (lack  with  a  gicneral  Plcafure, 
Shews  like  the  peaceful  (3 1 )  Bower  of  Happinels. 

(^0  — ^^B©ugh8^ffii//z/f(/}.]    The  Corruption  of  the  two  laic 
Ediiions. 

Aubr. 
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jtubr.  Long  may  ic  laft,  and  from  a  Heart  fitlM  with  it. 
Full  as  my  Cup  *,  1  give  ic  round,  my  Lords. 

Bald.   And  may  that  ftubborn  Heart  be  drunk  with 
Sorrow 

Rcfuies  it ;  Men  dying  now  fhould  take  it» 
And  by  the  Virtue  of  this  Ceremony 
Shake  off  their  Miferies^  and  deep  in  Peace* 

RoL  You're  fad^  my  noble  Brother* 

Ouo.  No,  indeed.  Sir. 

Sopb.  No  iadnelst  my  fweet  Son,  this  Day. 

RoL  Pray  you  eat. 
Something  is  here  you've  lov'd  i  taftc  of  thii  Dift, 
It  will  prepare  your  Stomach. 

O//^.  Thank  you.  Brother : 
[  am  not  now  difpos*d  to  eat.    RoL  Or  that^ 
If  ou  put  us  out  of  heart,  Man^  come»  thefe  bakM  Meatt 
Were  ever  your  beft  Diet.    - 

OUo.  None,  I  thank  you. 

Sopb.  Are  you  well,  noble  Child  f 

Oilp.  Yes,  gracious  Mother. 

RoL   Give,  him  a  Cup  of  Wine,  then,    pledge  the 
Health, 
I^rink  it  to  me,  Til  give  it  to  my  Mochen 

Sopb.  Do,  my  beft  Child. 

Otto.  I  muft  not,  my  beft  Mother, 
Indeed  I  dare  not ;  for  of  late,  my  Body 
jHaa  been  muchweakned  by  excefs  of  Diet  i 
rrhe  promife  of  a  Fever  hanging  on  me, 
And  e'en  now  ready^  if  not  by  Abftinence— — 

(32)  RoL  And  will  you  keep  it  in  this  general  freedom  1 
Jl  little  Health  preferr'd  before  oar  Fricndihip  ? 

(3t)  Rol.  JndwiUymkapiiinthtiginirAifriedtmt 

AUttli  Hiitlihptifirr'dbabre  iur  FriiM4/Blfift 
Otto.  Ipraj^jou  excu/e  ms^  Sir,]  Thefe  Lines  are  not  found 
in  the  old  Qoarto,  yet  no  one  can  well  doubt  of  their  being  gen  uine.  It 
inaT  be  aftk'd  thet)»  hoir  eame  the  Polio  of  1679,  which  abounds  with 
facn  nomberlefs  Krrors  in  this  Play^  more  almolt  than  any  other,  now 
a  fecond  time  to  have  reftored  fomething  totally  loft  by  the  old  Qtiarto  f 
(  See  the  former  Inftance  m  the  firft  Scene  of  this  Play )  Undoubtedly 
the  &mf  Hand  which  r^or^  feveral  Songs,  Prologues,  and  Epilogues, 
in  that  Edition ;  of  whoa  an  Accoant  will  be  given  in  the  Prmcc. 

V«  L.  V.  H  0tio. 
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OttQ.  \  pray  you  excufe.mes  Sir. 

RcL  Excufe  yourfelf,  Sir» 
(33)  Come  /tis  your  Fear,  and  not  your  Feyer,  Brother^ 
And  you  have  done  me  a  moft  woithy  Kindnefs, 
My  Royal  Mother,  and  you  Noble  Lords } 
Hear,  ror  it  now  concerns  me  to  fpeak  boldly  i 
What  Faith  can  be  e?cpe&ed  from  nis  Vows, 
From  his  diflembling  Smiles,  what  fruit  of  Friendffu^ 
From  all  his  full  Embraces,  what  bleli  Ifliie, 
When  he  fjiall  brand  ;ne  h^^  for  bafe  SufpicioD  ? 
He  takes  me  for  a  Poifoner. 

$opfj.  Gods  defend  it.  Son. 

Otto.  I  could  fay  fomethici^tso. 

Soph.  You  muft  not  fb.  Sir, 
Without  your  great  forgptfiUoefs  of  Virtue ; 
This  isyour  Brother,  and  your  honoured  Brother* 
Indeed  your  loving  Brother* 

Rol.  If  he  pleale  fo. 

Soph.  One  noble  Father,  with  as  noble  Thou^t^ 
Begot  your  Minds  and  Bodies }  one  care  rockt  you^ 
And  one  Truth  to  you  both  was  ever  faotd  y 
Now  fye  my  Otto^  whither  flies  your  Goodaefs  ? 
Becaufe  the  right  Hand- has  the  power  of  cuttiag. 
Shall  the  left  prefencly  cry  out  'tis  maim'd  ? 
They're  one,  my  Child*  one  Power,  and  one  Pedbrmaooe^ 
And  joined  togaher  thus*  one  Love,  one  Body. 

Aubr.  I  ()o  befeechc  your  Grace,  take  to  your  Thoughts 
More  certain  Cpuniellors  than  Doubts  or  FcarS| 
They  ftrangJe  Nature,  and  difpedc  tbemfehpca 
{If  Once  believ'd)  into  fuch  Foggs  and  Errors 
That  the  bright  Troth  herfclf  am  never  fever : 
Your  Brother  is  a  royal  Gentleman 
Full  of  htmlelf.  Honour,  and  HOnefty, 
(34)  And  take  heed.  Sir,  how  Nature  bent  to  Goodnefs^ 

(33)  Corns  Uit your  Fiar^  smd  nwijomr  ^vmar^  Br§iJkr,^    AgrcA 
Corrapuon  of  the  lace  £ditioD«. 

(34)  Jnil  taki  had.  Sir,  bo^Jtf  ffatun  hint  to  Gwdmfs^ 
(SoflreigbtaCedarXoh\mi^f)UprigbfneJs 

be  nvrefled from  hit  true  aie,  frovi  mot  dangerout.    Tilt  Pkf* 
6{e,  which  as  it  iuu  been  hitherto  printed^  feeing  to  Mr.  Symfjim 

/  quite 
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Set  fti«ight  a  Cedar  in  Mdfv  Ub^!^^ 

Being  wrefled  ftom  ks  rvue  Ba^/  prove  Hdt  4alig^M(l. 

i?^/.  Nay,  my  gbod  Brothel*  knows  I  am  too  pacJcrtt* 

Lot.  Why  ftioSd  yow  Grac6think  hkn  a  Poifonct  f 
Has  he  no  more  rdpeft  to  Pfdiy  ? 
i\.nd  buc  he  has  b^  Otfh  tyM  up  hisFtiry, 
^Vbo  durftdoc  think  that  Thought  f 

ybibr.  Away,  thou  Krcbrand. 

Lat.  If  Men  of  his  Sort,  of  his  t^owcr,  and  Place, 
Xhe  eldeft  Son  in  Honour  to  this  Dukedom. 

Bald.   For  Ihame  contain  fhy  Tongue,  thy  poifbnous 
Tongue, 
TTmt  with  her  burning  Venom  wJU  irifcft  all j  ^ 

i^nd  once  more  blow  a  Wild-fire  through  the  Bokedonl. 

Gisb.  Latorcb^  if  thou  bcTft  honeft,  or  a  Man; 
Contain  thyfelf.  '        »   i    ^ 

jfubr.  Go  to,  no  more,  by  Heav*n  i^ 

You'll  find  you've  pkid  the  Fool*cMe,  not  a  Wtn^d  more. 

Sa^.  Prithee  fwcct  Son. 

SjdI.  Let  him  alone  f\*cct  Mother,  and'  my  Lords 
To  make  you  undcrftand  how  ipuch  J  honour 
Xhis  lacrcd  Peace,  and  next  my  Tnnoccnce,       '    ' 
And  to  avoid  all  further  difference  .  t    . 

IDifcourfe  may  draw  on  to  a  way  of  Danger,  = 

M.  quit  my  Place,  and  take  my  leave  for  this  Niglit, 
*Wi(hing  a  general  Joy  may  dwell  amopg  you. 

Aubr.  Shall  we  wait  on  yoyr  Qrace  ? 

Rol.  I  ds^re  not  break  jrou.  Laforcb.  [Ex.  Rol.  and  Lat. 

(35)  Sopb^  Do  you  not  now  perceive  your  Brother^ 
Sweetheis  i 


qpim  umiitel]i«ble»  like  a  cryftal  Stream  diilarbM  in  a  bright  Day, 
contains  the  gutiering  Fragmenti  of  a  moft  poetick  Sentiment.  I  ftrike 
cmt  the  Parenthc£f»  and  raad*  ft/k(f  fn  bimfiif,  ic  being  evident  that 
ZJfriibtmfi  n  the  fhe^t  Cedar.  Beimt  ibr  d  reflorea  the  Orammtr, 
and  LiMip  Gr§wtk,  or  Cagr/i^  inSkm  of  ufip  wiU  either  of  them 
carry  on  the  Meeanhor  f  fo  will  B^^r,  and  as  that  is  nearetl  the  Trace 
of  the  Lfetten,  tho^  it  bot  this  Inllant  occurred,  I  (hall  venture  icint^ 
the  Text. 

(35)  Soph.  DtfjPMT  9ot  mw  fercei'veynir  Brother* s  S^fftne/s^)  This 
line,  feftor'd  from  the  old  Quarto,  the  Negative  rather  ftrengthening 
the  Scnfe  and  perfefUng  the  Meafure,  is  added  by  Mr.  Symffin, 

H  a  Ou§. 


m6  Tie  Bloody  f Brother^ 

One.  Oh  Mother,  that  your  Tcndcrncfs  bad  Eyt»i 
Difterning  Eyes,  what  would  this  Man  appear  then  i 
The  Tale  of  Sinon  when  he  tpok  upon  him 
To  ruin  ^roy\  ^with  what  a  Cloud  of  Cunning 
He  hid  his  Heart,  nothing  appearing  outwards. 
But  canie  like  Innocence,  and  dropping  Pity, 
Sighs  that  would  fink  a  Navy,  and  had  Taks       ; 
Able  to  take  the  Ears  of  Saipts,  belief  too  ; 
And  what  did  all  thefe?  Bi^w  the  Fire  to  Ilim. 
(36)  His  crafty  Arc  (but  moi;c  rcfin'd  by  Study  j 
My  Brother  has  put  on :  Oh  I  could  tell  you. 
But  for  the  Reverence  I  bear  to  Nature, 
Things  that  would  make  yqur  honeft  Blood  i;un  backward/ 

Sopb.  You  dare  tell  me  ? 

Olto.  Yes,  in  your  private  Clofet, 
Where  I  will  prefently  attend  you  >  rife, 
I  am  a  little  troubled,  but  'twill  ofi. 

S4fpb.  Is  this  the  Joy  I  look'd  for  ? 

Otio.  All  will  mend. 
Be  not  difturb'd,  dear  Mother,  Til  not  fail  you  J     * 

lExeunS  Soph,  and  OttQ. 

BaU.  I  do  not  like  this. 

Jabr.  That's  flill  in  our  Powers, 
But  how  to  make  it  fo  that  we  may  like  it— — 

B^ld.  (37)  Beyond  us  ever  Latorcb  nnethought  was  bufie^ 
That  Fellow,  if  not  lookt  to  narrowly. 
Will  do  a  fudden  Mifchief.    Jub.  Hkll  look  to  him. 
For  if  there -may  be  a  Devil  above  all,  yet 
That  Ro^ue  will  nuke  him ;  keep  you  up  this  Night, 
And  fb  will  I,  for  much  I  fear  a  banger. 

Bald.  I  win,  and  in  my  Watches  ufe  my  Prayers. 

[Exeunt. 

.  (36)  His  crafty  Art  (hit  m§rt  refined  iy  StiufyJ  ]  Thia  line,  fo 
neceflary  to  the  Senfe  and  uqdoubtedly  gentiiney  is  not  in  the  Qoarto^ 
bat  was  reftored  from  the  Copy  mention*d  in  the  laft  Note  but  one. 

(37)  Beyond  u J  ever;  Latorch  metbougbt  'was  hufie,"]  B/  this 
Pointing  BaldwiH  fhould  continue  Auhrefi  Speech,  and  declare  that 
it  wai  not  in  their  Powers  to  redrefs  their  Misfortunes,  But  as  Bald* 
Hvia  propofes  a  Means  to  prevent  Latorcb'* n  Defigns  hy  diligently 
watching  theniy  1  think  I  have  put  a  more  natural  Pointing  into  the 
IVxt. 

ACT 
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ACT    III.         S  C  E  N  E      I. 

^    Enter  Sophia^  Otto,  Matilda,  and  Edith. 

OJto.l^  O  U  wonder.  Madam,  that  for  all  the  Shews 

j[    My  Brother  Roilo  makes  of  hearty  Love, 
And  free  PoflelHon  of  the  Dukedom  'twixt  us,   • 
I  notwithftandiiig  (hould  ftand  ftill  fufpicious. 
As  if,  beneath  thofe  Veils,  he  did  convey 
Ificents  and  Pradrices  of  Hate  and  Treafon  ? 
(3  8 J  Sopb.  It  breeds  indosd  my  Wonder. 
-  Oit$.  Which  makes  mine^^ 
Since  'tis  fo  iafe  and  broad  a  beaten  Way, 
Beneath  the  Name  of  Friendfhip  to  betray. 

Sopb.  Though  in  remote  and  further-off  Affedtions, 
Thefe  Falfhoods  are  fo  common,  yet  in  him 
They  cannot  fo  force  Nature. 

Osso.  The  more  near 
The  Bands  of  Truth  bind,  the  nK>re  oft  they  fever. 
Being  better  Cibaks  to  cover  Falfhood  ever. 

Sopb.  (39)  It  cannot  be,  that  Fruits  the  Tree  fo  blading, 
Can  grow  in  Nature  :  Take  heed,  gentle  Son, 
Ijtft  tome  fuborn'd  Suggefter  of  thefe  Treafons, 

(38)  Soph.  //  ^riidii  indfed  my  Wonder. 

Otto.  Which  makis  mine^l  Mr.  Sjmpfon  (ays,  that  the  Same- 
^^  between  brttdt  and  makts  is  mean,  and  would  therefore  read 
*^ — flakes,  i.  c.  fuencha.  But  he  happened  to  overlook  the  Meaning 
^^O//0*s  Reply.  Sophia  wonders  that  he  (hould  conceive*  fuch  an 
f^inion  of  his  Brother,  and  he  anfwers,  that  he.  wonders  that  (he 
u^otilcl  wonder  at  \u  and  then  gives  his  Reafon.     Since  Uis  Sec. 

f  iV))  Ituinnotbe,  that  Fruits^  the^ree  fo  biafting,']  Mr.  Theoba/d, 
^''On  the  old  Quarto,  puts  ^''— (the  Tree  fo  blajiing)  in  a  Parencheli;, 
^^4  Mr.  Sjmpfon  would  read  bUftedi  both  join  in  the  fame  Senfe,  thf 
T^ee  being  fo  blafted^  or  of  fuch  a  blafting  Nature.  But  if  the  Tree 
^  fo  bla^d,  or  blafting,  where  is  the  Wonder  that  ic  (boald  produce 
°^  Fruit?  I  (Irike  out  even  the  Comma,  and  underdand  it  in  this 
^^ic.  //  cannot  be  that  Fruits  fo  blafting  the  Tree  fr/tm  'whence  they 
^uMg  fbould grow  in  Nature.     Here  RolU  is  the  Fruit,  fhe  herfelf  the 

^rec,  one  of  whofe  natural  Branches  Rolh  would  blaft,  and  by  Con- 

^^ocncc  the  Tree  itfelf. 

H  3  BelicvM 
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BelicvM  in  him  by  you,  (40)  provoke  the  rather 
His  tender  Envies  ta  fuch  foul  Attecnpcs  ; 
Or  that  your  too  much  Love  to  rule  alone     " 
f4i)  Bred  not  of  him  this  jealous  Paflion ; 
There  is  not  any  111  we  miglit  notbeaf,    * 
Were  n«)t  our  Good  held  at  a  Price  too  dear.-    > 
Ott6.  So  apt  is  Treachery, to  be  excus'd,     •  - 
That  Innocence  is  ftill  aloud  abu^M ;. 
*  The  Fate  of  Virtue  ev'n  her  Friends  perverts^ 
To  plead  for  Vice  oft-times  againft  their  JFieartSt 
(42)  HeavVs  Bleffing  is  her  Curfc,  which  flic  mud  bear^ 
That  (he  may  never  love,  h'erfelf  too  dear. . 

Sspb. 

(40)  ■  ^fWidiCd.thiraiifr 

Mil  tender  Envies^  tofutb  foutMtempt$ ; }    If  wc  underftand 
£n<vies  in  the  Enziijb  Senf^,  it  mail  mean,  his  Eiivy  that  is  as  jet  but 
tender  and  IkUe»  oy  Provocatioo  may  be^cbore  to  the  fcroleil  Aitem^. 
^ut  by  its  being  put  in  the  Plural  Number »  I  believe  the  PoeTvkitciided 
n  French  Senfe  of  the  Word,  Envie,   Indication  of  Defire^  and  I « 
think  I  have  before  met  with  it  in  our  Authors  in  that  Senfe,  but  am 
not  certain.     This,  en  tajfant.     The  chief  thing  tt>  be  obferved  k  a 
Corruption  in  the  Word  frowk'dt   which  implies*  Sefiua*B  Bdief  oC 
Jte//o^s  Attempt,   which  it  ia  evident  (he  did  nor gtye  Credit  to.   ( 
read  therefore  provoke.    This  Corruption  in  the  oH  Quarto  led  the 
late.£ditions  into  the  Change  of  a  Psu'tide  which  I  Aail  mention  iit 
the  next  Note. 

(41)  Breed  not  in  him  thh pakuM Pajf^mi'^    TkeoktQuartareade^' 

Bred  not  of  him  thisjeabus  Paffion, 
The  jealous  Paflion  therefore  is  0//a^s,  not  R§IU\  and  evidently  prov«e 
the  Corre^ion  in  the  above  Note^  the  Obfervalion  of  which  led  to  « 
more  narrow  Examination  of  the  Qijarto  ia  this  l<ine»  befiMe  whick 
the  Chance  of  the  Partide  of  to  in  had  efcap*d  me»  as  it  did  both 
Mr.  Theobald  2Xidi  Mr.  Sjmp/on^  y/hxch  (hews  how  exceedingly  liad>l« 
to  Overfights  moft  of  us  are  in  the  Colktioa  of  Editioss.  Ther«  it  ttm^ 
Play  of  our  Authors*  that  we  have  either  gf  us  taken  more  pains  in  the 
Collation  of.  We  have  each  made  fevcral  hundred  Corrections  from 
the  Quarto  too  numerous  to  be  Reted>  but  withont  the  others  Af- 
ililance  each  of  us  had  mifs'd  a  very  confiderable  Number ;  and  I  doubt 
not  but  many  will  Hill  remain  unotTferved  by  us  all.  The  Confequence 
I  would  frequently  inculcate  to  every  Critic  and  evtty  Reader,  that 
the  former  mould  never  pretend  to-,  nor  thc^  latter  exa^  In^ilifc^ficy  i 
both  which  have  been  frequently,  and  almoft  conftantly  done  in  a 
Science  in  its  own  Nature  the  moH  fellible  in  the  World.  ^ 

(42)  Hta'u'n^s  BUfftng  is  her  Cur/e^  nuhicbjhe  mvft  bior^ 
That  fie  may  newer  love, 

SopK.  jflasf  my  Son.  8cc,  ]    The  fecond  line  is  left  thus  imper- 
ils in  Senfe  and  Meafq/C  in  all  the  Editions.  .  By  obferving  the  Ten* 

4ency 
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Sopb.  AJm,  my  Son,  nor  Fate,  nor  Hcav*ii  ifiy f, 
Can  or  would  wreft  rty  whole  Care  of  your  Gbod  , 
Xo  any  leaft  SeCurenefs  in  your  III : 
"What  I  urge  ifiijes  from  my  curious  Fear ; 
trcft  you  ihould  make  your  means  to  'fcapc  your  Snare. 
I>oubt  of  Sincereneis  is  the  only  Mean 
^oc  to  incenffe  ir^  but  corrupt  it  clean. 

Ouo.  1  reft  as  ftr  fix>m  wrong  of  all  Sincercneft, 
As  he  flies  from  the  Praftice ;  truft  me,  Madafn, 
I  know  hj  their  Confeffion^,  he  fuborn'd, 
V^hat  I  Ihould  eat,  drihk,  touch,  or  only  Ve  fcertted, 
Xhis  Evening*Feaft  was  poiibn'd,  (43)  but  I.fcar 
His  open  Violence  more,  that  treacherous  Odds, 
A^hich  he,  in  his  iniatiate  Third  of  Rule, 
I3  like  to  es^ecute. 

Sapb.  Believe„it„  Son, 
If  ftill  hi^  Stomach  be  fo  foul  to  feed 
On  fuch  gro&Obje&i,  and  that  Third:  to  rule 
The  State  albtid,  be  yet  unquehch*d  in  him, 

dcncy  of  the  Senfe  one  oulj  wk.  What  is  the  moral  Reaioq  why  Vir- 
tue in  this  Life  (heald  be  permitted  by  Heav*ii  to  fall  unier  Qbioq^j 
and  Difgrace  ?  Left  Self-approbation  and  Self-love  (hould  puff  np  thict 
Heart  5  the  virtuoui  Man  to  Pride  and  Vanity.  The  foHoMring 
Words  gi^e  thia  Senfe,  ^d  compleat  the  Rhime. 

■  ■     I '       'which  fiii  mufi  htar,\ 

nat  /be  may  «#Wr  iW#  herfeif  too  dear. 
After  thb  had  occarr*d,   by  lookihg'bick  I  foimd  this  mS(fe'  a  direQ 
Parody  to  the  Condafion  of  ^^i&iVt  laft  Speech.  r 

ntrt  ii  99t  any  111  nrn  might  not  hiar, 
JFfn  a9i  9Ur  GhJ  biliai  a  Fria  £99  dior. 

This  therefore  adds  greatly  t^  the  Prohabitity  of  the  Coidjeaure. 

(43)  ■" hnt  If  ear  , 

^   This  open  VieUnce  more^  that  treacherous  Oiis^ 

WhiehUi^htA  7his,  for  His,  is  only  the  Corruption  of 
the  laf^  Editions ;  bot  Mr.  ^Mjf^y^thinks  there  is  another  Mi(lake» 
and  that  we  flibuld  tead,  —  »^r<  than  treacherous  Odds,  I  can'c 
afl*ihit  to  this.  A  Mail  ma^  ufe  treacherous  Odds,  tho'  ht  alTaulu  ano- 
ther in  thte  6pai  Marktt-place.  Otto  is  not  made  to  fear  his  open 
Violence,  if  he  had  a  fair' Opportunity  of  Self-defence,  and  fo  him- 
fdf  ezprelfes  it,  when  he  is  bafely  aHaulted  before  his  Mother  and 
Sifter. 

■  ■     ■    ■         but  yield  a  Skvord, 
.    Jud  let  thy  arming  thee  he  Odds  enough 
Jgainft  vvf  naked  Bo/om, 

H  4  PoifoM 
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Foifon$  and  fach  clofe  Treafons  ask  more  timCs 
Than  can  fuffice  his  fiery  Spirit's  Hafte : 
And,  were  there  in  him  fuch  Defire  to  hide 
So  falfe  a  Praftke,  there  would  likewife  reft 
Confcience  and  Fear  in  him  of  open  Force^ 
And  therefore  clofe  nor  open  you  need  fear. 

Mat.  Good  Madam,  Hand  not  fo  inclined  to  truft 
What  proves  his  tendreft  Thoughts  to  doubt  It  }uft^ 
Who  knows  not  the  unbounded  Flood  and  Sea, 
In  which  my  Brother  RoUc^^  Appetites 
Alter  and  rage  with  every  Puff  and  Breath?  { 

His  fweliing  Blood  exhales,  and  therefore  hcari 
What  gives  my  temperate  Brother  Caufe  to  ufe 
His  readied  CircumfpcAion,  and  confuk 
For  Remedy  againft  all  his  wicked  Purpofes ; 
Jf  he  arm,  arm ;  if  he  drew  Mines  of  Treafon, 
Meet  him  wkh  Countermines  ;  it  is  Juftice  ftill 
(For  Goodo^fs  fake)  t*  encounter  III  with  111. 

Soph.  Averc  from  us  fuch  Juftice,  e^al  Heav'n, 
And  all  fuch  Caufe  of  Juftice. 

Oho.  Paftall  Doubt 
^or  all  the  facred  Privilege  of  Night) 
This  is  no  time  for  us  tp  fleep  or  reft  in  ; 
(44)  Who  knows  not  all  things  holy  are  perverted 
To  th»  Ends  of  all  Impiety  ?  thus  Darknefi 
Lulls  all  things  in  Security^  all  but 
I^uft^  Gain,  Ambitk)n« 

(44)  W^h0  k99V3s  noiallibiwgs  hfy  an  preveBtod» 

ITM  Ends  of  all  Imfitty.  all  bui 

Luft,  Gain,  Ambition.']  When  a  PaiSfage  is  utterljr  darkenM,  m 
this  before  us,  and  ahnoft  evident!/  by  the  Lofs  of  a  wMe  Seotence» 
His iinpoilible  to  reftore  it  witb  certainty;  bat  a  due  Obferyance  <^ 
the  Tendency  of  the  Qontej^t,  the  Charaaer  that  utters  it,  and  the 
Genius  and  Spirit  of  the  Author^  may  lead  ^%  with  high  Probability^to 
the  Sentiment,  tho^  not  to  the  exa^  Words  of  the  Original.  I  fuppofe 
a  fmall  Corrujption  both  in  the  firil  ^d  fecond  Line.  The  good  Otto 
is  in  all  his  Speeches  full  of  pioral  and  political  Reflexions,  and  there* 
fpre  the  following  one  fecms  tp  fuit  both  what  precedes  ^nd  follows  it, 

JFbo  knows  not  all  things  bofy  an  perverted 
To  th*  Ends  of  aH  Impiity  f  thus  Darfaiefi 
Lulls  all  things  in  Security,  all  ht 
J^/lf  Qain»  Ambition^ 

Enter 


I 
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Enter  RoUo  armedj  and  Latorgh. 

Rol.  Pcri(h  all  the  World 
£*er  I  but  lofe  one  Foot  of  poflible  Empire^ 
By  Sleights  and  Colours  us'd  by  Slaves  and  Wretches^  ? 
I  am  exempt  by  Birth  from  both  thefe  Curbs, 
And  fit  above  them  in  all  Juftice,  fince 
I  fit  above  in  Power,  where  Power  is  giv'n. 
Is  all  the  Right  fuppos'd  of  Earth  and  Heav'n; 

La$.  Prove  both.  Sir,  fee  the  Traitor.    O//0.  He  oomci 
arm'd, 
See  Mother,  now  your  Confidence,    Sopb.  What  Rage 
Aficds  this  Monfter  ?  RoL  Give  me  way,  or  peri(h. 

Sopb.  Make  thy  way,  Vijper,  if  thou  thus  afreft  it«      i 

Otio.  This  is  a  Trcaiba  like  thee.  ^ 

RoL  Let  her  go.  ^ 

Sopb.  Embrace  me,  wear  me  as  thy  Shield,  my  Soa ; 
And  through  my  Breaft  let  his  rude  Weapon  run. 
To  thy  Lifc'.s  Innocence.  \ 

Otto.  Play  not  two  Parts, 
Treacher  and  Coward  both ;  but  yield  a  Sword, 
And  let  thy  arming  thee  be  odds  enough 
Againft  iliy  naked  Boibm. 

Rol.  Loofe  his  hold. 

Mat.  Forbear^  bafe  Murtherer. 

Rd.  Foriake  our  Mother.    S(^.  Mother,  dofl  thoa 
name  me. 
And  nut'ft  off  Nature  thus  ?    - 

Rol.  Foriake  her.  Traitor, 
(45)  Or  by  the  fpoil  of  Nature  thorough  hers 
This  leads  unto  thy  Heart.  • 

Oito.  Hold. 

Sopb.  Hokl  me  ftill. 

Otto.  For  twenty  Hearts  and  Lives  I  will  not  hazard 
One  drop  of  Blood  in  yours. 

Sopb.  Oh  thou  art  loft  then. 

Otto.  Protect  my  Innocence,  Heaven. 

«  • 

(45)    Or  by  tbt  Spoufe  of  Naiun^  throoeli  beri]     Liite  Edttiont, 
The  Quarto  reads  Spoils  but  joins  in  the  Neglect  of  the  Meafure,  hj 
tbnugb  one  Syll^Uc. 

Sopb. 
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Soph.  Call  out  Murther. 

Mat.  Be  murtber'd  all,  but  fave  hiiD. 

Ed:  Murther,  Murther. 

Rol.  Cannot  I  reach  you  yet  ?     • 

Otto.  No,  Fiend. 

RoL  Lat^rcbj 
Refcue,  I'm  down.  Lat.  Up  then,  your  Sword  coolk,  Sii^« 
Fly  it  i*th*  Flame,  and  work  your  ends  ouu 

Rol  Ha, 
HifiPat  you,  tAere,  Sir. 

£«//r  Aubrey^ 

Aubr.  Author  of  Prodigies, 
What  Sights  are  thefi;  ? 

0//a.  Oh  give  m*  a  Weapon,  ^•Jl'Or. 

iofb.  Oh  part  'em,  part  *cm.    • 

Jkbr.  For  HeaV*n's  fake  no  more. 

Otto.  No  more  refift  his  Fury,  no  Kage  can 
Add  to  his  Mifchief  done.  \pitL 

Soph.  Take  Spirit  my  Otto^ 
Heav'n  will  not  fee  thee  die  thus. 

Mat.  He  is  dead. 
And  nothing  lives  but  Death  of  every  Goodaefs. 

Soph.  Oh  he  hath  (lain  his  Brother,  curfe  him  Hhtv^n. 

Rol.  Curfe  and  be  curs*d,  it  b'the  fruit  of  curling; 
Laiarcb^  take  off'here,  bring  tod  bf  that  Blood 
To  colour  o'er  my  Shirt ;  then  raife  the  Court 
And  give  it  out  how  he  atieal|)ted  us~ 
In  our  Bed  naked :  Shall  the  Name  of  frother 
Forbid  us  toinfarge  our  State  and  Powers? 
Or  place  afiefts  o^Blood  above  our  Reafon  ? 
That  tells  us  all  Things  good  againft  another. 
Are  good  in  the  lame  Line  againft  a  Brother.  [Exit. 

£>}/^  Gisbert,  mri  Baldwin. 

'    (46)  Gish.  What  Fears  inform  thefe  Out-crics  ? 
Aubr.  See,  and  grieve. 

(jtsb. 

(46)  Gisb.  fThai  affaiw  h/hrm  tbtfe  Outcries  P]  I  have  before 
obfervM,  that  Corraptions  which  leave  good  Senfe  in  the  Context* 
are  more  daogeroas  than  grofs  Midakes.    Mr.  neobaid  has  made  a 

very 
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Gisb.  Prince  Otto  flain  ! 

Bald.  Oh  execrable  Slaoghccf !     • 
WJuc  f&nd  hath  authored  ic  ? 

jiuhr.  YourSchofart,  Baldtoin. 

Bald.  Unjuftly  urg'd.  Lord  j^brey^  as  if  I, 
For  being  his  Schocrfmafter,  (47)  mtift  te^h  thitDoftriter 
You  ^are  bis  Coonfellors,  did  youadrhe  htm 
To  this  foul  Parricide?' 

Gisk.  If  Rule  affeftdiis  Licence,  who  woukf  fire 
To  worfe  than  die,  in  force  of  his  Obedience  ? 

Bald.  Hcay  Vs^oold  and  Jingring  Spirit  to  pOHilh  Sin, 
And  hunian  Blood  fo  fiery  to  commit  ir^ 
One  fo  outgoes  the  other,  it  will  never 
Se  turn'd  to  fit  Obedience. 

jiubr.  Burft  it  then 
"With  his  full  Swing  given,  where  it  brooks  no  Bounds 
Complaints  of  it  are  vain  s  and  all  (hat  red's 
To  he  our  Refuge  (fince  ouf  Powers  are  ftrengthlefi} 
(48)  Is  to  conform  our  Wills  to  fuflfcr  freely, 
IVhat  with  our  MurmorsF^  caa  never  mafter  v 
Ladies,  be  pleased  with  what  Heav  Vs  PJeafure  iijffcr^ 
Ereft  your  Princely  Countenances  and  Spirits, 
And  to  redtefs  the  Mifchiefs  now  refi^lleur. 
Sooth  it  in  fheW,  rather  than  curie  or  crofs  it  % 

Ysrj  lupp7  Emendatioa  here»w)ieie  yery  £^  Rtadtrt  woald,  I  believe, 
have  fulpeAed  an  Efror.  Jffitfrs^  thai*  Senft,  /poili  (he  Metforei 
wai  Dmt^  f  AorernaiUMl  and  moFe  poetical- Wdrd,  exidiy  Aiitsifiw 

(4^)  ■  miift^  opm  fhh  D§afiHf :  ]    The  Quarto  reads  tntcK 

which  is  oneol»aiiy  Change^tnthis  Pky  made  withooc  tba  leftft  Jtc^ 
lemblance  in  the  Lettera^  and  I  note  this,  only  for  an  Qpportimitx  ot 
Kilerring  to  it  when  I  want  an  Authoricy  for  fucb  great  Changes  as  we 
jnajr  fometimes  find  necefikry. 

(48}  //  t0  €9Hf9rm  omr  WiU$  H  Jkfftr  fiirr^,}  Piffite  Obedience 
aad  Non-refiftance  to  Frinees,  beinjg  (he  abfard  bac  almoft  miiverial 
I>odriDeofour  Authors  Age,  ^uSriyii  upon  that  Principle  a  very 
compleat  CharsAer.  And  every  Reader,  who  wants  to  fom^  a  true 
Tdfteof  anjr  Poeoir  flioold  always  ufe  an  ocpifional  Confbmity  to 
the  Do^'nesand  TeMts  of  the  Agt  the  Poet  wrote  in.  Withooi  thi8,> 
the  Chsa:wEten^o{  JmintBT  iwxtc'Moi^s  Tnii^§df,ofJeati$\n  f^a/enif^ 
nimM,  and^«Ar#f  here,  together  with  many  interior  Charadten,  will 
pot  ^  near  fff  inicrcfting  as^they  really  defov#  to  he. 

Wifh 
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Wifli  all  amends,  and  vow  to  it  your  bed. 
But  'till  you  may  perform  it.  Jet  it  reft. 

Gish.  Thofe  Temporizings  are  too  dull  and  fcrvile^ 
To  breathe  the  free  Air  of  a  manly  Soul, 
Which  (hall  in  me  expire  in  Execrations, 
Before  for  any  Life  I  iooth  a  Murtherer. 

Bald.  Pour  Lives  before  him,  'till  bis  own  be  dry 
Of  all  Life's  Services  and  human  Comforts  ; 
(49^  'Till  none  that  looks  at  Heav'n  's  left  half  fb  bafe 
To  do  thofe  black  and  helliih  Adhions  Grace. 

Enun  RoUo,  Latorch,  Hamond  and  Guard, 

Rol.  Haftc,  Latorch^ 
And  raife  the  City  as  the  Court  is  rais'd, 
proclaiming  the  abhorr'd  Confpiracy 
In  Plot  againft  my  Life. 

Lai.  1  hafte,  my  Lord.  [Exit. 

Rol.  You  there  that  mourn  upon  the  juftly  Slain, 
Arife  and'  leave  it,  if  you  love  your  Lives, 
And  hear  from  me  what  (kept  by  you)  may  fave  you* 

Mat.  What  will  the  Butcher 'do  ?  I  will  not  ftir. 

Rol.  Stir,  and  unforcM  ftir,  or  ftir  never  mdre : 
Command  her,  you  grave  Beldam,  thiat  know  bttter 
My  deadly  Refolutions,  fince  I  drew  them 
From  the  infeftive  Fountain  of  your  own. 
Or,  if  you  have  forgot,  this  fiery  Prompter 
Shall  fix  the  freih  Impreffion  in  your  Heart. 

Sopb.  Rife  Daughter,  kvvt  his  Will  in  what  we  may, 
Ijeft  what  we  may  not  he  enforce  the  rather. 
Is  this  all  you  command  us  ?   Rol.  This  Addition 
Only  admitted,  that  when  I  endeavour 

(49)  ^^^^  ^^^  '^^'  1°°^*  ^'  HianPn  is  half  fi-  hafi 

To  d9  ibofi  black  and  beliifb  Aahns  Gracf.]  There  15  a  Stiffheft 
in  the  firft  Line  which  giyes  fufpicion  of  a  Miihke.    The  old  Qoarto 

Noae  Itft  that  looks  at  Hia'v'n's  left  half  fo  hafi. 
This  was  evidently  wroog^  and  the  Polio  and  Ofiavos  are  only  the 
Gonjedhiral  £mendauon  of  the  former.     Mr.  Sympfin  has,  I  believe, 
Tcfiored  the  OriginaJ,  as  he  gives  it  a  fironger  Connexion  with  the 
foregoing  Lines,  and  renders  the  Sentence  natural  and  eafy. 

'Till  none  that  Itoh  at  Heav'n  's  left  half  ft  hafi. 

To 
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To  quit  me  of  this  Slaughter,  you  prefutne  not 
To  crofs  me  with  a  Syllable,  for  your  Souls ; 
Murmur,  nor  think  againft  it,  but  weigh  well» 
It  will  not  help  your  HI,  but  help  to  more. 
And  that  my  Hand  wrought  thus  far  to  my  Will, 
Will  check  at  nothing  till  his  Circle  fill. 

Mai.  Fill  it,  fo  I  confent  hot,  but  who  (boths  it  ' 
Confents,  and  who  confents  to  Tyranny,  does  it. 
RoL  Falfe  Traitrefs,  die  then  with  him. 
jfubr.  Arc  you  mad. 
To  oflfer  at  more  Blood,  and  make  yourfelf 
More  horrid  to  your  People  ?  Pll  proclaim. 
It  is  not  as  your  Inftrument  will  publifli. 

RoL  Do,  and  take  that  along  with  you^-—  fo  nimble  f 

[^He  difarms  him. 
Refign  my  Sword,  and  dare  not  for  thy  Soul 
To  offer  what  thou  mfolently  threatneft  ; 
One  Word,  proclaiming  crois  to  what  Zj/^rrift    . 
Hath  in  Commiflion,  and  intends  to  publifh. 
Auhr.  Well,  Sir,  not  for  your  Threats,  but  for  your 
.  Good, 
Since  more  Hurt  t*  you  would  more  hurt  your  Country, 
And  that  you  muft  make  Virtue  of  the  Need 
That  now  compels  you,  Pll  confent  as*  far 
As  Silence  argues,  to  your  Will  proclaimed ; 
And  fmce  no  more  Sons  of  your  Princely  Father 
Survive  to  rule  but  you,  and  that  I  wifh 
You  fhould  rule  like  your  Father,  with  the  Love 
And  Zeal  of  all  your  Subjtfts ;  this  foul  Slaughter 
That  now  you  have  committed,  nude  afhamed 
With  that  k\T  Bleflihg,  that,  in  place  of  PlagueSr 
Heav'n  tries  our  mending  Difpofition  with  : 
Take  here  your  Sword,  which  now  ufe  like  a  Prince. 
And  no  more  like  a  Tyrant. 

RoL  This  (bunds  well. 
Live  and  be  gracious  with  us.    Gish.  and  Bald,  Oh,  Lord 
"^  Aubrtf. 
Mat.  He  flatter  thus  ? 
Soph.  He  temporizes  fitly., 

Wonder 


f*^ 
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(50)  Wonder  Invades. me.     ' 

,    RoL  Do  you  two  chink  cnuchy 

That  he  thus  wifely^  and  with  Need  ooofentB 

To  what  I  author  for  your  Country's  Good  ? 

You  being  my  Tutor,  you  niy  Chaacellor. 

Gisb.  lour  Chancellor  is  not  ypur  Flatiever,  Sir* 

Bal4.   Nor  is  it  your  Tutor's  I^rt    to  ;0ueld  fiich 
.  Dodrine. 

RoL  Sir,  firft  know  you. 
In  Praife  of  your  pure  Oratory  that  n^js'd  you^  h 

That  when  the  People,  who  I  know  by  this  ^ 

Are  rais'd  out  xif  their  Refts;  and  baft*niog  bttber 
To  witnefs  what  h  done  here^  are  arrived 
With  ourXtat^rcbj  that  you,  ex  Umfi^Cy 
Shall  faihion  an  Oration  to  acauit  ._ 

And  juftifie  this  forced  Fad  ox  mine^  !U^ 

Or  for  the  proud  Refufal  loie  your  Head*  li^  ^ 

Gisi.  I  faihion  an  Oration  (o  acquit  you  ?  iJB 

Sir,  know  you  then,  that  *tis  a  thioig  le^  eafie  {^ 

T'  excufe  a  Paricide  than  tp  ^^omn^jt  i(,  ^f^^ 

Rol.  I  do  not  wilh  you.  Sir,  to  excufe  me^  ^^|^ 

But  to  accufc  my  Brother,  as  the  Caufe  i^ 

Of  his  own  Slaughter,  by  attempting!  mine;  1  ^ 

Gisb.  Not  for  the  World,  I  ihould  pour  Blood  on  Bk)Od }        j^  5 
It  were  another  Murther  co  accuie  %f 

Him  that  fell  innocent.  1^ 

RoL  Away  with  him,  .  ]^ 

Hence,  hale  him  ftraight  to  ^x^cutioii. 

Jbibr.  Far  (iy  fuch  Rigour,  yoyr  ^HiieadfuJ  Hand* 

RoL  He  perifhes  with  him  thfit  fp^ks  for  him ; 
Guard,  do  your  O/fice  on  him,  on  yovr  Liveis  F^in# 

G/i^.  Tyrant,  *(will  hafte  thy  own  Death.  |l^ 

Rol.  Let  it .  wing  ic^  \gd 

(50)  Rol.  Wfmder  invades  mt ;  do  you  two  think  much^  &c.]  The 
Words  Wondtr  in*vades  mi,  which  ezprefs  a  Ferfon  wrapt  op  in 
Hfonckr  and  horroi;  ieemM  at  firft  Sight,  both  to  Mr,  SymffinwaA  fli#» 
to  be  oiit  of  Charadler  in  RoUd'^  Mouth,  and  by  joint  conjfent  we  give  it 
to  Sophist  tho*  it  would  be  equally  proper  to  MaiUdM^  Baldfwim^  or 
Gilbert.  As  the  Verfes  are  often  divided  between  the  Speakers,  this 
albne  has  producod  ibveral  hundred  Miftakei  in  Speakers  in  oor  Aa- 
$hm9  PJayi  • 

He 
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He  chreatem  me ;  VilUins»  tear  bim  Pieoetmc^  heiKe* 

Guard.  Avanr»  Sir.- 

Ham.  Force  him  hence. 

Rol.  Difpatch  him.  Captain. 
And  bring  me  inftant  Word  he  is  diipatcb^d^ 
Aqd  how  his  Rhefo^ick  takes  it. 

Ham.  ril  not  fai],  ^ir. 

Rol.  Captain,  befides  remember  this  in  chief ; 
That  being  executed,  you  deny 
To  all  his  Friends  diMC  Rites  of  Funeral, 
And  caft  his  Carkafi  out  to  Dogs  and  Fowls. 

Ham.  *Tis  done^  my  1/xd. 

Rol.  Upon  your  Life  not  fail.  * 

Bald.  What  impicHis  daring  is  diere  here  of  Hcav'ni 

Rol.  Sir,  nowj>repare  yourielf,  againft  the  People 
Make  here  their  nitfry,  to  difchaiige  the  Qradon 
He  hath  denied  my  Will. 

£(dd.  For  Fear  of  Death?  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Rol.  Is  Death  ridiculous  with  you  i 
Works  Mifery  of  Age  this,  or  thy  Judgment  ? 

Bald.  Judgment,  felie  Tyrant. 

fid.  You*S  make  no  Onuion  theri  ? 

Bali.  Not  to  ezoife^ 
But  aggravate  thy  Murther  if  thou  wik^ 
Which  I  will  fo  enforce,  I'll  make  thee  wreak  it 
(With  hate  of  what  diou  wiu*ftby't;  on  thylclf. 
With  fuch  another  juftly  merked  MurAer. 
Rd.  rU  aftfwjer  you  anon. 

EnOr  Latorch. 

Lot.  The  Ckizcns 
Are  hafti^.  Sir,  in  heaps,  all  full  rie(ibl¥*d. 
By  mv  Perlwafiop,  of  your  Broth^r'^  Treafops. 

RoL  Hpncfi  Jjatorib. 

Enter  Hamond. 

Ham.  5»»  Sir,  hcrrt  Gisiert'^  Hqu). 
Ro^.  Good  fpoxl }  wiis't  with  ^  Sword  ? 
Hap$.  An  A|{;e,  Sir. 

Rol.  Kn  Axe?  )was  vilely  done,  I  wpuld  hgv$  hiKl 

My 
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My  own  fine  Headfman  done  it  with  a  Sword  } 
GOf  take  this  Dotard  here,  and  take  his  Head 
Off  with  a  Sword. 

Ham.  Your  Schoolmafter  ? 

Rol.  Ev*n  he. 

Bald.  For  teaching  thee  no  better  \  *tis  the  beft 
Of  all  thy  damned  Juftices  \  away. 
Captain,  Pll  follow. 

Ed.  Oh  ftay  them,  Duke, 
And  in  the  midft  of  ail  thy  Blood  and  Fury, 
Hear  a  poor  Maid's  Petitions,  bear  a  Daughter, 
The  only  Daughter  of  a  wretched  Father ; 
Oh  ftay  youf  hafte,  as  you  fhall  need  this  Mercy.* 

RoL  Away  with  thi^  fond  Wooian. 

Ed.  You  muft  hear  me. 
If  there  be  any  Spark  of  Pity  in  you. 
If  fweet  Humanity  and  Mercy  rule  you  ; 
I  do  confefs  you  are  a  Prince,  your  Anger 
As  great  as  you,  your  Execution  greater* 

Roh  Away  with  him. 

Ed.  Oh  Captain,  by  thy  Manhood, 
By  her  foft  Soul  that  bare  thee  :  -— ^  I  do  confefs,  Sir^ 
Your  Doom  of  Juftice  on  your  Foes  moft  righteous  i 
Good  noble  Prince  look  on  me. 

RjoH.  Take  her  from  me.  '• 

Ed.  A  Curfe  upon  his  Life  that  binders  mei 
May  Father's  Blefling  never  fall  upon  hikn. 
May  Heav'n  ne^er  hear  his  Prayers :  I  betech  yoii. 
Oh  Sir,  thefe  Tears  befeech  you ;  thefe  chafte  Hands 

woo  you. 
That  never  yet  were  heav'd,  but  to  Things  holy. 
Things  like  yourfelf,  you  are  a  God  above  us  \ 
Be  as  a  God  then,  full  of  faving  Mercy, 
Mercy,  Oh  Mercy,  Sir,  for  his  fake  Mercy  \ 
That  when  vour  ftout  Heart  weeps,  fhall  give  you  Pity  \ 
Here  I  muft  grow. 

Rol.  By  Hcav'n,  Pll  ftrike  thee.  Woman. 

Ed.  Moft  willingly,  let  all  thy  Anger  icek  me. 
All  the  nioft  ftudied  Torments,  fo  this  good  Man, 
This  old  Man,  and  this  Innocent  clcape  thee. 

Rol 
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Rol  Carry  him  away,  I  fay^ 

Ed.  Now  Blcfllng  on  thcc,  Oh  fwcct  Pit/i 
I  fee  it  in  thy  Eyes,  I  charge  you  Soldiers, 
Ev*n  by  the  Prince's  Power,  relcafe  my  Father, 
The  Prince  is  merciful^  why  do  you  hoid  him  ? 
The  Prince  forgets  his  Fury,  why  do  you  tug  him  ? 
He  is  old,  why  do  you  hun  him  ?  fpeak.  Oh  fpcak,  Sir ; 
Speak  as  you  are  a  Man ;  a  Man's  Life  hangs,  Sir, 
A  Friend's  Life,  (5 1 )  and  a  fofter  Life  upon  you  : 
*Tis  but  a  Word,  but  Mercy  quickly  fpoke,  Sirj 
Oh  fpeak.  Prince,  fpeak. 

RoL  Will  no  Man  here  obey  me  ? 
Have  I  no  Rule  yet  ?  as  I  live  he  dies 
That  does  not  execute  my  Will,  and  fuddenly. 

Bald.   AH  thou  canft'  do  takes  but  one  ihort  Hour 
from  mf  • 

Rol.  Hew  oflf  her  Hands* 

Ham.  Lady,  hold  off. 

Ed.  Nay,  hew  *cm. 
Hew  off  my  innocent  Hands,  as  he  commands  you* 

[Exeunt  Guard,  and  Count  Baldwin. 
They'll  hang  the  fatter  on  ior  Death*s  Convulfion. 
Thou  Seed  of  Rocks,  will  nothing  move  thee  then  ? 
Are  all  my  Tears  loft  ?  all  my  righteous  Prayers 
E>rown*d  in  thy  drunken  Wrath  ?  (52)  I  ftand  up  thus  then ; 
Thus  boidly,  bloody  Tyrant,  I  defie  thee ; 
And  to  thy  Face ;  in  Hcav'n's  high  Name  defie  thee  ; 
And  may  fweet  Mercy,  when  thy  Soul  fiehs  for  if. 
When  under  thy  blacK  Mifchiefs  thy  Flefli  trembles. 
When  neither  Strength,  nor  Youth*  nor  Friends,  nor  Gold 
Can  ftaiy  one  Hour,  when  thy  moft  wretched  Confcicnce 

(51)  ■   andafifut  Lt/t-^}  The  Miftakc  of  the  late  Editions. 

(^2)   I.  J  flan  J  thus  thin  t 

Thus  hoUly,  biooilj  Tyrant, 

And  to  thy  Face  in  Hea*u^ns  high  Name  itjie  thee  ;  ]  I  am  far 
from  thinking  it  nctcflary  to  fill  up  Htmiflichs  where  the  Scnfe  docs 
not  require  il :  Here  it  docs  not,  and  yet  I  verily  think  there  has  been 
an  Omiifioa.  This  is  one  of  the  noblclt  and  moft  correal  Scenes  in  the 
whole  Play,  and  a  Repetition  of  her  Defiance  filling  up  the  Meafure, 
and  giving  a  fine  Climax  to  the  workings  of  her  Paflioo,  I  have  vcn- 
taiM  to  infert  it,  and  to  divide  the  Sentence  into  feparate  Parts. 

Vo  L.  V.  I  ^^W 
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Wak'd  from  her  Dream  of  Death,  like  Fire  fliall  mdt  thee. 
When  all  thy  Mother's  Tears,  thy  Brother's  Wounds, 
Thy  Peoples  Fears  and  Curfes,  and  my  Lofs, 
My  aged  Father's  Lofs  ihall  fland  before  thee— — 

Rol.  Save  him  I  fay,  run,  fave  him,  fave  her  Father, 
Fly,  and  redeem  his  Head.  [Exit  Latorch. 

Ed.  Ma/  then  that  Pity, 
That  Cbmfok  thou  expcft'ft  from  Heaven,  that  Mtrcy 
Be  lockt  up  from  thee,  fly  thee  \  Howlings  find  thee, 
Defpair,  (Oh  my  fwect  Father !  )  Storcns  of  Terrors, 
Blood  till  thou  burfl:  again. 

Rol.  Oh  fair  fweet  Angei*. 

Enter  Latorch  and  Hamond  with  a  Head. 

Lat.  I  am  too  late,  Sir,  'twas  difjpatch*d  befdre. 
And  his  Head's  here. 

RoL  And  my  Heart  there ;  go  bury  him. 
Give  him  ^ir  Rites  of  Fuheral,  decent  Honours. 

Ed.  Wilt  thou  not  take  me,  Monfter  i  higheft  Heav'n 
Give  him  a  Punifhment  fit  for  his  Mifchief. 

Lat.  I  fear  thy  Prayer  is  heard,  and  he  rewarded  : 
Lady,  have  Patience,'  'twas  unhappy  Speed  ; 
Blame  not  the  Duke,  'twas  not  his  Fault,  but  Fate's  y 
He  fent,  you  know,  to  (lay  it,  and  commanded. 
In  care  of  you,  the  heavy  Objeft  hence  *       , 

Soon  as  it  came:  Have  better  Thoughts  of  him. 

Enter  Citizens. 

I  at.  Where's  this  young  Traitor  ? 
Lat.  Noble  Citizens,  here. 
And  here  the  Wounds  he  gave  your  Sovereign  Lord. 

1  Gt.  This  Prince  of  Force  muft  be 

Bclov'd  of  Hcav'n,  whom  Heav'n  hath  thus  prelcrv'd. 

2  Cit.  And  if  he  be  bclov*d  of  Heav'n,  you  know. 
He  muftbejuft,  and  all  his  Actions  (b. 

Rol.  Concluded  like  an  Oracle ;  Oh  how  great 
A  Grace  of  Heav'n  is  a  wife  Citizen  ! 
For  Heav'n  'tis  makes  'em  wife,  as't  makes  me  juft. 
As  it  prefcrves  me^  as  I  nowTurvive 
By  his  ftrong  Hand  to  keep  you  all  alive : 

Your' 
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Your  Wives,  your  Children,  Goods  and  Lands  kept  yours. 
That  had  been  elfe  Preys  to  his  Tyrannous  Power, 
That  would  have  prey*d  on  me,  in  Bed  ailaultcd  me 
In  facred  Time  of  Peace  ;  my  Mother  here. 
My  Sifter,  this  juft  JLx)rd,  (53)  and  all  had  filPd 
The  Curtian  Gulf  of  this  Coqfpiracy, 
Of  which  my  Tutor  and  my  Chancellor, 
(Two  of  the  graveft,  and  ;noft  counted  honeft 
In  all  my  Dukedom)  were  the  monftrous  Heads ; 
Oh  truft  no  honeft  Men  for  their  fakes  ever, 
My  politick  Citizens,  but  thofe  that  breathe 
The  Names  of  Cut-throats',  Ufurcrs  and  Tyrants, 
Oh  thofe  believe  in,  for  the  fbul-mouthM  World 
Can  give  no  better  Terms  to  (imple  Goodnefs : 
£v'n  me  it  dares  blafpheme,  and  thinks  me  tyrannoui 
For  faving  my  own  Life  foqght  by  my  Brother  ; 
Yet  thofe  chat  fought  his  Life  before  by  Poifon 
(Though  mine  own  Servants  hoping  to  pleafe  me) 
ril  lead  to  Death  for't,  which  your  Eyes  (hall  fee. 
vCit.  Why,  what  a  Prince  is  here! 

2  Cit.  How  juft ! 

3  Qt.  How  gentle ! 

(53) and  all  bad  (t\t 

fbe  certain  Gulf  of  tbit  ppnjhtraey,]  Certain,  for  Curtian^ 
is  cnljr  the  Corruption  of  the  lat^e  ^itors,  iVom  their  not  knowing 
the  Hidory  of  Curtius  a  young  Nobleman  of  R§me,  who  when  an 
Earthquake  had  openM  a  large  Gulf  in  the  Forum  which  threatened 
Beftrudion  to  the  City,  and  the  Oracle  declared  that  it  would  never 
clofe*till  fome  Patrician  ur^u  put  into  it,  he  voluntarily  devolBd  him- 
.  jelf  aod  leapM  iq  on  Horfe-back.  But  this  Paflage  has  l^een  corraptc4 
in  the  Quarto  itfelf  in  another  very  material  Point,  and  I  have  receivM 
f^om  Mr.  Symp/on  a  very  juft  an4  happy  Emendation,  and  which  muft* 
pjvjc  every  Reader  great  PJeafufC.  To  feel  a  Gulf  it  certainly  a  p9or 
if  not  an  abfurd  Expreffion  ;  bat  to///  the  Gu!f,  as  Mr.  SympTom  ttudtf 
uthe  end  poetical  Idea  which  the  Metaphor  demands.  Sbakefpear^ 
'^^d$unf  and  CU^atra,  has  fi  noble  Metaphor  which  refefs  to  thii 
Htftory  of  C«r/f «/,  and  which  will  fbew  the  Propriety  of  this  Emcn- 
<^tioii.  OSanfia  iays  to  Jntovf^  upon  his  being  difpleas'd  with  hf r 
Brother  Oeianrius, 

WtNTs  ^twixtjeu  t^uainjkould  he 
A$  iftbe  World fiould  cleave^  and  tbatflain  Men 
SkonU  Jkider  nf  tbi  RifL  Ad  lil.  Sccnc  IV. 

See  Mr.  fFarburfon't  fine  Comment  opon  the  Place. 

I   %  RoU 
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Rol.  Well,  now  my  deareft  Subjefts,  or  much  rather 
My  Nerves,  my  Spirits,  or  my  vital  Blood  ; 
Turn  to  your  needful  Refts,  and  fettled  Peace, 
Fix*d  in  this  Root  of  Steel,  ivom  whence  it  fprung 
(54)  By  Heaven's  great  Help  and  Blefling  :  But  c*cr  Sleep 
Bind  in  his  fweet  Oblivion  your  dull  Senfes, 
The  Name  and  Virtue  of  Heav*n*s  King  advance 
For  yours,  in  chief,  for  my  Deliverance, 

Cit.  Heav'n  and  his  King  &ve  our  mod  pious  Sovereign. 

lExiUfU  Ciiizens. 

Rol.  Thanks  my  good  People,  Mother,  and  kind  Sifter^ 
And  you  my  noble  Kinfman,  things  born  thus 
Shall  make  ye  all  comnund  whatever  I 
Enjoy  in  this  my  abfolute  Empery. 
Take  in  the  Body  of  my  Princely  Brother, 
For  whole  Death,  fince  his  Fate  no  other  way 
Would  give  my  eldeft  Birth  his  fupream  Right, 
We'll  mourn  the  cruel  Influence  it  bears,        * 
And  wa(h  his  Sepulchre  with  kindly  Tears. 

Aibr.  If  this  Game  end  thus.  Heaven's  Will  rule  the  fet. 
What  we  have  yielded  to,  we  could  not  let. 

[Exeunt  omnes  prater  Latorch  and  Edith. 

Lot.  Good  Lady  rife,  and  raife  your  Spirits  withal. 
More  high  than  they  are  humbled ;  you  have  Caufe, 
As  much  as  ^ver  honoured  bappieft  Lady  \ 
And  when  your  Ears  are  freer  to  take  in 
Your  moft  amendful  and  unmatched  Fortunes, 
I'll  make  you  drown  a  hundred  helplefs  Deaths 
In  Sea  of  one  Life  pour*d  into  your  Bofom  ^ 
With  which  fhall  flow  into  your  Arms,  the  Riches, 
The  Plcafures,  Honours,  and  the  Rules  of  Princes  5  ['em. 
Which  though  Death  Hop  your  Ears,  methinks  (hould  ope 
Aflay  to  forget  Death. 

Ed.  Oh  naughter*d  Fadier ! 

{55)  Lat.  Caft  offwhat  cannot  be  redrefs'd,  and  blefs 

(54.)  In  Hiaru'ttsgnat  Helf ]  The  Particle  In,  which  renders 

this  PalTaee  (Lff  and  obfcure,  fqps  only  to  have  flipt  from  the  former 
Linr,  and  excluded  the  true  one. 

(55)  Lai,  Tafte  of  "jfhai  eanngt  it  ridrifi'd,^"^']    The  grofi 
Corruption  of  the  two  laft  Edidoni. 

The 
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The  Fate  that  yet  you  curfe  (b  $  fincc  for  that 
You  fpake  to  movingly,  and  your  fweet  Eyes 
With  fo  much  Grace  nird,  that  you  fet  on  fire 
The  Duke's  Affc&ion,  whom  you  now  may  rule 
As  be  rules  all  his  Dukedom  %  is't  not  fweet  ? 
Does  it  not  fhine  away  your  Sorrows  Clouds  ? 
Sweet  Lady,  take  wife  Heart,  and  hear  and  tell  me.  ^ 

£4*  I  h&u*  no  Word  you  fpeak* 

Lai.  Prepare  to  hear  then. 
And  be  not  barr'd  up  from  yourfelf,  nor  add 
To  your  ill  Fortune  with  your  far  worfe  Judgment ;   ] 
(j6)  Make  me  your  Servant,  maki  the  Courtiers  all 
Tour  Servants^  Jiudious  to  amend  with  Joys 
Your  fad  Eftate,  till  you  are  bleft  ;*-— « and  fpeak  it. 
See  how  they'll  bow  to  you,  make  me  wait,  command  me 
To  watch  out  every  Minute  ;  (57)  for  the  Fall 

(56)  MakimiyourServmnti^AitiudmtbaUJcjt^ 

Tour  fad  Efiatt^  till  they  both  bltfs  and /peak  it  : 
See  bow  tbefll  borjo  toyouy  maki  me  wait,  &c.]    Thisftrange 
Chaos  has  jaft  light  enough  left  to  (hew  the  general  T^dency  of  the 
Paflage,  viz.  That  both  he  and  all  the  Courtiers  by  thellh  hambleft 
Obei&nce  (if  ihe  would  accept  it)    would  endeavour  to  tarn  her  Sor- 
row into  Jo^.    From  the  Word  amnulfkl,  in  Latorcb\  £rft  Speech  to 
\ss  abovCy  it*s  highly  probable  that  attend  fhould  be  amend i  that  the 
Word  Courtiers,  or  fome  one  of  the  fame  import,   is  left  out,  feems 
^moft  evident,  and  a  whole  Sentence  muft  have  accompaiiyM  it.  We 
Bty  hope  to  come  very  near  the  Senfe,   however  wide  we  are  in 
gQcfling  at  the  Words  of  the  Original.    But  what  it  ■  ■  ////  tbej^ 

^h  ilefs  andjpeak  it  ?  It  feems  probable  that  a  Miflake  in  the 
Pointi  having  ioin*d  the  two  Verbs  together,  the  former  Part  was 
chang'd,  and  ffotb  fidfly  inferted  to  make  out  fomething  that  look'd 
j^ib  Grammar.  I  read  the  whole  thus,  marking  in  Italicks  what  I 
'^PPofe  only  to  contain  fomething  like  the  Senfe  of  the  Original. 

Make  me  your  Servant,  make  the  Courtiers  all 

Your  Servants,  ftudious  to  amend  with  Joys 

Tour  fad  Eftate,  till  you  are  blejl  i^-^-^  and  J^eak  it, 

See  bow  tbefll  bow  to  you,  &c. 

(5  7)  for  tbe  SUy 

Tour  modefi  Sorrow  fancies,  raife  your  Graces, 
And  do  my  Hopes  tbe  Honour  of  your  Motion, 
.  To  all  tbe  offered  Heights  &c.]  Stay,  i:  c.  Stop,  or  hindrance, 

^j^r€Lf  Senfe  in  this  Place,  Uic  Senfe  of  which  is.  Fir  tbe  Lofs  or 
•;'/2»^^r  tvbicb  your  Grief  and  Modefty  make  you  nowfancy^  raife  your 
^r^ces  to  tbe  bigbefi  Fitch  ofFower  and  Dignity.  The  Word  which 
g^iv^  this  Senfe,   and  beft  preferves  the  Antithc&s,  is  FalL 

I  3  Your 
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Your  modcft  Sorrow  fancies^  raife  your  Graeet, 
And  do  my  Hopes  the  Honour  of  your  Motion^ 
To  all  the  offered  Heights  that  now  attend  you : 
Oh  how  your  Touches  ravifh  !  (58)  how  the  Duke 
Is  flain  already  with  your  Flames !  embrace  it, 
J  will  both  ferve  and  vifit  you,  and  often, 

Ed.  I  am  not  fit,  Sir. 

Lat.  Time  will  make  you,  Lady,  [Exeunt. 

S       C      E       N       E       IL 

Enter  the  Guards  three  or  four  BoySj  then  the  Simiff^  Cooi^ 
Teotnan  of  the  Cellar^  Butler ^  P antler^  to  Execution. 

1  Guard,  Come,  bring  thefe  Fellows  on,  away  with 'em. 

2  Guard,    Make  room  before  there^   room  for,  the 

Prifoners, 

1  Boy.  Let's  run  before.  Boys,  we  fhall  have  no  Places 

elfe. 

2  Boy.  Are  thefe  the  Youths  ? 

Cook.  fThefe  are  the  Youths  you  Ipok  for,  ; 

And  pray,  my  honeft  Friends,  be  not  ib  hafty. 
There'll  be  nought  done  tJll  we  come,  I  afliire  you. 

3  Boy.  Here's  a  wife  Hanging;  are  there  no  moref 
But.  D'  you  hear.  Sir  ? 

You  mny  eome  in  for  your  Ihare  if  you  pleafe.   Cook.,  My 

Friend, 
If  you  be  unprovided  of  a  Hangings 
You  look  like  a  Good-Fellow,  I  can  afH)rd  you 
A  reafonable  Pennyworth. 

^^8)  — _- ifoiv  the  Duki  ^ 

L  Jlain  already  ivitb  your  Flames  embraced! ]  Hcrc  ^gain,  a 
very  flight  Corruption  of  the  old.  Qaarto  lead  the  two  late  JBditions 
into  a  greater,  and  as  it  happens  to  retain  a  tolerable  Senfe  was  the 
inore  dangerous.  —  'wiibyour  Flames  embraced!  may  five  aA  Idea 
of  a  Perfon  burnt  at  the  Stake,  and  fo  may  be  thought  to  add  Tome- 
thing  to  the  Metaphor  of  being  ilain  by  her  Flames.  But  the  QuartQ 
reads. 

Is /lain  already  nuitbywr  Flames  embrac*i  f 

From  whence  the  true  Reading  is  eafily  refior*d. 

Is  Jlain  alreadff  nvitb  your  Flames  f  embrace  it, 
J  'will  both  ferve  e^ud  tfifit  yQu. 

t  Bfy. 
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2  Boy.  Afore,  afore.  Boys, 
Here  is  enow  to  make  us  Spore,     iis.  P.ix  take  you, 
D*  you  call  this  Sport  ?  are  thcfe  your  Recreations  ?    ■ 
MiA  we  be  bang'd  to  make  you  Mirth  ? 

Ceek.  Do  you  hear.  Sir  ? 
You  Cuftard-Pate,  we  go  lo't  for  High  Trcafon, 
An  hooourabic  Fault :  Thy  foolilh  Father 
Was  hang'd  for  dealing  Sheep. 
Soys.  Ayiiyt  away,  Boys. 

Cook,  Do  you  (ec  bow  that  fnealcing  Rogue  loots  now  ? 
Chip,  Paotler^you,  you  peaching  Rogue,  that  provid.'d  us 
Theft  Necktaxs ;  you  poor  coftivc  Rogue,  you. 
Pant.   Pray,  pray.  Fellows. 

Cook,  pray  for, thy  crufty  Soul  ?  wherc's  your  Reward 
now. 
Good  Goodman  Manchct,  for  your  fine  Dlfcovery  ? 
I  do  befeech  you.  Sir,  where  are  your  Dollars  ? 
Draw  with  your  Fellows,  and  be  hang'd. 

Teo.  He  mutt  now  1 
For  now  he  (hall  be  hang'd  firft,  that's  his  Comfort, 
A  Place  too  good  for  thee,  thou  meaj-mouth'd  Rafcal. 
Cook.  Hang  handfomly  for  flume,  come,  leave  your 
praying. 
You  peaching  Knava,  and  die  tike  a  good  Courtier, 
Die  honeftly, '  and  like  a  Man  \  no  Preaching, 
With  Ihefetcbyou  take  ExampUby  me^ 
J  liv'jia  lewd  Many  rood  Pfufle.     Pox  on'r. 
Die  me  as  if  thou'dft  aia'd,  fay  Grace,  and  God  be  with  you. 
Guard.  Come,  will  you  forward  t 
Cook.  Good  Mr.  Sheriff,  your  Leav«  too,  this  hafty  Work 
Was  ne'er  done  well  i  give 's  fo  much  time  as  but  to 
Sing  our  own  Ballads,  for  we'll  truft  no  Man, 
Nor  no  Tune  but  our  own  ;  'twas  done  in  Ale  too. 
And  therefore  cannot  be  refus'd  in  Juftice. 
Your  peony-pot  Poets  are  fuch  pelting  Thieves, 
They  ever  hang  Men  twice  i  we  have  it  hcr«.  Sir, 
And  fo  muft  every  Merchant  of  our  Voyage. 
He'll  make  a  fwcet  Return  elfe  of  his  Credit. 

2eo.  One  Fit  o'  our  own  Mirth,  and  then  we're  for  you. 
Guard.  Make  halle  then  and  difpatch. 

1 4  rw. 
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Teo.  There's  Day  enough.  Sir. 
C(^h  Come,  Boys,  fmg  chearfully,  w*  (hall  ntfer  fing 
younger. 
WeVe  chofe  a  loud  Tune  coo,  becauCc  it  fhould  like  well. 

The    S  O  N  G. 

Come^  Fortune\s  a  Whorcy  I  care  not  who  tell  ber^ 
Would  offer  to  fir  angle  a  Page  of  the  Cellar  ^ 
Tiat  Jhould  by  bis  Oatb^  to  any  Matfs  thinkings 
Jnd  Place y  have  bad  a  Defence  for  bis  Drinking  j 
But  thus  Jhe  does  fiill  ^ben  fhe  "pleafes  to  palter^ 
Inftead  of  bis  Tf^ages^  fhe  gives  him  a  Halter. 
iS9)Xbree  merry  Boysy  and  three  merry  Boys^ 

And  three  merry  Boys  are  we^ 
As  ever  didftng  three  Parts  in  a  String 

All  under  the  triple  Tree, 

II. 

But  I  that  was  fo  lufty^ 
And  ever  kept  my  Bottle s^ 
Siat  neither  they  were  Inufiy^ 
And  feldom  lefs  than  Pottles ; 
For  me  to  be  thus  ft  opt  now. 
With  Hemp  inftead  of  Cork^  Sir^ 
And  from  the  Gallows  lopt  mwy 
Shews  that  there  is  a  Fark^  Sir^ 
Jn  Deaths  and  this  the  Tokm, 
Man  may  be  two  ways  killed^ 
Or  like  the  Bottle,  broken. 
Or  like  the  Wine,  befpitted, 
three  mmy  Boys,  i^c. 

(59)  Thru  mirry  Boys,  andtbrti  mtrry  Btys,  and  thru  merry  Boyi 

ar$  we, 

jfs  iver  did  fimg  in  a  htmfin  String  under  thi  Gall¥wS'trteI\ 

Thus  the  late  Editions^  and  one  woald  almoft  think  that  they  hid  fome 

other  Copy  th^  the  Quarto  of  1640  to  print  from.    I  have  reiUired 

the  Reading  of  that  Qu^to  ioco  the  preicnt  Tnct, 

IIL  Ob 
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III.  •. 

Ob  yet  hut  look 

On  the  Mafter  Cook^ 
•  The  glory  of  the  Kitcbin^ 

In  Jawing  wbofe  Fate^ 

At  fo  lofty  a  rate^ 
,  No  Taybr  /er  badJUtcbing, 

For  though  he  makes  the  Man^ 

The  Cook  yet  makes'  the  DiJbeSy 

The  which,  no  Taylor  can^ 

Whernn  I  have  my  Wifhes^ 

That  I  who  at  fo  many  a  Feaft^ 

Have  pUafd  fo  many  Tafters^ 

Should  now  my  felf  egme  to  he  drejl^ 

A  Jiijh  for  you  my  Mafter s. 
Three  merry  Boys^  i^c. 

IV. 

Pant.  0^  Man  or  heaft^ 
Or  you  at  Uaft^ 
Stbat  wear  or  Brow  pr  Antler^ 
Prick  up  your  Ears^ 
Unto  the  Tears 
Cfmipodr  Paul  the  Pantkr^ 
^    ,  That  thus  am  cSpt^ 
Becaufe  I  chipt 
The  curfed  Crufl  of  Treafon 
With  Loyal  Knife -^ 
Oh  doleful  Stnfey 
To  bang  thus  without  Reafonl 
Three  merry  Boys^  f^c. 

Cook.Thctt^s  a  few  Copies  for  you ;  now  farcwcl  Fr icnda : 
And  good  Mr.  Sheriff  lee  me  not  be  IVinted 
With  a  Brafs  Pot  on  my  Head. 

But.  March  fair^   march  fair,   afore^  good  Captain 
Pantler. 

ACT 
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ACT    IV.        SCENE     L 

Enter  Aubrey,  and  Latorcb.  • 

jluhrX    Jtorcb^  I  have  waited  here  to  fpcak  with  you, 
I  J  And  you  muft  hearken  ;  fct  not  forth  your  Leg 
Of  halte,  nor  put  your  Face  of  Bufinefs  on  ; 
An  honefter  Affair  than  this  I  ui^e  too. 
You  will  not  eafily  think  on  ;  and  *cwiU  be 
Reward  to  entertain  it ;  'tis  your  Fortune 
To  have  our  Matter's  Ear  above  the  reft 
Of  us  that  follow  him,  (60)  but  that  no  Man  envies  ; 
And  I  have  well  confidefd.  Truth  fometimcs 
May  be  conveyed  in  by  the  fame  Conduits 
That  Falfliood  is:  Thefe  Courfes  that  he  takes 
Cannot  but  end  in  Ruin  ^  Empire  got 
By  Blood  and  Violence,  muft  fo  be  held  ;  . 

And  how  unfafe  it  is,  he  firft  will  prove. 
That  toiling  ftill  to  remove  Enemies 
Makes  himfelf  more  ;  it  i3  not  now  a  Brother, 
A  faithful  CounfcUor  of  State  or  two. 
That  are  his  Danger,  they  are  fair  difpatchM  ; 
It  is  a  Multitude  that  'gin  to  fear. 
And  think  what  b«gan  thire  muft  end' in  them; 
For  all  the  fine  Oration  that  was  made  *em, 
And  they  are  not  an  eafie  Monfter  qudPd. 
Princes  may  pick  their  fuflfering  Nobles  out ; 
(61)  And  one  by  one  employ  'cm  to  the  fibck  ; 

(60)  ■  'hut  that  no  Man  iwifia ; 

For  /  bavi  nvell  conjider^d^  dec.  ]  By  this  Reading,  Auhrrf% 
Defign  of  employing  Latorcb  to  convey  a  Truth  to  ^ollo  was  the  Rea- 
fon  why  no  Man  enried  Latorcb  the  Favour  of  hit  Maftcr;  whereas 
thermal  Reafon  was  the  Knowledge  of  the  vile  Means  he  had  ufed 
to  obtain  it,  and  this  wiil  be  implyM  by  changing  the  Particle  Tor 
into  And, 

(61)  And  one  hy  one  employ  Vm  to  the  BlocA ;  ]  Con'voy^imft^mt 
a  more  natural  ExpreiSon ;  but  as  the  other  is  Senie,  I  don^t  change 
the  Text. 

But 
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But  when  they  (62)  once  grow  formidable  to 

Their  Clowns,  and  Coblcrs,  ware  then  Guards  thcmfclvci  1 

If  thou  durft  tell  him  this,  Latorcb^  the  Service 

Would  not  difcrcdit  tht  gp9d  Name  you  hold 

With  Men,  befides  the  Profit  to  youi*  Matter, 

And  to  the  Pubjicfc.     Lat.  I  conceive  not.  Sir : 

They're  airy  Fears  1  and  why  fhould  I  objedl  them 

Unto  his  Fancy  ?  Wound  what  is  yet  found  ? 

Your  Cbunlets  colour  not  wi*  reafon  of  Statc^ 

Where  all  that's  neceffiry  ftill  is  jufl-. 

The  Adions  of  the  PrihCe,  while  they  fuceeed. 

Should  be  made  good,  and  glorified  ^  not  que(iion*d. 

Men  do  but  fhew  their  ill  Affedtions, 

That' Aubt.  What?  Speak  out.    La/^  Do  murmur 

againft  their  Mafters. 

jfubt.  Is  this  tb  me  ?    Lai.  It  is  to  whomfoever 
MiQikcs  of  the  DukcT^  Courfes.  j4ub.  Ay ! ,  is't  fo  ? 
At  your  Stateward,  Sir  ?    Lai.  Vm  fworji  to  hear 
Nothing  may  prejudice  the  Prince,  jiub.  Why,  do  you  ? 
Or  have  y6u,  na  ?    Lat.  I  cannot  tell.  Mens  Hearts 
Shew  in  tneir  Worcfs  Ibmeeidies.  Jubr.  I  ever  thought  tlist 
Knave  of  the  Ch^mbci*,  art  thou  the  Spy  too? 

Laf.  A  Watehittah  for  the  State,  and  one  that's  knovm. 
Sir,  to  be  rightly  SffcAed. 

.tfitf^.  BaWd  of  the  State  I     . 
No  le6  than  of  thy  Mafter's  Lu(b.    I  now 
See  nothing  can  redeem  thee ;  dar'ft  thou  mention 
Afieftion,  or  a  Heart,  that  ne'er  hadft  any  ? 

{6a}  ■  "grtw/ermidaife  to  their  C/owfis,  mndCohUrs^  naan  thin^ 
gumrdtbim/el*utsi  ]  The  Confufion  of  the  Meftfore  hert  is  a 
Trifle^  bat  the  OmifTion  of  a  Letter  in  the  Q^rto  made  the  fubfe^  |iieat 
Editions  turn  a  noble  Sentiment  into  a  very  podr  one.  The  Otfarco  hat 
no  Comma  between  then  2^  guard  i  nndoubtedljr,  therefore,  in  Read 
of  clofing  i/«^ror*8  fine  Speech  with  **  Then  is  their  Danger,  wtu-o 
*'  then,  let  them  th6i  guard  themfelvea  ;**  We  Hioald  read  ^^wars 
thek  Guards  tbemfitvis ;  i.  e.  When  a  Prince  is  hated  by  all  his  Sub- 
jedsy  his  vtTj  Guards  t^'ill  become  his  Enemia,  and  be  the  firft  to 
deftroy  him.  The  Hiltories  of  almoft  all  Tyrants  in  the  "^orld 
confirm  this  Obfervation.  And  it  is  a  fort  of  Prophefv  of  RoIIq^x  \  Fate, 
a  Hikit  of  which  Aubrey  m  the  next  Sce&e  g^ves  Rolio  himfelf,  when 
)ie  tells  him, 

Tiu  make  your  Guards  your  Tifnn  by  tbffi  A^s, 

Know'ft 
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Know'ft  not  (63)  to  love  or  hate,  but  by  the  Scale, 

As  thy  Prince  does't  before  thee  ?  That  doft  never 

Wear  thy  own  Face,  but  put'ft  on  his,  >and  gadier'ft 

Baits  for  his  Ears ;  liv*fl:  wholly  at  his  beck. 

And  e'er  thou  dar*ft  utter  a  Thought  thine  own, 

Muft  expeft  his ;  creep'ft  forth  and  w^'ft  into  him 

As  if  thou  wert  to  pals  a  Ford,  there  proving 

Yet  if  thy  Tongue  may  ftep  on  (afely  or  no  ; 

(64)  Then  fing'ft  his  Virtue  afleep,  and  ftay'ft  the  Wheel 

Both  of  his  Reafbn  and  Judgment,  that  tney  move  not : 

White*ft  over  all  his  Vices  \  and  at  laft 

Doft  draw  a  Cloud  of  Words  before  his  Eyes, 

Till  he  can  neither  fee  thee  nor  him&lf  ? 

.Wretch;  I  dare  give  him  honeft  Cbunfels,  I, 

And  love  him  while  I  tell  him  Truth  ;  old  Aubrey 

Dares  go  the  ftraighteft  way,  which  ftill's  the  (horteft. 

Walk  on  the  Thorns  thou  (catter*ft,  Parafite, 

And  tread  *em  into  nothing ;  and  if  thou 

Then  let'ft  a  Look  fall,  of  the  leaft  diHike, 

{65)  Pll  rip  thy  Crown  up  with  my  Sword  at  height, 

And  pluck  thy  Skin  over  thy  Face,  in  (ipht 

Of  him  thou  flatter'ft  i  unto  thee  I  fpeak  it. 

Slave,  againft  whom  all  Laws  fhould  now  confpire. 

And' every  Creature  that  hath  Senfe,  be  arm'd. 

As  'gainft  the  common  Enemy  of  Mankind  ; 

That  flcep*ft  within  thy  Ma(ter*s  Ear,  and  whifpa'ft 

(65)  «— '/9  tovi  or  battf  but  by  ibt  SuteJ  A  very  corrupt  Reading 
of  the  late  Editioni. 

(64)  Then  bring'ft  his  Virtue  ajleef, ]     Tliat  brin^ft  is  a 

Corruption  feems  evident,  but  I  was  doubtful  whether  I  fliould  read 
rin^jt  or  fin^ft  \  the  former  it  nearer  che  Trace  of  the  Letters,  the 
latter  the  more  obvious  Metaphor.  Mr.  ^ymffon  fending  me  the  latter 
as  hit  Conjedure  too,  determined  me  to  give  it  the  preference. 

(6^)  Til  rip  thy  CP'otvn  up  with  my  Sword  at  height^ 

And  pluck  thy  Skin  ovir  thy  Taa,'^-^]  I  much  fnfpeft  the  firil 
Line,  to  which  I  can  a£x  no  clear  Idea.  What  would  Ambrty  do  to 
him  ?  It  fhould  feem,  that  he  would  with  his  Sword  ilrip  open  the 
Crown  of  his  Head,  and  pluck  bis  Skin  over  his  Face.  The  following 
Conje&ure  will  give  this  Reading  more  clearly  than  the  former,  but 
not  fo  dearly  as  I  could  wiih,  and  therefore  I  don't  put  it  into  the 

Text. 

///  drip  thy  Crown  ope  with  my  Sword  at  height. 

»Ti« 
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'Tis  better  for  him  to  be  fear*d  than  lov*d  ; 
Bid'Hiiim  truft  no  Man's  Friendihip,  fpare  no  Blood 
That  may  fecure  him ;  **  *tis  no  Cruelty 
"  That  hath  a  fpecious  End  ;  for  Sovereignty 
**  Broik  all  the  Laws  of  kind  ;  if  it  fiKceed, 
^*  An  honeft,  noble,  and  praUe-worthy  Deed. 
While  he  that  takes  thy  Foifons  hi,  (hall  feel 
Thdr  virulebt  workings  in  a  point  of  Time, 
When  no  Repentance  can  bring  Aid,  (66)  but  all 
His  Spirits  fhall  melt,  with  what  his  Confcience  bum'd. 
And  aying  in  a  Flatterers  Arms,  ihall  fall  unmoura'd. 
There's  Matter  for  you  now. 

Lat.  (67)  My  liord,  this  nukes  not 
For  loving  of  my  Matter.    Auhr.  Loving  ?  No ;    / 
They  hate  ill  Princes  moft  that  nuke  them  fo. 

Enter  RoUo,  Hamond,  Allan,  and  Guard. 

Rol  rU  hear  no  more. 

,  Ham.  Alas,  'tis  for  my  Brother  : 
I  do  befeech  your  Hiffhnefs.    Rol.  How,  a  Brother  ? 
Had  not  I  one  myfelF?  Did  Tide  move  me 
When  it  was  fit  that  he  fbould  die  ?  away* 

(66)  ^ — — hutali 

His  Spirits  Jball  miit,  *witb  nuh^i  bis  Confiiena  burned. 
And  djfing  in  a  Flatt$rir*s  Jrms,  fiall  fall  nnmourn'd.']     The 
Sentiment  in  the  firft  Lines  is  ftiflj  expreisM.  His  Spirits  fiall  milt  mt 
tbt  Fin  witb  wbicb  bis  dn/ciena  fi^all  hurm^    fcems  the  Senfe. 
>light  the  Rhime  be  difpenfed  with,it  might  perhaps  be  better  to  read. 
His  Spirits  fifull  mtlt^  bis  Confcitna  bmrn,  and  djfing 
Witbin  a  Flatterer's  Arms  Jball  fall  unmourn'd. 

{67)  My  L§rdt  tbis  makes  not  for  loving  of  my  Mailer,']  The 
Mcafnre  is  here  ( as  in  a  hundred  naces  too  trifling  for  >fotes )  eaiily 
adjafled.  Bat  how  do  Latoreb^%  Words  exprds  his  Sentiments  F 
—  ^bis  makes  not  for  koving  of  my  Majer,  (hould  feem  to  implx» 
thmt  Anbreft  Speech  ihew*d  ncf  Love  to  Rollo  ;  bat  Aubreys  Aniwec 
plainly  (hews  that  Latorcb  fpoke  fomethine  of  his  own  Love  to  his 
Mafter,and  not  of  Anbrefi.  Perhaps  the  Reader  may  think  the  old 
Reading  may  be  conftrued  to  this  Senfe,  and  therefore  without  diHurb- 
ing  the  Text,  I  (hall  only  ofe  a  Cbnjedaie  of  which  I  am  myfelf 
ytry  dobiotts . 

Lat.  My  Lord^  tbis  Rating's 
For  loving  of  my  Mafter, 
J.  e.  ^bi  real  Caufe  ofyotsr  Anger  to  me  is  my  Lone  to  my  Mafer. 

Ail* 
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AIL  Brother,  ioie  no  word  more,  leave  my  good  Caule 
T'upbraid  the  Tyrant,  I  am  glad  I'm  fain 
Now  in  thofe  Times,  chat  will'd  fome  greac  Example 
T*  affure  Men  we  can  die  for  Honcfty. 

RoL  Sir,  you  are  brave,  'pray  that  you  hold  your  Neck 
As  bravely  forth  anon  unto  your  Hea^^oian. 

All.  Would  he  would  ftrike  as  bravely,  and  thou  by, 
Kolloy  'twould  make  thee  quake  to  fee  me  die. 

Auhr.  What's  his  Offence  ? 

Ham.  For  giving  Gishert  burial. 
Who  was  fometimes  his  Matter. 

All.  Yes,  Lord  Aubrey y 
My  Gratitude  and  Humanity  are  my  Grimes. 
'    BjiU  Wl^y  bear  you  him  not  hence  ? 

Auh.  My  Lord,   (day  Soldiers) 
I  do  befeech  your  Highncfs,  do  not  lofe 
Such  Men  for  fuch  flight  Caufes.    This  is  one 
Has  ftill  been  faithful  to  you,  a  try'd  Soul 
In  all  your  Father's  Battels ;  I  have  iben  him 
Beftnde  a  Friend  againft  a  (core  of  Foes, 
And  look,  he  looks  as  he  wbuld  kill  his  hundred 
For  you.  Sir,  were  y*  in  danger. 

All.  'Till  he  kill'd 
His  Brother,  his  Chancellor,  and  then  his  Matter, 
To  which  he  can  add  nought  to  equal  Ner^)^ 
But  killing  of  his  Mother. 

Aubr.  Peace,  brave  Fool, 
Thou  valiant  Afs :   Here  is  his  Brother  too,  Sir, 
A  Captain  of  your  Guard,  hath  ferv'd  you  long. 
With  the  moft  noble  witnefi  of  his  Truth 
Mark'd  in  his  Face,  and  every  Part  about  him  ; 
That  turns  not  from  an  Enemy.    But  view  him. 
Oh  do  not  grieve  him.  Sir,  if  you  do  mean 
That  he  (hall  hold  his  Place :  It*  is  not  fafe 
To  tempt  fuch  Spirits,  and  let  them  wear  their  Swords, 
You'll  make  your  Guards  your  Terrors  by  thefe  Afts, 
And  throw  more  Heans  off  from  you  than  you  hold  \ 
And  I  mutt  tell  ^ou.  Sir,  (with  my  old  freedonf). 
And  my  old  Faith  to  boot)  you  have  not  liv'd  fo 
But  that  your  State  will  need  (uch  Men,  fuch  Hands 

Of 
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Of  which  here's  one,  fhtli  in  an  Hour  of  Trial, 
Do  you  more  certain  Service  with  a  Stroke, 
Than  the  whole  Bundle  of  your  FJatteno^, 
(68)  With  all  tfa*  uofavory  Un&ion  of  their  Tongues, 

Rol.  Peace,*  Talker. 

Jubn  One  that  loves  you  yet,  my  Lord, 
And  would  not  (be  yaa  pull  on  your  own  Ruins. 
Mercy  becomes  a  Prince,  and  guaxxls  him  beft ; 
Awe  and  Affrights,  they  are  no  tycs  of  Love  ; 
When  Men  begin  to  fear  the  Prince,  they  hate  hFin. 

Rol.  Am  I  the  Prince,  or  you  ? 

Aubr.  My  Lord,.!  hope  I  have  not  uttered  ought  fhouM 
urge  that  Queftion. 

Rcl.  Thea  pra6Uie  your  Obedience,  ice  him  dead. 

Jluhr.  My  Lord  ? 

RoL  ril  hear  no  more. 

jiuhr.  Pm  ferry  then  ; 
There's  no  fmall  de^ir.  Sir,  of  their  Safety,   *  •  d 

Whofe  Ears  arc  blocked  up  againft  the  Truth ;  ^ 

Come,  Captain.  Ham.  I  thank  you.  Sir.  Aubr.  For  what  ?  M 

For  feeing  thy  Brother  die  a  Man,  and  honeft  ?  ;1 

Live  thou  fo.  Captain,  I  will,  I  a/Iiire  thee,  ^ 

Although  I  die  ror't  too  ;  come 

[Exeunt  all  but  Rol.  and  Lat. 

RoL  Now,  Latorcb^ 

What  do  you  'think  ?    Lat.   Iliat  Aubrey's  Speech  and 

Manners 
Sound  fomewbat  of  the  boldeft.     Rol.  'Tis  his  Cuftom. 

Lat.  It  may  be  fo,  and  yet  be  worth  a  Fear. 

Rol.  If  we  thought  fo,  it  fhould  be  worth  his  JLife, 
And  quickly  too.     Lat.  I  dare  not.  Sir,  be  Author 
Of  what  I  would  be,  he  is  fo  dangerous : 
But  with  your  Highnefs*  Favour  and  your  Licence. 

Rol.  He  talks,  *tis  true ;  and  he  is  licensed ;  Leave  him, 
"We  now  are  Duke  alone,  Latorcb^  fecur'd ; 
Nothing  left  ftanding  to  obfcure  our  Profpcdl, 
We  look  right  forth,  befide,  and  round  about  us, 

(68)  With  all  thi*  un/a*v9ry  Un&ion  of  ibeir  Tottgttej.  ]  Vrfawry 
VnGiott^  f .  e.  The  Undiun  which  at  fuch  a  time  will  have  lolt  ail  lis 
ikvour.     But  the  more  natural  Reading  '\%  fuRjourj. 

And 
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And  fee  It  ours  with  pleafure :  Only  one 

Wifli'd  Joy  there  wants  to  make  us  to  poflels  it. 

And  that  is  E(Utb^  Ediths  fhe  that  got  me 

In  Blood  and  Tears,  in  fuch  an  oppolite  Minute, 

As  had  I  not  at  once  felt  all  the  Flames 

And  Shaftis  of  Love  fliot  in  me,  his  whole  Armory, 

I  fhould  have  thought  him  as  far  off  as  Death. 

Lat.  My  Lord,  exped  a  while,  your  Happinefs 
Is  nearer  than  you  think  it ;  yet  her  Griefs 
Are  green  and  frefh,  your  vigilant  Latorcb 
Hath  not  been  idle;  I  have  leave  already 
To  vifit  her,  and  fend  to  her. 

Rol.  My  Life. 

Lat.  And  if  I  find  not  out  as  ipeedy  ways. 
And  proper  Inftruments  to  work  and  bring  her 
To  your  Fruition ;  that  (he  be  not  watch'd 
Tame  to  your  Highnefs,  fay  you  have  no  Servant 
Is  capable  of  fuch  a  Trull  about  you, 
(6^)  Or  worthy  to  be  Groom  of  your  Delight. 

RoL  Oh  my  Latorcb^  whatfhail  I  render  thee 
For  all  thy  travek,  care,  and  love  ? 

Lat.  Sir,  one  Suit, 
Which  I  will  evY  importune,  'till  you  grant  me. 

Rol.  About  your  Mathematicians  ? 

Lat.  Yes,  to  have  . 
The  Scheme  of  your  Nativity  judg'd  by  them, 
I  have't  already  ercdted ;  O  my  Lord, 
You  do  not  know  the  labour  of  my  Fears, 
My  Doubts  for  you  are  fuch  as  cannot  hope 
Any  Security  but  from  the  Stars ; 
Who,  being  rightly  ask'^d,  can  tell  Man  more 
Than  all  Power  elfc,  there  being  no  Power  beyond  them. 

{6g)  Or  worffy  t9  6i  StcretSLTy  of  jour  PUa/un.l  Tbii  indeed  it 
good  Senfe,  but  *ci9  only  the  conjectural  Reading  ot  the  late  Editions, 
and  departs  too  mach  from  the  Trace  of  the  Letters  to  be  allowed  to 
ibmd.    The  old  Quarto  reads. 

Or  worthy  to  bi  rfyour  Delight, 

Here  a  Word  was  loft,  Baiudt  or  Pimp,  which  are  his  true  Charafler, 
are  too  coarfe  Names  for  a  Man  to  call'  himfelf ;  Secretary^  Steward, 
and  all  Words  but  Monofyllables  are  excluded  by  the  Meafure.  Groom 
therefore  feems  to  bid  faiieft  for  being  the  Original. 

Rol 
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RoL  All  thy  Petitions  (till  are  care  of  us» 
Ask  for  thyfclf. 

Lat.  What  more  can  concern  me. 
Than  this  ?  RoL  Wei],  rife  true  honed  Nfan,  and  go  then,  * 
We'll  ftud*  ourielves  a  Means  how  to  reward  thee. 

Lat.  Your  Grace  is  now  infpir'd  \  now,  now  your 
Highnefs  ' 

Begins  to  live,  from  this  Hour  count  your  Joys : 
But,  Sir,  I  mufl:  have  Warrants,  with  blank  Figures 
To  put  in  Names,  fuch  as  I  like. 

RoL  You  (hall. 

Lat.  They  dare  not  elfe.  Sir,  offer  at  your  Figure  ? 
Oh  I  fhall  bring  you  wonders  ;  there's  a  Friar 
Rufeij  an  admirable  Man,  another 
A  Gentleman,  and  then  la  Rske^ 
The  Mirror  of  bis  Time  j  'twas  he  that  fet  it. 
But  there's  one  Norbret  (him  I  never  law) 
Has  made  a  Mirror,  a  meer  Looking-glals, 
In  (hew  you'ld  think't  no  other  •,  the  form  Oval, 
As  I  am  given  to  underftand  by  Letter, 
*Which  renders  you  fuch  Shapes,  and  thofe  ib  differing. 
And  ibme  that  will  be  queftion'd  and  give  anfwers  \ 
Then  has  he  let  it  in  a  Frame,  that  wrought 
Unto  the  Revolutions  of  the  Stars,        * 
And  (b  compadt  by  due  Proportions 
Unto  their  Harmony,  doth  move  alone 
A  true  Automaton  \  thus  Daedalus  Statues, 
Or  Vulcan's  Stools —  RqL  Doft  thou  believe  this  ?  Lai.  Sir  ? 
*Why,  what  (hould  ftay  my  Faith,  or  turn  my  Senfe? 
He'as  been  about  it  above  twenty  Years, 
Three  Sevens,  the  powerful,  and  the  perfed  Numbers  h 
And  Art  and  Time,  Sir,  can  produce  fuch  things* 
What  do  I  read  there  of  Hiarbas  Banquet  ? 
The  great  Gymnolbphift,  that  had  his  Butlers 
And  Carvers  of  pure  Gold  waiting  at  Table  i 
The  Images  of  Mercury^  too,  that  fpoke  ? 
(70)  The  Wooden  Dove  that  flew  ?  A  Snake  of  Bra& 

(70)  Tbi  Wooden  Door  that  ftenu  ?  — — ]    The  Coiraption  of  the 
bee  Editions. 

Vol.  V.  K  That 


146  77>e  Bloody  Brother. 

That  hifs'd?  and  Bird»  of  Silver  chat  did  fing? 
All  thefc  were  done  by  the  Mathematicks,. 
Without  which  there's  no  Science,  nor  no.  Truth. 

RoL  You  are  in  your  own  Sphear,  Latorch:  and:  rather 
Than  Pli  contend  w'ye  for  ir,  I'll  believe  it, 
YouVe  won.  upon  me  that  I  wifh  to  ice 
My  Fate  before  me  now,  whatever  it  be. 

Lat.  AndilMI  endeavour,  youfUall  know  with  rpoed^ 
For  which.  I  (hould  have  one  of  truft  go  with  nlc, 
1  f  you  pleafe,  Hamond^.  that  I  may  by  him 
Send  you  my  firft  Difpatches ;  after  f 
(71)  Shall  bring,  you  more,.  and<  as  diey  come  forth 

from. 'cm. 
More  and  more  accurate. 

Rol.  Take  your  own. ways 
Chufe  your  own  means,  and^  be  it  profperout  to  us* 

SCENE         If. 

Enter  Rufec,  dc  Bube,^  la  Fiske,  Norbret,  and  Pippeaui 

Ruf.  Gome,  bear  up,  Sirs,  we  ftiall  have  better  Dayr^. 
My  Almanack  tells  me. 

^«^.  What  is *that  ?  your  Rqmp? 

Ruf.  It  never  itch'd  in  vain  yer,  'flid  la  Fiske f 
Throw  off  thy  fluggifh  Face,  f  can't  abide 
To  fee  thee  look  like  a:  poor  Jade  i*th*  Pound; 
That  faw  no  Meat  thefe  three  Dkys. 

Fiske.  'Slight,  to  me 
*T  fccms  thirteen  D^ysfince  I  few  any. 

Ruf  How? 

fiskt.  I  can't  remember  that  I  ever  few 

(71)  Shall  hringyw  ^9rt,  an  J  as  tbm^  nmi  ft!]  I  more.  ]      Thv  oU 
Quarto  reads, 

Shall  bring  yom  m$rt^  and  at  tbiy  cMHt  mor* 
And  accurate  forth  from  *mi« 

This  being  evidently  corrupt,  the  late  Editions  flruck  out  what  they 
could  not  make  Senfe of,  whichmayr be.done  by  little  more  than  put- 
ting the  Words  into  the  natural  Order,  and  they  will  then  com  pleat 
the  Meafurt  with  the  next-Hemiftich. 

Or 
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Or  Meat^  or  Mony,  you  may  hlk  of  bodi 
To  open  a  Man*»  SDotmch  or  his  Purfe, 
But  feed  'em  ftill  with  Ain 

Bube.  Friar,  I  fear 
You  do  not  (ay  yow  Office  Welt  a-days, 
I  cannot  hear  your  Beads  knack. 
.  Mr.  Pox,  he  fetsds 

With  Leachery,  ^nd  lives^upon  th'  exchangfe 
Of  his  two  Eggs  and  Puddings  wkb  the  M&ket^ women. 

Ruf.  And  wh«  dd^  you.  Sir,  wkh  the  Adv^Kat^s  Wife, 
Whom  you  perfwade,  upoit  ybor  peroral'  Bedy 
To  take  the  Mathematical  Trance  fo  often  ? 

Fuke.  Come,  we  are  ftark  naught  alf,  bad's  thebfcfl:  of  ut. 
Four  of  the  fcvenf  deadly  Spots  Wt  arc  5 
Befides  our  Leachery,  wc  are  envious, 
And  mod,  moft  gluttonous  wheh  we  have  it  thus^, 
Moft  covetous  now  we  warn  it  *,  then  our  Boy 
He  is  a  fifth  Spot,  Stoth,  and  he  undoes  us. 

Bfih.  'Tis  true,  the  Child  was  wont  to  be  induftriout, 
And  now  and  then  fent  in  a  Merchant's  W'ifb 
Sick  of  the  Husband,  or  a  fwearing  Butler 
That  mifs'd  one  of  his  Bowls,  a  crying  Maid 
Had  loft  a  Silver  Spoon* ;  the  Curiy  Comb 
Sbmetittics  was  wanting  %  there  was  fomething  gotten; 
But  now     I 

Pip.  What  now  ?  Did  not  \  Yefter-morning^ 
Bring  you  in  a  Cardecu  there  ftom  the  PeaHtnt, 
Whofc  Afs  rd  driven  afide,  and  bid,  that  you 
Might  conjure  for  him  ?  and  again  laft  Night, 
Six  Souiz  from  the  Cook's  Wife,  you  ihar'd  among  you. 
To  fet  a  figure  for  th?  PefHc  I  dole. 
It  is  nbt  at  home  yet ;  thefe  fhihgs,  my  Matters, 
In  a  hard  time,  they  would  be  thought  on  :  You 
Talk  of  your  Lands  and  Caftles  in  the  Air, 
Of  your  twelve  Houies  there :  But  it  is  T 
That  brir^  you  in  your  Rents  for  'em.  'tis  PippeM 
That  is  your  Bird-call. 

Nor.  Faith  he. does  well, 
And  cuts  through  th*  Elements  for  us,  I  muft  needs  (ay 
In  a  fine  dextrous  Line. 

K  2  '  Fish'. 
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Eske.  But  not  as  he  did 
Ac  firft)  then  he  >yould  fail  with  any  Wind 
Int*  every  Creek  and  Corner.   . 

Pip,  I  was  iight  then, 
New  built  and  rigged  when  I  came  to  you,  Gentlemen, 
But  now  with  often  and  far  venturing  for  you 
Here  be  Leaks  fprung,  and  whole  Planks  wanting,  fee  you  ; 
If  you'll  new  Iheath  me  again,  (72}  yet  I  am  for  you 
To  any  Gulf  or  Streighcs,  where-c'cr  you'll  fend  me. 
For  as  I  am,  where  can  this  ragged  Bark 
Put  in  for  any  Service,  'lefs  it  be 
O'th'  Ifle  of  Rogues,  and  there  turn  Pirate  for  you  ? 

Nor.  Faith  he  fays  Reafon,  Fryer,  you  muft  Jeave 
Your  neat  crifp  Claret,  and  fall  to  your  Cyder 
A  while  i  and  you  la  Ftske^  your  larded  Capons 
And  Turkies  for  a  time,  and  take  a  good 
Clean  Tripe  in  your  way  ;  de  Bube  too  muft  content  him 
(73)  With  wholfom  two-foulz'd  Petitocs,  no  more 

Crown 

(72)  ytt  lam  fir  yn 

7o  amy  Boe  ^r  Sleights, ]      Wc  all  difcard  SUigbti  as  t 

Corruption,  Mr.  Ibiobald  propofes  SUtigbSf  bat  as  the  Metaphor  it 
taken  all  along  from  a  Ship,  I  (hould  rather  difcard  the  Word  Bog  at 
fpurious  than  add  a  fecond  of  the  fame  Import.  Bat  fuppofine  fK^t 
Bog  may  fignif/  the  Shallows  and  Sands,  (when  as  Firgiitjft&tg  iti^ 
firit  ttflas  arenis)  I  let  it  ftand,  tho*  I  think  it  probable  tkat  P$ri^ 
or  Gulf,  might  one  of  them  have  been  the  Original ;  for  there  can,  I 
believe,  be  no  room  todoubt  that  Strtigbis  (aConjf6hire  which  Mr.^iN^ 
/on  and  I  concarr'd  in)  is  the  true  Reading,  initead  aiSUigbts.  Had 
it  wanted  a  Confirmation,  Mr.  Symft/oM  has  furni(h*d  me  with  one  from 
a  parallel  Pa/Tage  in  JobnfitC%  Underwoods  to  Lord  Sackviile,  p.  159, 

■  ibeir  very  Trade 

'         //  borrowing  ;  tbat  bui  fiopi^  tbey  do  invmdi 
AU  as  ibeir  Prixt^  tarn  Pirates  here  at  Land. 
Have  tbeir  Bermudas  amd  tbeir  Streights  im  tbe  Strand^ 
Man  out  tbeir  Boats  to  tb*  Temple,  and  notjbijt 
Now  bmt  Command 

A  Friend  happening  to  come  in  jufl  at  I  had  wrote  this  Note,  infiflM 
upon  my  difcarding  Bog  from  the  Text,  which  I  reuin*d  only  becaufe 
my  Conjeddres  were  fcarce  near  enoagh  the  Trace  of  fhe  Letters;  but 
they  are,  either,  nearer  than  feveral  Changes  that  have  been  made  hj 
the  latter  Editions  of  this  Play,  in  which  own  was  put  for  teaeb  in  one 
Place,  and  ck/e  for  blefs  in  another. 

(73)  iFitbwboI/omty^o(o\iz^dPetitoes, ]     Mr.  TbeobaU  tt2A% 

4roiA  Uie  old  Qaarto,  tysofnusd^  the  idea  which  he  would  affiix  is, 
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Crown  Ordinaries,  till  we've  cloath'4  our  Infant. 

Bube.  So  you*irkeep 
Your  own  gocxl  Motions,  Dodor,  your  dear  felf, 

Fiske.  Yes,  for  we  all  do  know  the  Latitude 
Of  your  Concupifcence. 

Ruf.  Here  about  your  Belly. 

Biie.  YouM)  pick  a  Bottle  open  or  a  Whimfejr, 
As  (bon  as  the  bed  of  us. 

Ftske.  And  dip  your  Wrift- bands,        {lie  Bell  rings. 
(For  Cufis  youVe  none)  as  comely  in  the  Sauce 
As  any  Courtier hark,  the  Bell,  who's  there  ? 

RuJ[  Good  luck  I  do  conjure  thee;  Boy  look  out. 

Pip.  They're  Gallants,  Courtiers,  one  of  *em  is 
Of  the  Duk^s  Bed-chamber.  [Exit  and  enter  again. 

Ruf.  Latorcb. down,  DoAoi:,  \X^  Norbrct. 

On  with  your  Gown,  there's  a  new  Suite  arriv'd. 
Did  I  not  tell  you.  Sons  of  Hunger?  Crowns, 
Crowns,   Crowns  are  coming  toward  you.    Wine  and 

Wenches 
You  (hail  have  once  again,  and  Fidelers : 
Into  your  Studies  clofe  ;  each  lay  his  Ear 
T*  his  Door,  and  as  you  hear  me  to  prepare  you 
So  come,  and  put  me  on  that  Vizard  only. 

Enter  Latorch,  and  Hamond. 

Lat.  You'll  not  be  far  hence  Captain,  tehen  the  Bulineft 
Is  done  you  (hall  receive  pre(ent  Difpatch. 

Ham.  ril  walk,  Sir,  in  the  Cloyfter.  [£x/^ 

Ruf.  Monfieur  Latorcb  \  my  Son, 
The  Stars  are  happy  ftill  that  guide  you  hither. 

Lat.  I'm  glad  to  hear  their  Secretary  fay  fo. 
My  learned  Father  Ruffe ^  where's  la  Fuke^ 
Monfieur  de  Bube^  how  do  they  ? 

Ruf.  At  their  Studies, 
They  are  the  Secretaries  of  the  Stars,  Sir, 
Still  at  their  Books,  they  will  not  be  puird  off. 
They  ftick  like  cupping  Glafles ;  if  ever  Men 

I  fappofe,  t^wiee  pickled.  Of  twice  falttd :  Bat  ^0/«,  5m&s»  or  ^0jii>, 
the  Fnneh  Coin,  making  a  more  natural  Expirffion,  and  a  ftroager 
Andchefis  to  the  Crown  Ordinaries,  I  think  (hat  the  true  <»ff. 

K  3  Spoke 


/  .     • 


I 

150  77fe  Bloody  Brother. 

Spoke  with  the  Tongue  of  ©eftiny,  'tis  they. 

Lat.  Fqf  love's  fake  let's  falute  'cm. 

Ruf.  Boy,  go  fee^ 
Tell  them  who's  here,  fay,  that  their  Friends  do  chaHenge 
Some  portion  of  their  Time,  this  is  our  Minute, 
Pray  'em  they'll  fpare  it :  they  arc  the  Sun  and  Moon 
Of  Knowledge  ;  pity  two  (uch  noUe  Lights 
Should  live  obfcur'd  here  in  an  ynivcrfity. 
Whole  Beams  were  fit  t^illumine  any  Court 
Of  Chriftcndom. 

Enter  la  Fi^ke,  ^  Sabe,  an4  Pippwu. 

Lat.  The  Duke  will  (hortly  know  'em. 

Bskei  Well,  iook  upon  thie  Aftrbjabc ;  yoii^  find  it 
Four  Alnxupanturies  at  leaft. 

Bube.  It  is  fo. 

,  Rsif.  StilJ  of  their  learned  ftujF,  they  care  for  |ioching9 
But  how  to  know,  as  negligent  of  their  Boditt 
In  Diet,  or  elfe,  efpeci^lly  in  their  Cloaths, 
As  if  they  had  no  change. 

Pip.  They  have  io  Rttlc 
As  well  may  free  then)  from  the  Name  of  SMften. 

Fish.  Monfieur  Latorch^ 

Lat.  How  is  It,  le^me^  QeiulMMsni 
With  bpth  ypur  Virtues  ?  Bube.  A  n^oft  happy  Hpur^ 
When  we  fee  you,  S\r.    Lat.  When  you  hear  me  then 
It  will  |)e  happiei' ;  the  Duke  greets  you  both 
Thus,  and  though  you  m^y  touch  no  Mony»  Ftfber^ 
Yet  you  may  taKe  it. 

Ruf.  *Tis  his  I^ighnefs  Bounty, 
But  yet  to  me,  atnd  thefe  that  have  put  oflT 
The  World,  fuperfluous, 

Fiske.  WeVe  heard  of  late 
His  Highnefs  good  iuccefs. 

Bube.  And  gratulate  it. 

Lat.  Indeed  h*  hath  'Icap'd  a  ftrange  Confpiracy, 
Thanks  to  his  Stars ;  which  Stars  he  prays  by  me. 
You  would  again  confiilt,  and  make  a  Judgment 
On  what  y^ni  lately  created  for  my  Love. 

Ruf. 
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Ruf.  Oh,  Sir,  we  dare  not.  Ftske.  For  ourLtves.  Bube, 
It  is 
The  Prince's  Scheme.    Led.  T*  encounter  with  that  Fear, 
Here's  to  aSbre  yoa  •,   his  Signet,—  wile  your  Names, 
And  be  fecur'd  all  three.     Bube.  We  muft  intreat 
Some  Time,  Sir.     Lat.  I  mmft  then  intreat,  it  be 
As  prcfent  as  you  can. 

Rske.  Haye  you  the  JScheme  here  ? 

LaL  Yes. 

Ruf.  I.  would  you  had.  Sir, 
Another  Warrant.  Zwi/.  What  would  that  do,  RufMoLTTj 
We  have  a  Dodlor,  Sir,  that  in  this  Bufineft 
Would  not  perform  the  focond  Part. 

Lm.  Not  htm 
That  yoa  writ  to  me  off 

Ruf..  The  very  fame. 

Lat.  I  fhould  have  made  it.  Sir,  my  fuit^  fee  him  i 
Here  is  a  Warrant,  Father,  T  conceived 
That  he  had  folely  applied  hfmfetf  to  Magidc. 

Ruf.  And  tothefe  Studies 'tt>o,  Sir,  iniihis  Pidd 
jbfe  was  intdamd,  but  we  ^ihaf I  'bar-diy 
JQraw  him  &om  his  Chair. 

Lat.  Tdl  him  he  fliill  hav(e  G^ld. 

Ftske.  Oh,  fuch  a  SyNable  #oiild  make^itn  fetfwear 
Ever  tofareathi' your  Tight.  £.^.  How  then?  JFii^^  8ir;he» 
If  you  jAd  pleafe  co  give  him  any  tiling, 
Muft  have't  convey'd  under  a  Paper. 

Ruf  Or  left 
Behind  <bme  Book  i's Study.    Buhe.  Or  in  fome  old  WaH^ 

Fiske.  Where  his  Familiars  may  tell  him  of  ft, 
That  pleafes  him.  Sir.  • 

(74)  Bube.  iHl  go  and  atflky  9vim. 

(74)  Buhe,  Or  dfe  Pit  go  aPi^  ajpjy  him'\  I  havje  met  JKrith  jdd  one 
Play  in  our  Authors  where  the  Meafmie  whtn  refloreillefin^  ib  cor-% 
re^  tsin  this ;  evei^  in  rive  coiniidk.Psru»  whcre.tbe  OMogtiecerffti 
moftly  in  half  lines,  the  Meafarfe  is  g^nerdU^  true,  'fht  Word* 
or  tlfe  were  (I ruck  out  hy  Mr.  Sympfon  as  ii^jartous  to  the  Senfe,  and  I 
had  obfervM  them  injurious  both  toSenfe  and  Meafure.  The^  are  not 
indeed  intelligible,  but  by  iu p poling  fhtm  a  brokei^SentenCC  ^efigli'd 
to  coaaiftue  til //4^!£  Speech.     At 

Bube.  Or  ilfe-^-^  TUgo  mmd^iffk^  him. 
Btft  it  is  much  hiore  probable  that  they  are  an  accidental  Interpolation. 

K  4  La. 
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Lat.  Take  Gold  with  you. 
Ruf.  That  will  not  be  amifs  ; 
Give  it  the  Boy,  Sir,  for  he  knows  his  Holes, 
And  how  to  bait  his  Spirits.    Pip.  We  muft  lay. 
In  fcveral  Places,  Sir,     Ruf.  That's  true ;  that  if 
One  come  not,  th'  other  may  hit.    Lat.  Well,  go  then. 
Is  he  fo  learned.  Gentlemen  ?     Fuh.  The  very  top 
Of  our  Profeffion,  Mouth  of  the  Fates ;  pray  Hcav*n 
His  Spirits  be  in  a  good  humour  to  take. 
They'll  fling  the  Gold  about  the  Houfe  dfe.  Bube.  Ay, 
And  beat  the  Fryer  if  he  go  not  well 
Furnifh*d  with  Holy- water, 

Fiske.  You  muft  obferve.him. 

Bube.  Not  crofs  him  in  a  Word,  for  then  he's  gone. 

Fuke.  If  he  do  come,  which  is  a  Hazard,  yet^— — 
Mafs  he  is  here,  this  is  fpeed. 

Enter  Norbret,  Rufee,  and  Pippeau. 

Nor.  Where's  your  Scheme  ? 
Let's  fee,  difpatch,  nay  fumbling  now;  who's  this? 

Ruf.  Chief  Gentleman  of  the  l3uke's  Chamber,  Doctor. 

Nor.  Oh,  let  him  be,  good  ev.'n  to  him,  he's  a  Counier, 
I'll  fpare  his  Conipliment,  tell  him  :  what  is  here  ? 
The  g^niture  Noaumal,  Longitude 
At  forty  Nine  and  ten  Minutes  ?  How  are  the  Cardires  ? 

Ftske.  Libra  in  twenty  four,  forty  four  Minutes, 
And  Capricorn. 

Nor.  I  fee  it,  fee  the  Planets, 
Where,  how  are  they  difpos'd  ;  the  Sun  and  Mercury^ 
Mars  with  the  Dragon^s  Tail  in  the  third  Houfe, 
And  pars  Fortune  in  the  Imo  Cceli^ 
Then  Jupiter  in  the  Twelfth,  the  Cacodemon. 

fiube.  And  Fenus  in  the  fccbnd  Inferna  Porta. 

Nor.  I  fee  it,  peace ;  then  Saturn  in  the  Fifth, 
Luna  i'th'  Seventn,  and  much  of  Scorpio^ 
''Then  Mars  his  Gaudium^  rifmg  in  th'  Afcendent, 
And  join'd  with  Libra  too,  the  Houfe  of  Venus^  \ 

And  Imum  Cerli^  Mars  his  Exakation 
In  the  feventh^Houfc,  jfries  being  his  Natural  Houfe 
And  where  he  is  now  featod,  and  all  thefe  fliew  him 

To 
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To  be  the  Almuter. 

Ruf.  Yes,  he's  Lord  of  the  Geniture, 
Whether  you  examine  it  by  Ptolonif%  way, 
(75)  Or  Mejfabalab\  LaeU  or  Jlkindus. 

Fish.  No  other  PJanet  hath  fo  many  Dignities 
Cither  by  himfelf,  or  in  regard  of  the  Cufpes. 

Nor.  Why  hold  your  Tongue  then  if  you  know  it ;  Vc$ius 
The  Lady  of  the  Horofcope,  being  Uha^ 
The  other  part.  Mars  rules :  So  that  the  Geniture, 
Being  Nodtumal,  Luna  is  the  higheft^ 
None  elfe  being  in  fufficient  Dignity, 
She  being  in  Aries  in  the  Seventh  Houfe, 
W  here  Sol  exalted,  is  the  Alchorodon. 

Bube.  Yes,  for  you  fee  he  hath  his  Termine 
In  the  Degrees  where  (he  is,  and  enjoys 
By  that,  fix  Dignities. 

Fiske.  Which  are  clearly  more 
Than  any  elfe  that  view  her  in  the  Scheme. 

Nor.  W  hy  I  faw  this,  and  could  have  told  you  too. 
That  he  beholds  her  with  a  Trine  Afpeft 
Here  out  of  Sagiifary^  (76}  almoft  Quartile, 
And  bow  that  Mars  out  of  the  ieif-fame  Houic, 
(But  another  Sign)  here  by  a  Platique  AfpcBt 
Looks  at  the  Hyleg,  with  a  Quartile  ruling 
The  Houfe  where  the  Sun  is »  all  this  could  I 
Have  told  you,  but  that  you'll  out-run  me  i  and  mor^ 
That  this  fame  Quartile  AfpeA  to  the  Lady  of  Life, 
Here  in  the  Seventh,  promifes  Ibme  Danger, 
Cauda  Dracms  being  fo  near  Mars^ 

(7J)  Or 

right  Name 

logy,  md  lived  in  the  Times  of  the  Ch^Wk  Aimaii/m  

Vide  Sabm/mm  it  annit  OimmBnicu^  Page  309.  Mr.  Symffou. 

(76)  #/»#/ ptrtilc.]    The  old  Quarto  reads, mhujffMrtfy. 

^MMriiU  b  andoubtedW  the  true  Word.  It  it  difficult  to  as  at  prefent 
to  fdiih  the  Jargon  of  a  Scieace  fo  loag  exploded,  but  it  is  certainly 
a  very  joft  Buiter  upon  the  ridiculoas  Ciedolity  of  our  Authors  Age. 
The  Words  dhmtir  and  Akbt^itu  aie  two  Words  which  Bailty,  the 
only  Didionary  I  (bond  them  in»  makes  pretty  near  the  fame  Thine«^ 
^/s.  The  Star  that  idgpi  at  oar  Nauviry.  There  is  leme  Utdd 
DiftinaioA  wJkkh  I  hare  forgot,  and  I  have  not  his  Didionary  now 
by  me. 

And 
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And  Caput  Algol  \n  the  Houfe  of  Death. 

Lat.  How,  Sir?  A  pray  yw dcarthat. 

Nor.  What  is  rfic  Queftion  firft  f 

ite/  Of  the  Dukc^slifc,  what  Dangers  Arcaren  Wtn  I 

iVbr.  Apparent,  and  thofe  fadden,  when  the  Hy;lcg 
Or  Alchorodon  by  direAkHi  fxssne 
To  a  Qjiamie  oppofit  ion  of  f  be  place 
Where  JWin  is  in  che  Geftiture,  (wWch  is  now 
At  Hand)  or  die  oppofe  to  Aftffjhknfelf  ^  expefb  it. 

Lat.  But  they  nuy  %e  prevented. 

Nor.  Wifdom  only 
That  rules  the  Stars,  may  do  it ;  for  Mars  Ixipg 
Lord  of  the  Gcniture  in  Capricorn^ 
Is,  if  you  mdrk  it,  now  a  SfxtHe  here. 
With  renus  Lady  of  the  Horofcope. 
So  fhe  being  in  her  Exilium,. which  is  Scotpo^ 
And  Mars  his  Gaudium,  is  d'er-rulM  by  hina^ 
And  clear  debiliuted  iive  Degrees 
Beoovdi  Jier  ordinary  Power,  fo 
That,  at  the  moft,  (ht  can  btst  mitigate. 

Lai.  YoucaiMiot  name  the  PerTons  wing  diis  danger  ? 

Nor.  No,  tkat  the  Scars  tell  us  not,  they  name  no  Man, 
That  is  a  Wotic,  Sir,  of  another  Place. 

Ruf.   Tell  liim  ^om  you  fufpcd,  and  hcflj  gucfe 
(hrewidiy. 

lot.  Sir,  we  do  ftar  one  AiArej ;  if  'twere  he 
I  fhoold  ibe  glad  s  for  we  fhould  (bon  prevent  him. 

Fiske.  I  kQow  him,  the  Duke's  Kinfman,  a  tali  Man  f 
Lay  hold  of*t  Norbret. 

Nor.  Let  mcpaufe  a  little. 
Is  henot  near  (^77)  of  Blood  untathe  Duke  ? 

Lat.  Yes,  reverend  Sir.  Nor>  ('Fart  for  your  Reverence, 
Keep  it  till  then) 
*r-^ Aod  fomewhac  high  of  Stature  i    Lat.  He  is  fo. 

(  Ar*r.  How  old  is  he  ? 

Fiske.  About  feven  4nd  fifty, ) 

Nor.  ——His  Head  and  Beard  ificUning  to  be  grey. 

(77) --^kiii— 3    The  old  Qgarto  reads  5/W.  Heie  ihe  PriniBer^ 
Uci  MTckd  iMD  right,  tho*  he  milt  the  true  and  the  better  Word* 

Lot. 
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Lat.  Right,  Sir. 

(  Fnj*r.  And  fat.) 

Hor.  — He  is  fomewhat  corpulent,  is  he  not  ? 

Lai.  You  ipcak  the  M%p,  Sir, 

Nor.  Well,  loo^  to  him,  fareivel.  lExii  Nofb. 

Lot.  Oh,  it  is  Aubrey  ;  Gentlemen,  I  pray  yoifc 
Let  me  receive  this  under  all  your  Hands. 

Ruf.  Why,  he  will  fliew  you  him  io  his  Magick  Q)a$ 
If  you  intreat  hin),  and  but  gratifie    * 
A  Spirit  or  two  more. 

Lat.  He  fhall  eat  Gold 
If  he  will  have  it,  fo  Ihall  you  aU  i  them's  that 
Amongft  you  fifft,  let  me  have  this  to  iend 
The  &ke  in  the  mean  time  i  and  tbci;i  what  Sigh^^ 
You  pleafe  to  ihew  y  Til  have  yQu  fo  rewarded 
As  never  Artifts  were,  you  (h^l  to  Court 
Along  with  me^  and  there  not  y^ait  your  Fodmnep; 

Bube.  We  have  ^  pretty  part  of 't  in  .Qur  jRocketi^ 
Boy,  we  will  all  be  new,  you  fliail  along  too.       {^Exeunt. 

SCENE        II L 

Enhr  Sophia,  Matilda^  and  Edith. 

Mat.  Good  Madam,  hear  the  Suit  that  Editb  ufjgei^ 
Wich  fuch  fubmifs  Befeeches ;  nor  remain 
So  fbriftly  bound  to  Sorrow  fbr  your  Son, 
That  nothing  .ellie,  though  never  to  be&tiing,         « 
Obtains  your  Ears,  or  Obfervation. 

S(^h.  What  would  (he  fay  f  I  hear. 

Ed.  My  Suit  is.  Madam, 
TUuit  you  would  f^fe  io  think  as  well  of  Jufiice 
Due  to  your  Son^s  Revenge»  as  of  more  wrong  added 
To  both  yourfelvcs  for  it,  in  only  grieving. 
Th'  undaunted  Power  of  Priooes  &ould  not  be 
Con&i'd  in  decdkis  €oki  Calaolity  % 
(78)  Anger,  the  Twin  of  Sorrow  in  yoiir  Wrpog^ 

Shodd 

(78)  Angtr^  the  Tivim  of  Sorro%Vf  iff  four  Wr$ni$ 

StamU  m§t  he  fmothtr^d,  n»bem  bis  Right  of  Birth 
Ciaimi  tk^  Air  at  nuelif  and  Force  of  eoming  forib,1     Theft 
lin^  contain  a  £ne  Metaphor  feemingly  obfcared  by  the  Miftakes  of 

the 
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Should  not  be  fmother'd,  when  his  Force  of  Birth 
Claims  th'  Air  as  well,  and  Right  of  coming  forth. 

Soph.  (79)  Sorrow  has's  due  already.  Anger  never 
Should  be  conceived,  but  where  it  may  be  born 
In  fome  Fa£t  fit  t'employ  his  aftive  Flame, 
That  elfe  confumes  who  bears  it,  and  abides 
Like  a  falfe  Star  that  quenches  as  it  glides. 

Ed.  1  have  fuch  means  t'employ  it  as  your  Wifh 
Can  think  no  better,  eafier,  or  fecurer ; 
And  fuch  as  but  for  th'  Honours  I  intend 
To  your  Parukings,  I  alone  could  end. 
But  your  Parts  in  all  dues  to  crying  Blood 
For  Vengeance  in  the  Shedder,  are  much  greater : 
And  therefore  ihould  work  your  Hands  to  his  Slaughter^ 
For  your  Confent  to  which,  'twere  infinite  wrong 
To  your  fevere  and  mod  impartial  Juftice, 
To  move  you  to  forget  fo  falfe  a  Son 
As  with  a  Mother's  Duty  made  you  curfe  him. 

Mat.  EdUb^  he  is  forgot,  for  any  Son 

the  Prefs.  For,  firft.  How  did  Sophia  (Ufle  her  Anger  in  her  Wroogi  ? 
No,* Anger  was  the  Twin  of  Sorrow*  both  ^e  Children  of  her 
Wrongs. '  I  therefore  tranfpofe  the  Comma  to  the  End  of  the  fir  ft  Line. 
In  the  next  Place,  how  dark  is  the  fixpreftion  cUimi  ibi  force 

if  coming  forth?  I  believe  the  Words  Right  and  Fora^  that  ftand  ju(t 
over  each  other^  have  changM  Places ;  by  replacing  them  the  Soife 
becomes  ^ear.  An^r  being  a  more  a^ive  and  violent  Paifion  than 
Sorrow^  the  Word  Force^  when  rightl/.plac'd,  is  extremely  beaatiful. 

—  fwben  bis  Force  of  Birtb 

Qfiums  tV  Air  as  nuell^  and  Right  of  coming  forth. 

The  Poet  had  undoubtedly  the  Scripture  Expreffion  in  his  Eye ;    The 
Cbildrem  an  come  to  the  Birtb,   and  there  is  not  Strength  H  bring 
forth. 

(79)  Sorrow  is  due  alreathu ]     Here  the  Metaphor  is  drop*d/ 

moit  probably  by  Miftake.  There  are  two  ways  of  caring  it ;  either 
by  reading,  Sorrow  is  bred  already^^^*  or  by  departing  lefs  from  the 
Trace  of  the  Letters,  tho*  it  a  little  roughens  the  Meafure,  Serrowhai^, 
hit  doe  ahready —  i.  e.  due  of  Birth,  I  prefer  this,  at  it  is  common 
with  all  our  old  Poets,  either  to  cut  off  a  final  Vowel  when  the  next 
Word  begins  with  one,,  as  Milton^ 

To  fit  him/elfin  Ghrf  above  his  Peers. 
In  ferfea  Beantf  adorn" d^ 

And  fo  jn  fifty  Places.  Or  it  b  equally  cufiomarj  to  contrad  has  hit 
into  one  Syllable  bais. 

Born 
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Bom  of  niy  Mother,  or  to  mca  Brother. 

For  (hould  wc  ftttt  perform  our  Rights  to  him 

We  Ihould  partake  his  Wrongs,  and  as  foul  bi 

In  Blood  and  damned  Parricide  as  he. 

And  therefore  tell  the  happy  means  chat  Heav'n 

puts  in  thy  Hand,  for  all  our  long'd-for  Freedom 

From  fo  abhorr*d  and  impious  a  Monfler. 

Soph.  Tell  what  (he  will»  I'll  lend  nor  Hand  nor  Ear 
To  whatfocver  Heav'n  puts  in  her  Power.       ,       [Exit, 

Mat.  How  Urange  Ihe  is  to  what  Ibe  chiefly  wilhes  ? 
Sweet  SMtby  be  not  any  Thought  the  more 
Difcourag'd  in  thy  Purpofe,  but  aflbr'd 
Her  Heart  and  JPtayers  are  thine }  and  chat  we  two 
Shall  be  enough  to  all  we  wifli  to  do. 

Ed.  Madam,  myfelf  alone.  I  make  no  doubt 
Shall  be  afibrded  Power  enough  from  Heav'n 
To  end  the  Murthcrer :  All  I  wifh  of  you. 
Is  but  fome  richer  Omameno  and  Jewels 
Than  I  am  able  to  provide  myfelf. 
To  help  out  the  Deicfts  oF  my  poor  Beauty, 
That  yet  hath  been  enough,  as  now  it  is. 
To  make  his  Fancy  mad  with  my  Defire? 
But  you  know,  Madam,  Women  never  can 
Be  too  fair  to  torment  an  amorous  Man  ; 
And  this  Man's  Tormenis  I  would  heighten  fiill. 
Till  at  their  highcft  he  be  flc  to  kill. 

Mat.  Thou  Oiatt  have  all  my  Jewels  and  my  Mothet*!, 
And  thou  Ihatt  paint  too,  thac  his  Blood's  Dcfire 
May  make  him  periOi  in  a  painted  Fire  ;      ,  • 
Hail  thou  been  with  him  yet  ? 
Ed.  Been  with  him  ?    no  ; 
I  iet  that^our  back  to  hade  more  his  longing  ; 
But  I  have  pronjia'd  to  his  Inftruments, 
The  Admittance  of  a  ViCt  at  our  Houfe, 
Where  yet  I  would  receive  him  with  all  Lufti« 
My  Sorrow  would  give  leave  to,  to  remove 
Sufpicion  of  my  Purpofe,  ' 

Mat.  Thou  fhalc  have ' 
All  I  can  add,  fweet  Wench,  in  Jewels,  Tires, 
1*11  be  .myfelf  thy  Dreflfcr  %  nor  may  I 

Serve 
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Serve  my  own  Love  with  a  conGra£feed  Husb&nd 
More  fweetly,  nor  more  amply y  than  m^'fk  thou' 
Thy  forward  Will  with  his  bcwiKh*d  AfiedUorts': 
AffeA'ft;  thou  any  perfonal  Aid  of  mine. 
My  noh\d!tEdUbr 

Ed.  Nought  but  your  kind  Prayers, 
For  full  £ffe£^  and  Speed  of  my  Affair. 

Mat.  They're  thine,  my  £d{iV^,  asfor  Rie,  my  own; 
For  thou  well  know'ft,  if  Blood  (bed  of  ilhe  bdSt 
Should  cooT  and  be  forgotten^  wH6  would  fear 
To  fhed  Blood  (liil?  or  where,  alas,  were  then 
The  endlefs  Love  we  owe  to  worthy  Men  ? 

Ed.  Love  of  the  worthieft  ever  bieft  your  Highnefv 


■>   <        II 
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A  C  T    V.      »C  E  N  E    L 

Enter  Rollo  with  a  Glafsy  Aubrey,  and:  Servdnfs: 

Hoi.  T  Never  ftudied  my  Glals  till  now^ 

X  It  is  exceeding  well ;  now  lesveine*-*-^  Coufin^ 
How  takes  your  Eye  the  Objed  ? 

jiubr.  I  have  learnM 
So  much.  Sir,  of  the  Courtier^  as^^to  fay 
Your  Perfon  docs  become  your  Habit  i  but 
Being  callM  unto  it  by  a  noble  War, 
Would  grace  an  Armour  better. 

Rol.  You  ire  ftill 
For  that  great  Art  of  which  yx>u  are  the  Mafter ; 
Yet  I  mud  tell  you,  that  to  the  Encouiiters 
We  oft  attempr,  arm'd  only  thus,  we  bring 
As  troubled  Blood^  Fears  mix*d  with  flattering  Hopes, 
The  Danger  in  the  Service  too  a»  great. 
As  when  we  are  to  charge  quite  through  and  throu^ 
The  Body  of  an  Army. 

jiubr.  I'll  not  argue 
How  you  may  rank  the  Dangers,  bat  will  die  inV, 
The  Ends  which  they  arrive  at,  are  as  diftant 

In 
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lit  every  Cirenmfknce,  as  far  as  Honour 
Is  from  Shame  and  Repentance. 

Rol.  You  are  fowr  ? 

Auhr.  I  would  fpcak  my  free  Thotigfiti,  yet  not 
appear  fe  ? 
Nor  am  1  fo  ambirious-<if  the  Titte 
Of  one  that  (80)  datts<  calfe  arty  thing  that  runs* 
AgakinCi:  the  Torrent  of  Opinion, 
That  I  affcdk  to  fpcak  ought  may  oflfend  you ; 
And  therefore,  gracibus  Sir,,  be  pleai'd»to  think 
My  Manners  or  Difcretion  have  informed  me 
That  I  was  born,  in  all  good  Ends,  to  fervc  you*: 
And  not  to  check  at  what  ebncems  me  not : 
I  look  not  with  fot-e  Eyes  on  your  rich  Out^dde,. 
Nor  rack  my  Thoughts  to  find  out  to  what  purpofe 
•lis  rtow  employed  5  I  wifh  it  may  be  good. 
And  that,  I  hope,  oiSends  not.    For  z  Subjeci^ 
Towards  his«Prince  in  Things  indifierent 
To  ufe  the  Aullerenefs  of  a  cenfuHng*  Cata 
Is  Arrogance,  not  Frcedbm. 

Eol.  I  commend 
This  Temper  in  you,  and  will  cheriffi  it. 

EttUr  Hamond  wUb  Letters. 

They  come  from  i2^»^  2itf/i^f*i  emptoy'd  you  ? 

Ham.  True,  Sir. 

Rol.  I  muft  not  now  betroubled  with  a  Thought 
Of  any  new  Dcfign .;  aotod^  Auhrgf  read  'cm, 
And  as  they  (hall  direa  you,'  ufe  nny  Pbwer, 
Or  to  reply  or  execute^ 

Aubr.  I  will.  Sir, 

Rol.  And  Captain,  briog^a^  Squadron  of  our  Guarcf 

(So)  '^^^'-^  Jans  iali  any'ihing-tiatvnn 

Jgainft  tbi  Terreni  c/h\s  own  OfifiioM,}  The  old  QoMo  for 
nvas  reads  ruMs,  a  Word  much  preferable  to  the  other.  Bar  what 
Jaring  is  there  to  talk  only  againft'  his  own  Opinion  ?  To  talkagainft 
fuofcta  Man  as  RoiloW  was  dertng xtAM.  in  an  Inferior.  The  Words 
bis  awn  are  probabhr  a  neer  Imerpdatioii.  Opiftian,  according'  to^  the 
conftant  Ufage  of  all  the  old  Poets,  is  four  Syllables,  or  two|  at*  will ; 
and  to  call  it  Ofini§n  in  general^  rather  than  R9ilQi  in  particular,  is 
snore  elegant, . 

To 
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To  th'  Houfe  that  late  was  £aldwin%  and  there  wait  me. 
Ham.  I  fhalK 

Rol.  Some  two  Hours  hence. 
Ham.  With  my  bcft  |j>rc  ;        ^ 

Rol.  Ihfpire  me  Love,  and  be  thy  Deity, ^^ 

►rn*d  or  fcar'd,  as  aow  thou  TaVour'ft  tnc.  v    [^Exii. 


Or  fcorn 

Ham.  My  fiay  to  do  m^u^ty,  m^v^  wroflgs 
Your  Lor^mip's  Priva^]ij|.  /  - 

jtuhn  Captain,  yfiWft^^^ 
Is  ever  welcome  i  FiKbat  your  Patience 
While^J  Qfrufe  thcfc. 

Ham.  .1  a(ttnd  your  Pleafure. 

jMr.  H^s  this,  a  Plot  on  roc  ? 

Ham.  What  is  conuin'd 
In  th'  Letters  that  I  brought,  that  thus  tranfports  him  ? 

jfiibr.  To  be  wrought  on  oy  Rogues,  and  have  my  Head 
Brought  to  the  Axe  by  Knaves  that  cheat  for  Bread  ? 
The  Creatures  of  a  Parafite,  a  Slave ;         . 
I  find  you  here  Later cb^  not  wonder  at  it  \  ' 
But  that  this  honed  Captain  ihould  be  made. 
His  Inftrument,  afflids  me ;  I'll  make  Trial 
Whether  his  Will  pr  Weaknefs  made  him  do  it. 
Captain,  you  faw  the  Duke,  when  he  commandea 
I  J[$ou|d  (%what  thefe  Letters  did  direft  me. 
And  I  prefdme  you  think  I'll  not  negledb. 
For  Fear  or  Favour,  to  remove  all  I>ingers, 
How  near  foever  that  Man  can  be  to  me 
From  whom  they  Ihould  have  Birth. 

Ham.  It  is  confirmed. 

Aubr.  Nor  would  you.  Captain,  I  believe,  refufe. 
Or  for  refpcft  of  Thankfulnefs,  or  Hopes, 
To  ufe  your  Sword  with  fuHeft  Confidence 
Where  he  fhall  bid  you  (Irike. 

Ham.  I  never  have  done, 

Jtubr.  Nor  will,  I  think  — -—  ' 

Ham.  I  hope  it  is  not  queftion'd. 

Aubr.  The  means  to  have  it  fo,  is  now  propos'd  you. 
Draw  %  fo,  *tis  well,  and  next  cut  off  my  Head* 

Ham.  What  means  your  Lordfhip  ? 

Aubr. 
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5^^    Jluh^  'Tis,  Sir,  the  Duke's  Pleafure : 
My  Innocence  bach  made  me  dangerous. 
And  I  muft  be  ruiov'd,  and  you  the  Man 
Muft  aft  his  Will.     Ham.  V\\  bei  Traitor  firft. 
Before  I  ferve  it  thus,    jiubr.  It  muft  be  done. 
And  that  you  may  not  doubt  it,  there's  your  Warrant, 
But  as  you  read,  remember,  Hamond^  that 
I  never  wrong'd  one  of  your  brave  Profcflion ; 
And,  though  it  be  not  manly,  I  muft  grieve 
That  Man  of  whole  Love  I  was  moft  ambitious 
Could  find  no  Objed  of  his  Hate  but  me. 

Ham.  It  is  no  Tir^e  to  talk  now,  honoured  Sir, 
Be  pleas'd  to  hear  thy  Servant,  I  am  wrong'd. 
And  cannot,  being  now  to  ferve  the  Duke, 
Stay  to  exprefs  the  manner  how  5  but  if 
I  do  not  fuddenly  give  you  ftrong  Proofs, 
Your  Life  is  dearer  to  me  than  my  own, 
^y  I  live  bafe,  and  die  fo :    Sir,  your  pardon. 

[Exit  Hamond. 
Aubr.  Vm  both  ways  ruin*d,  both  ways  marked  lor 
Daughter ; 
On  every  fide,  about,  behind,  before  me. 
My  certain  Fate  is  fix'd  :  Were  I  a  Knave  now, 
I  could  avoid  this :  Had  my  Anions 
But  meer  relations  to  their  own  Ends,  I  could  Ycape  now : 

*  Oh  Honefty !  thou  elder  Child  of  Virtue, 
Thou  Seed  of  Heav'n,  why  to  acquire  thy  Goodnefi 
Should  Malice  and  Diftruft  ftick  Thorns  before  us. 
And  nnake  us  fwim  unto  thee,  hung  with  Hazards  i 
But  Heav'n  is  got  by  fulFering,  not  difputing  ; 
Say  he  knew  this  before-hand,  where  am  I  then  ? 
(8i)  Or  fay  he  do  not  know  it,  whcre's  my  Loyalty  ? 
I  know  his  Nature,  troubled  as  the  Sea, 

And 

(81)  Orfit^  he  does  know  if,  nvhen^s  my  Loyalty  f\  I  havereftored 
tlie  Negative  from  the  old  Qaarco,  the  want  of  which  mad  beeridenc 
to  erery  Reader  at  fiift  Sight.  Auhref%  Cbarafler  here,  and  the  Pu* 
niihinent  of  Hamond  and  Edith  are,  as  was  obferved,  perfeA  HeroiFm 
in  the  former,  and  poetic  JuHice  on  the  latter,  upon  the  Principle  of 
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And  as  the  Sea  devouring  when  he's  vcxM, 

And  I  know  Princes  are  their  own  Expounders. 

Am  I  afraid  of  Death  ?  of  dying  noblf  ? 

Of  dying  in  mine  Innocence  uprightly  ? 

Have  I  met  Death  in  all  his  forms,  and  feari^. 

Now  on  the  points  of  Swords,  now  pitch'd  on  Lances, 

In  Fires,  in  Storms  of  Arrows,  Battels,  Breaches, 

And  fhall  I  now  flirink  from  him,  when  he  courts  mc 

Smiling  and  full  of  Sanftity  ?  Til  meet  him  ; 

My  Loyal  Hand  and  Heart  fhall  give  this  to  him. 

And  though  it  bear  beyond  what  Poets  feign 

A  Punifliment,  Duty  Ihall  meet  that  Pain  ; 

And  my  moft  conftant  Heart  to  do  him  good. 

Shall  check  at  neither  pale  Affright  nor  Blood* 

Enter  MeJJengtr. 

Mejf.  The  Dutchefs  prefently  would  crave  your  prc- 

ience. 
•  Aulr.  I  come ;  and  Aubrey  now  refolve  to  keep 
Thy  Honour  living,  though  thy  Body  flcep.  {Exin 

SCENE         IL 

Enter  Edith,  a  Boy^  and  a  Banquet  fet  out. 

Ed.  Now  for  a  leather's  Murther,  and  the  ruin. 
All  Chaftity  fhall  fuffer  if  he  reign  ; 
Thou  blffTcd  Soul,  look  down,  and  fleel  thy  Daughter, 
Look  on  the  Sacrifice  fhe  comes  to  fend  thee. 
And  through  that  bloody  Cloud  behold  my  Piety, 
Take  from  my  cbld  Heart  fear,  from  my  Sex  pity. 
And  as  I  wipe  thefc  Tears  off,  fhed  for  thee, 

Pajftve  Ohediince  and  Non'reJiJIance.  This  fuiced  the  Age  it  was  wrose 
in»  and  that  is  fufficient  to  jaftify  the  Poet,  however  ablurd  the  Prin- 
ciple itfelf  may  be.  We  may  as  well  condemn  the  French  or  Italian 
Poets  for  being  Papiils,  as  Fletchtr  and  Sbakefpear  for  State  Princi- 
ples, which  a  more  enlightened  Age  has  held  in  a  proper  contempt. 

So 
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So  all  rcmembranoc  may  I  lofe  of  Mcrq^  \ 
Give  mc  a  Woman's  Anger  bent  to  Blood,         ( 
The  wildnefs  of  the  Winds  to  drown  his  Prayers, 
Storm-like  may  my  Deftrudtion  fall  upon  him. 
My  Rage  like  roving  Billows  as  they  rife, 
Poui^d  on  his  Soul  to  fink  it,  give  me  >  lattery, 
(For  yet  my  conflant  Soul  ne'er  knew  diflfembiingj 
'Flattery  the  Food  of  Fools,  that  I  may  rock  him 
And  lull  him  in  the  Down  of  his  Defires ; 
That  in  the  Height  of  all  his  Hopes  and  Wi  flies. 
His  Heav'n  forgot,  and  all  his  Lufts  upon  him, 
Nly  Hand,  like  Thunder  from  a  Cloud,  may  feize  him? 
(82)  I  hear  him  come,  go  Boy,  and  entertain  him. 

SONG. 

^ake^  ob  take  tbofe  Ups  away 

That  fo  fweetly  wertforfworny 
And  tbofe  EyeSy  like  break  of  day^  i 

Ugbts  ibat  do  miflead  the  Morn ; 
But  my  Kiffes  bring  again j 
Seals  of  Lave^  tbo'  feald  in  vain. 

Hidiy  ob  bide  tbofe  bills  of  Snow^  ^: 

fFbicb  tby  frozen  £ofom  bears  ^ 
Cn  wbofe  tcps  the  Pinks  that  grow 

Are  yet  of  tbofe  tbat  April  wears^ 
Butfirft  fet  my  poor  Heart  free^ 
Bound  in  tbofe  icy  Cbains  by  tbee. 

(82)  /  bear  him  ««f,]  The  following  Scene  is  evidently  writ  in 
Emulation  of  the  famous  Courtihip  of  Richard  the  Third  t9  Lady  Ann^ 
and  tho'  it  may  fall  fomewhat  fhort,  every  Reader  of  Tafte  will  be 
charm 'd  with  fo  noble  a  Refemblance  of  that  confummate  Mailer  of 
Dramatic  Poetry.  RolU  is  certainly  an  inferior  Charadcr  to  Richard ^ 
bat  Ee^th  much  excels  Lai^  Ann^  and  indeed  almod  any  female  Cha- 
radler  that  Shaki/ptar  has  drawn.  So  does  Juliana  in  the  Double  Mar- 
riage,  and  Lucina  in  Falentinian,  I  forgot  to  mention  in  the  former 
Scenes  of  this  Play  what  were  taken  from  Seneca\  Thebais ;  but  it  is 
chiefly  Sophia's  Speeche«  in  the  6r&  Adli  which  are  aloio/l  literal 
Tranflations. 

Vol.  V.  La  Enter 
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Enter  Rbllo. 

Rol  What  bright  Star,  taking  Beauty's  Form  upon  her. 
In  all  the  happy  Luftre  of  Heaven's  Glory, 
Has  drop'd  down  from  the  Sky  to  comfort  me  ? 
Wonder  of  Nature,  let  it  not  prophane  thee 
My  rude  Hand  touch  thy  Beauty,  nor  this  Kits, 
The  gentle  Sacrifice  of  Lx>V€  and  Service, 
Be  offered  to  the  Honour  of  thy  Sweetneis. 

Ed.  My  gracious  Lord,  no  Deity  dwells  here. 
Nor  nothing  of  that  Virtue,  but  Obedience, 
The  Servant  to  your  Will  affefts  no  flattery. 

Rol.  Can  it  be  flattery  to  f^ear  thofe  Eyes 
Are  Love's  eternal  Lamps  he  fires  all  Hearts  with  ? 
That  Tongue  the  fmart  ftring  to  his  Bow  ?  thofe  Sighs 
The  deadly  Shafts  he  fends  into  our  Souls  ? 
Oh,  look  upon  me  with  thy  Spring  of  Beauty. 

Ed.  Your  Grace  is  full  of  game. 

Rol.  ByHeav'n,  my  Editb^ 
Thy  Mother  fed  on  Rofes  when  fhe  bred  thee. 

Ed.  And  thine 'on  Brambles,  that  have  prick*d  her 
Heart  out. 

Rol.  The  fweetnefs  of  the  Arabian  Wind  ftill  blowing 
Upon  the  Treafures  of  Perfumes  and  Spices, 
In  all  their  Pride  and  Pleafures,  call  thee  Miftrels. 
'    Ed.  Wiirt  pleafe  you  fit.  Sir  ? 

Rol.  So  you  pleafe  fit  by  me. 
Fair  gentle  Maid,  there  is  no  (peaking  to  thee; 
The  Excellency  that  appears  upon  thee 
Ties  up  my  Tongue :  Pray  fpeak  to  me. 

Ed.  Of  what.  Sir  ? 

(84)  Rol.  Of  any  thing,  andiany  thing  is  excellent. ''. 
Will  you  take  my  dircftions  ?  fpeak  of  Love  then ; 
Speak  of  thy  fmr  felf,  Edith ;  and  while  thou  fjpeak'ft-. 
Let  me,  thus  languiftiing,  give  up  myfelf.  Wench. 

(84)  Rol.  Of  any  things  any  thing  is  excellent.']  Here  «  beautiful 
Compliment,  7 hat  njubate^^ef  Jhe  fpcke  of  would  become  excellent  by  her 
Voice  alone ^  was  by  the  Omiflion  of  the  CoDJun£Uon  «nd  tura'd  by  the 
laxe  Editions  into  a  poor  Tautology. 

Hd. 
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Ed.  H*as  a  ftrange  cunning  Tongue,  why  do  you  figh, 
Sir? 
How  mafterly  he  turns  himfelf  to  catch  me  ? 

JRol.  The  way  to  Paradife,  my  gentle  Maid, 
Is  hard  and  crooked,  fcarce  Repentance  finding, 
"With  all  her  holy  Helps,  the  Door  to  enter : 
Give  me  thy  Hand,  what  doft  thou  feel  ? 

Ed.  Your  Tears,  Sir, 
Toq  weep  extreamly  ;  ftrengthen  me  now  Juftice. 
Why  arc  thefe  Sorrows,  Sir  ? 

Rol.  ThouMt  never  love  me 
If  I  Ihould  tell  thee,  yet  there's  no  way  left 
Ever  to  purchafe  this  bleft  Paradife, 
But  fwimming  thither  in  thefe  Tears.    Ed.  - 1  ftagger. 

Rol.  Are  they  not  drops  of  Blood  ?  Ed.  No.  i?c?/.  They're 
for  Blood  then. 
For  guildefs  Blood,  and  they  muft  dropj  my  Edifh^ 
They  muft  thus  drop,  *till  I  have  drown'd  my  Mifchisfs. 

Ed.  If  this  be  true,  I  have  no  ftrength  to  touch  him. 

JRol.  I  prithee  look  upon  me,  turn  QOt  from  me  ^ 
Alas  I  do  confefs  I'm  made  of  Mifchiefs, 
Begot  with  ail  Man's  Miferies  upon  me  ; 
But  fee  my  Sorrows,  Maid,  and  do  not  thou, 
Whofe  only  fweeteft  Sacrifice  is  Softnefs,         • 
Whofc  true  Condition,  Tendcrnefs  of  Nature—— 

Ed.  My  Anger  melts,  Oh,  I  fhall  lofe  my  Juftkre. 

Rol.  Do  not  thou  learn  to  kill  with  cruelcyi 
As  I  have  done,  to  murther  with  thy  Eyes, 
Thole  blefled  Eyes,  as  I  have  done  with  Malioet 
When  thou  haft  wounded  me  to  death  with  Scorn, 
(As  I  deferve  it.  Lady)  for  my  true  Love, 
When  thou  haft  loaden  me  with  Earth  for  ever. 
Take  heed  my  Sorrows,  and  the  Stings  I  fuflfer, 
Take  heed  my  nightly  Dreams  of  Death  and  Horror 
Purfue  thee  not ;  no  Time  ftiall  tell  thy  Griefs  thetfi 
fJor  (hall  an  Hoqr  of  Joy  add  to  thy  Beauties^ 
Look  not  upon  me  as  I  kill'd  thy  Father, 
As  I  was  fmear'd  in  Blood,  do  not  thou  hate  me. 
But  thus  in  whitenefs  of  my  wafti'd  Repenunce, 
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In  my  Heart's  Tears  and  Truth  of  Love  to  Ediib^ 
In  my  fair  Life  hereafter. 
Jid.  He  will  fool  me. 

Rol.  (85)  Oh  with  thine  Angcl-Eyfs  behold  and  blefi 
me, 
Of  Heav'n  we  call  for  Mercy,  and  obtain  it ; 
To  Juftice  for  our  Right  on  Earth,  and  have  it  5 
Of  thee  I  beg  for  Love,  fave  me,  and  give  it. 

Ed.  Now  Heav'n  thy  help,  or  I  am  gone  for  ever. 
His  Tongue  has  turned  me  into  melting  Pity. 

EnUr  Hamond  and  Guard. 

Ham.  Keep  the  Doors  fafe,  and  upon  pain  of  Death 
Let  no  Man  enter  'till  I  give  the  word. 

Guard.  We  (hall,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

Ham.  Here  he  is  in  all  his  pleafure  ; 
I  have  my  Wifl^     Rol.   How  now  ?    Why  doll  thou 

ftarc  fo  ? 
,  Ed.  A  Help,  I  hope. 

Rol.  What  doft  thou  here  ?  who  fent  thee  ? 

Ham.  My  Brother,  and  the  bafe  malicious  Office 
Thou  mad*ft  me  do  to  Aubrey  5  pray.    .Rol.  Pray  ?  j 

Ham.  Pray  ;  pray  if  thou  canft  pray,  I  fhall  kill  thy 
Soirf  elfe. 
Pray  fuddenly.    Rol.  Thou  can*fl  not  be  io  traiterous. 

Ham.  It  is  a  JUftice— —  (lay.  Lady  ; 
For  I  perceive  your  End  ;  a  Woman's  Hand 
Mull  not  rob  me  of  Vengeance.     Ed.  'Tis  my  Glory. 

Ham.  'Tis  mine,  ftay,    and  fhare  with  mc ;    by  the 
Gods,  Rollo^ 
There  is  no  way  to  fave  thy  Life.     Rol.  No  ? 

Ham.  No,  *cis  fo  monftrous,  no  Repentance  cures!  it. 

(85)  Ohnvith  thine  Angel- Eyes  heboid  and  c\ok  me,"]  This  groft 
Millake  fo  totally  depancd  from  the  Trace  of  the  Letters  rn  the  old 
Quarto,  which  reads  -Chiefs  me^  and  that  too  without  fubflituting  a 
Word  that  gave  the  lead  Senfe  to  its  Neighbours,  that  it  may  be  pro- 
duc'd  as  a  Proof  of  very  great  Lilierties  being  fomctimcs  neceffary  to 
be  taken  in  curing  Errors  of  the  Prcfi. 
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Rol.  Why  then  thou  flialt  kill  her  firft,  and  what  this 
Blood 
Will  call  upon  thy  curfed  Head.    Ham.  Poor  Guard,  Sir. 
Ed.  Spare  not,  brave  Captain. 
RoL  Fear,  or  the  DcvU  have  thee. 
Ham.  Such  fear.  Sir,  a*s  you  gave  your  honoured  Mother, 
When  your  moft  virtuous  Brother  fhield-like  held  her. 
Such  ril  give  you ;  put  her  away. 

Rol.  I  will  not, 
I  will  not  die*fo  tamely.    Ham.  Murtherous  Villain, 
Wilt  thou  draw  Seas  of  Blood  upon  thee  ?    Ed.  Fear  net. 
Kill  him  good  Captain,  any  way  difpatch  him. 
My  Body's  honoured  with  chat  Sword  that  through  me 
Sends  his  black  Soul  to  Hell :  Oh,  but  for  one  Hand. 

Ham.  Shake  him  off  bravely.  • 

Ed.  He's  too  ftrong,  ftrike  him. 

Ham.  Oh,  am  I  with  you,  Sir?  Now  keep  you  from  him. 
What,  has  he  got  a  Knife  ?  Ed.  Look  to  him,  Captain, 
For  now  he  will  be  mifchievous.  Ham.  Do  you  fmile,  Sir  ? 
Does  it  fo  tickle  you  ?  Have  at  you  once  more. 

Ed:  Oh  bravely  thruft  >  take  heed  he  come  not  in.  Sir  j 
To  him  agauj,  you  give  him  too  much  refpite. 

Rol.  Yet  will  you  fave  my  Life,  and  I'll  forgive  thee, 
And  give  thee  all,  all  Honours,  all  Advancements, 
Call  thee  my  Friend.  Ed.  Strike,  ftrike,  and'hcar  him  nor, 
His  Tongue  will  tempt  a  Saint,  Rol.  Oh  for  my  Soul  fake. 

Ed:  Save  nothing  of  him. 

Ham.  Now  for  your  farewel. 
Arc  you  fo  wary  ?  take  you  that.     Rol.  Thou  that  too  ; 
Oh  thou  haft  kill'd  me  bafely,  bafely,  bafcly.  [Dies. 

Ed.  The  juft  Reward  of  Murther  falls  upon  thee. 
How  do  you,  Sir  ?  Has  he  not  hurt  you  ?     Ham.  No, 
1  feel  not  any  thing. 

Aubr.  I  charge  you  let  us  pafs.  [Witbinl 

Guard.  You  cannot  yet,  Sir.  /luhr.  Til  make  way  then. 
Guard.  We 
Are  fworn  to  our  Captain,  and  'till  he  give  the  Word. 
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Enter  Sophia,  Matilda,  Aubrey,  Jjords  ani  Attendants. 

Ham.  Now  let  them  in  there* 
Soph.  Oh,  there  he  lies  !  Sorrow  on  Sorrow  fceks  me. 
Oh,  in  his  Blood  he  lies !     Auhr.  Had  you  fpoke  fooner 
This  might  have  been  prevented  ;  take  the  Dutchcfi, 
And  lead  her  oflf,  this  is  no  Sight  for  her  Eyes, 
Mat.  Oh,  bravely  done.  Wench. 
Ed.  There  ftands  the  noble  Doer. 
Mat.  May  Honour  ever  feek  thee  for  thy  Juftice, 
Oh  'twas  a  Deed  of  high  and  brave  Adventure, 
A  Juftice  even  for  Heav*n  to  envy  at. 
Farewel  my  Sorrows,  and  my  Tears  take  truce. 
My  Wifhes  are  come  round  :  Oh  bloody  Brother, 
'Till  this  Hour  never  beauteous ;  'till  thy  Life, 
Like  a  full  Sacrifice  for  all  thy  Mifchiefs, 
Flowed  from  thee  in  thefe  Rivers,  never  righteous : 
Oh  how  my  Eyes  are  quarry 'd  with  their  Joys  now  ? 
My  longing  Heart  even  leaping  out  for  lightnefe  ? 
But  die  thy  black  Sins  with  thee,  I  forgive  thee. 
Auhr.  Who  did  this  Deed  ? 

Ham.  I,  and  TJl  anfwer  it,  {Bies. 

Ed.  He  faints,  oh  that  fame  curfcd  Knife  has  kill'd  him. 
Auhr.  How? 

Ed.  He  fnatch'd  it  from  my  Hand,  for  whom  1  bore  it. 
And  as  they  grapprd 

Auhr.  Juftice  is  ever  equal, 
Had  it  not  been  on  him,  th'adft  dy*d  too  honeft. 
Did  you  know  of  his  Death? 

Ed.  Yes,  and  rejoice  in't.  [neft 

Auhr.  Pm  forry  for  your  Youth  then  •,  though  the  Strift- 
Of  Law  ihall  not  fall  on  you,  that  of  Life 
Muft  prefcntly  ;  go  to  a  Cloyfter,  carry  her^ 
And  there  for  ever  lead  your  life  in  Penitence. 

Ed.  Beft  Father  to  my  Soul,  I  give  you  Thanks,  Sir, 
And  now  riiy  fair  Revenges  have  their  ends. 
My  Vows  ftiall  be  my  Kin,  my  Prayers  my  Friends. 

{Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Latorch,  and  Juglers. 

Lat.  Stay  there.  Til  ftep  in  and  prepare  the  Duke. 
ITor.  We  (hall  have  brave  Rewards  ? 
Ftsk.  That's  without  queftion. 
Lat.   By  this  Time  where*s  my  huffing  Friend,  Lord 
Aubrey  ? 
'Where's  that  good  Gentleman  ?   Oh,  I  could  laugh  now, 
AxA  burft  myfelf  with  meer  Imagination  : 
A  wife  Man,  and  a  valiant  Man,  a  juft  Man  ; 
To  fuflfer  himfelf  be  juggl'd  out  of  the  World, 
(86)  By  a  Number  of  poor  Gipfies?  farewel  Swa(h-buckler, 
for  I  know  thy  Mouth  is  cold  enough  by  this  Time  \ 
A  hundred  of  ye  I  can  ihave  as  neatly, 
And  ne*er  draw.  Blood  in  fhew :   Now  ^all  my  Honour^ 
My  Power  and  Virtue  walk  alone  :  My  Pleaiure 
Obfcrv'd  by  all,  all  Knees  bend  to  my  Worlhip, 
iVll  Suits  to  me  as  Saint  of  all  their  Fortunes, 
Prefer*d  and  crowded  to,  (87)  what  full  Place  of  Crcditt 
And  what  Stile  now  ?  your  Lordfhip  ?  -no,  'tis  common, 
|lut  that  ril  think  to  morrow  on  \  now  for  my  Bufine& ' 
Jubr.  Who's  there? 

Lat.  Dead,  my  Matter  dead  ?  Aubrey  alive  too  ? 
Guard.  Latorcb^  Sir.    Aubr.  Seize  his  Body« 
Lat.  My  Mailer  dead  ? 
Aubr.  And  you  within  this  half  Hour, 
Prepare  yourfelf,  good  Devil,  you  muft  to  it, 

(86)  By  a  Number  of  poor  Giffies  f ]    Latoreb  feem'd  hitherto 

to  have  been  a  real  Devotee  of  bis  Aftrologers,  how  comes  he  novir  to 
treat  them  with  contenipt  ?  This  is  Nature  ;  his  Belief  in  them  waa 
bailt  greatly  open  the  Ufe  he  was  in  hopes  of  making  of  them»  bf 
ff  firing  hiro  in  the  removal  of  his  Enemies.  As  he  now  thinks  he  has 
made  this  ufe  of  them  he  applauds  his  own  Conning,  and  takes  the 
whole  Honour  of  it  to  himfelf  by  (^)eaking  lightly  of  his  Coadjaton^ 
I  added  this  Note  becaufe  a  very  feniible  Friend  charged  this  iJpcech 
of  Latoreb''^  with  being  out  of  Charafler. 

(87)  ^bat  full  Place  of  Credit^ 

AndiJiihat  Place  «o<u;/*— ]  Thetfecond  Plaa  leems  to  have 
been  accidentally  repeated,  inftead  of  feme  Word  that  implies  titU^ 
Honour^  or  Dignity.  Stik  feemf  to  bid  fiureft  of  any  Monofyllable 
that  occurs. 

Miiiioos 


.•». 
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Millions  of  Gold  fhall  not  redeem  thy  Mifchicf. 
Behold  the  Juftice  of  thy  Praftice,  Villain  ; 
The  Mafs  of  Murthers  thou  haft  drawn  upon  us ; 
Behold  thy  Dodlrine ;  you  look  now  for  Reward,  Sir, 
To  be  advanced,  I'm  fure,  for  all  your  Labours  ? 
And  you  (hall  have  it,  make  his  Gallows  higher 
By  ten  Foot  at  the  leaft,  and  then  advance  him. 

Lat.  Mercy,  Mercy,    jiuhr.  *Tis  too  late,  Fool, 
Such  as  you  meant  for  me,  away  with  him.     [He  is  led  out. 
What  gaping  Knaves  are  thefe«?  bring  *em  in.  Fellows. 
Now,  what  are  you  ? 

Ifar.  Mathematicians,  if  It  pleafe  your  Lordfliip. 

Aubr.  And  you  drew  a  Figure  ? 

Thk.  We  have  drawn  many.  [are. 

jSubr.  For  the  Duke,  I  mean ;  Sir  Latorcb\  Knaves  you 

Nor.  We  know  fhe  Gentleman. 

Aubr.  What  did  he  promife  you  ? 

Nor.  We  arc  paid  already. 

Aubr.  But  I  will  fee  you  better  paid,  go  whip  them. 

Nor.  We  do  breech  your  Lx)rdlhip,  we  were  hir*d. 

Aubr.  I  know  you  were,  and  you  Ihall  have  your  Hire  ^ 
Whip  'em  extremely,  whip  that  Doctor  there. 
Till  he  record  himfclf  a  Rogue. 

N^r.  I  am  one,  Sir. 

Aubr.  Whip  him  for  being  one,  and  when  th'are  whipt. 
Lead  'em  to  the  Gallows  to  fee  their  Patron  hang'd  : 
Away  with  them.  [they  are  led  out. 

Nor.  Ah,  good  my  Lord. 

Aubr.  Now  to  mine  own  Right,  Gentlemen. 

1  Lord.  You  have  the  next  indeed,  we  all  confefs  it. 
And  here  ftand  ready  to'  inveft  you  with  it.         • 

2  Lord.  Which  to  make  ftronger  to  you,  and  the  furer 
.  Than  Blood  or  Mifchiefs  dare  infringe  again, 

•Behold  this  Lady,  Sir,  this  noble  Lady, 
Full  of  the  Blood  as  you  are,  of  that  Nearnefs, 
How  blcffed  would  it  be  ? 
Aubr.  I  apprehend*you,  and  fo  the  f^ir  Matilda  dart 
accept 
Me>  her  ever  conftant  Servant. 

Mat. 
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Mat.  In  all  Purencfs, 
In  all  Humility  of  Heart  and  Services, 
To  the  mod  noble  Jubreyy  I  fubmit  me, 

Aubr.  Then  this  is  our  firft  Tie,  now  to  our  Bufinefs, 

I  Lord.  We  are  ready  all  to  put  the  Honour  on  you.  Sir. 

jlubr.  Thefe  fad  Rites  muft  be  done  firft :  Take  up  the 
Bodies; 
This,  as*e  was  a  Prince,  fo  Princely  Funeral 
Shall  wait  upon  him  :  On  this  honeft  Captain, 
The  Decency  of  Arms  j  a  Tear  for  him  too. 

Sofadly  $n^  and  as  we  view  bis  Bloody 
May  his  Example  in  our  Rule  raife  Good. 


In  k€L  II.  Scene  I.  an  ingenious  Conje£lare  of  Mr.  SjmffiM^i  hu 
been  accidentally  omitted.    Speaking  of  Confcience, 
Alujf  //  needs 9  like  a  rank  Vine^  run  up  rudely ^ 
Jnd  tuuine  about  tbi  Top  of  all  our  fiappinefs^ 
Honour  and  Rule,  and  there  Jit  (baking  of  us. 
The  Vine  growing  round  a  Tree  wakens  its  Root,  and  cherdbrt 
cauCes  it  to  Jbake  more  than  it  otherwife  woald  do ;    but  this  is  noc 
fo  clear  and  intelligible  as  what  Mr.  Sympfon  propoCes  I 

Jit  (hading  of  us. 
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The  foDowiflg  Plays  of  the  juftly  celebrated  Writen 


Mr«  Bbaumont  ^/^  Mr.FLETCHBR9 


Are  humbly  Inlcribed  and  Dedicated, 


As  a  grateful  TefHmony  of  the  many  and  great  Favours 

confcrr'd  by  his  Lordfhip, 


upon  his  much  oblig'd 


and  veiy  humble  Servant^ 


John  Sympson* 


« 


'i 


THE 


WILD-GOOSE  CHASE 


COMEDY- 


vwsi^&tsf^m^asmxmami^as& 


J>R^ 


DRAMATIS   PERSONAL. 

DE  GARD,  A  nohk  ftafd  Gentleman^  that  being 
newly  lighted  from  bis  travels^  affifts  his  Sifter  Orian^i 

in  her  Chafe  of  Mirabell  the  Wild-Goofc. 
La  Caftrc,  the  indulgent  Father  to  Mirabell. 
Mirabell,  the  Wild-Goofc,  a  travelled  Monfieur^  and  great 

Defier  of  all  Ladies  in  the  way  of  Marriage^  othermfe 

their  much  loofe  Servant^  at  Iqfi  caught  by  the  defpis'd 

Qriana. 
Pinac,  his  FelloW'TraveHer^  of  a  lively  Spirit^  and  Servant 

to  the  no  lefs  fprightly  Lillia  Bianca. 
Belleur,  Companion  to  botb^  of  a  ftout  blunt  Humour^  in 

Love  with  Rofalura. 
Nantolet,  Father  to  Rofalura  and  Lillia- Bianca. 
Lugier,  the  rough  and  confident  Tutor  to  the  Ladies^  and 

chief  Engine  to  entrap  the  Wild-Goofe. 
Oriana,  the  fair  Betrothed  c/ Mirabell,  and  witty  Follower 

of  the  Chafe.  i 

LinivSlnca, }  ^^'  ^'^  Daughters  of  Nantolet. 

Pctella,  their  fTaiting'Woman. 

Mariana^  an  Englilh  Courtezan. 

A  yoHfrg  FaStor. 

Page.  . 

Servants. 

Singing-Boy. 

^wo  Merchants. 

Prieft. 

Four  ff^omen. 
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ACT    I.      SCENE    I. 

Enter  Monfieur  De  Gard,  and  a  Foothff^, 

D  E    GARD. 

ftlRRAH,  you  know  I  have  rid  hard,  ftir 

my  Horfe  well, 
[  And  tct  him  want  no  Litter. 

Bwf.  I  am  fure,  I  have  run  hard ; 
i  Would  Somebody  would  walk  mc,  and  fee 
■     mc  Litter'd ! 
For  I  think  my  Fellow-Horfe  cannot  in  Reafon   , 
Dcftre  more  Reft,  nor  take  up  his  Chamber  before  me; 
But  we  are  the  Beafts  now,  and  the  Beafts  are  our  Mafters. 
De  Ga.  When  you  have  done,  ftep  to  the  Ten-Crown 

Ordinary. 
Boy.  With  all  my  Heart,  Sir. 
For  1  have  a  Twenty-Crown  Stomach, 

•  poor  Mr.  TbiohaU.  to  whom  the  Direflion  of  this  Edition  of  tm 
Foetswas  firft  commiitrd,  micxpefledly  dying,  before  the  fifth  Part  of 
it  was  well  csHiplcatcd,  Mr.  SiiuarJ  a.ttA  myklf,  who  had  till  thmbeea 
only  Auxiliaties,  found  ourfclvn  unavoidably  oblig'd  to  become  Prin- 
cipals ia  the  Work.  However,  I  aiTurc  my  Readers,  that  1  fhall  omit 
noOppottunitjr  of  doing  Mr,  Thtcbald y^^'xt,  fo  far  as  the  part  whieli 
fell  10  my  Lot  extends ;  the  Commencement  of  whicb,  i*  from  tiiii 
Ytry  Pfay.  J.Sjmpfan. 

DfGa. 
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De  Ga.  And  there  befpeak  a  Dinner; 

Say.  Yes,  Sir,  prcfcntly. 

DcGa.  For  whom,  I  befceph  you,  Sir? 

Bey.  For  myfdf,  I  take  it.  Sir. 

De  Ga.  In  truth  ye  ihall  not  take  it,  'tis  not  meant  for 
you ; 
There's  for  your  Provender :  Befpeak  a  Dinner 
For  Monfieur  MtrdbelU  and  his  Companions, 
They'll  be  in  Town  within  this  Houf. 
When  you  have  done.  Sirrah, 
Make  ready  all  Things  at  my  Lodging,  for  me. 
And  wait  me  there. 

Bey.  The  Ten-Crown  Ordinary  ?  « 

De  Ga.  Yes,  Sir,  if  you  have  not  forgot  it. 

Boy.  ril  forget  my  Feet  firft  ; 
•Tis  the  beft  Part  of  a  Footman's  Faidi,  [Exit  Boy. 

De  Ga.  Thefe  Youths, 
For  all  they  have  been  in  Itafy^  to  learn  Thrift, 
And  feem  to  wonder  at  Mens  lavilh  Ways, 
Yet  they  can't  rub  off  old  Friends,  their  Freftcb  itches ; 
They  mull  meet  Ibmetimes  to  difport  their  Bodies 
With  good  Wine,  and  good  Women ;  and  good  ftore  too. 
Let  *em  be  what  they  will,  they  arc  arm'd  at  all  Points, 
And  then  hang  faving.     Let  the  Sea  grow  high. 
This  Ordinary  can  fit  'cm  of  all  Sizes. 

Enter  La  Callre  and  Oriana; 

They  muft  falute  their  Country  with  old  Cuftoms. 

Oria,  Brother, 

DeGa.  My  dearcft  Sifter. 

Oria.  Welcome,  welcome: 
Indeed  ye  are  welcome  home,  moft  welcome. 

De  Ga.  Thank  ye. 
You're  grown  a  hand  feme  Woman,  Oriana  ; 
(Bluih  at  your  Faults)  1  am  wondrous  glad  to  fee  ye. 
Monficiir  La  Cajire^  let  not  my  AfFeftion 
To  my  fair  Sifter,  make  me  be  held  unmannerly: 
I  am  glad  to  fee  ye  well,  to  fee  ye  lufty. 
Good  Health  about  ye,  and  in  fair  Company, 
Believe  me,  I  am  proud  — — '— 

^  La  Ca. 
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LaCa.  Fair  Sir,  I  thank  ye : 
Monfieur  de  Gard^  you  ate  welcome  from  your  Journey, 
Good  Men  have  ftill  good  welcome  :  give  me  your 

Hand,  Sir. 
Once  more,   you  are  welcome  Home:  you  look  ftill 
younger. 

De  Gai  Time  has  no  Leifure  to  look  after  us ; 
We  wander  every  where :  Age  cannot  find  us. 

La  Ca.  And  how  does  all  ? 

De  Ga.  AH  well^  Sir ;  and  all  lufty. 

La  Ca.  I  hope  m  v  Son  be  ib ;  I  doubt  not,  Sir^ 
But  you  have  often  leen  him  in  your  Journeys^ 
And  bring  me  fome  fair  News. 

De  Ga.  Your  Son  is  well.  Sir, 
And  |;rown  a  proper  Gentleman  ;  he  is  well^  and  lufty  % 
Within  this  eight  riOurs  I  took  leave  of  him^ 
(1)  And  over-ey'd  him,  having  fome  flight  Bufinefs 
That  forced  me  out  o*  th'  way :  1  can  afliire  you. 
He  will  be  here  to  Night. 

La  Ca.  Ye  make  nle  glad,  Sin 
For  o*  my  Faith,  I  almoft  long  to  fee  him ; 
Methinks,  he  has  been  away-— ^ 

De  Ga.  *Tis  but  your  Tendcrnefs ; 
What  are  three  Years  ?  (2)  a  Love-fick  Wench  will  allow  it: 

His 

i    (1)  JnJ  OYtr-ey^d  him,  hannng  finu  Jfif^t  Bufimft 

7bmifire^dmt  out  o*th'  way :— — J  O'virty'd  is  plainly  t  Cor- 
raptioli^  and  #«/  §Ub\'W4tf  oniatii&dlory.  Mr.  Si<ii;ard  naJii  with  me^ 
And  over-rid  him  -■ 


on  the  way: 


Bat  yet  I  have  (bine  doabt  whether  over-rid  is  the  true  LeAion,  there 
being  a  Reading  which  hat  occurrM  to  me»  much  nearer  the  Traces 
of  the  Letters  than  ciut  advanced  above,  viz. 

Akd  over-yed  him^*  ■  ■» 

f .  #.  over- went  hini»  tho*  I  am  afraid  the  Reader  will  think  this  too 
obfolete  a  Word  to  ftand  in  the  Text,  as  fitter  for  Chauar  or  ^fenfer 
than  Mr.  Fleubtrt  and  thcrefbxe  I  have  chofe  to  leave  the  PafTage  jaft 
as  I  found  it. 

{2)    I.  a  Love-fick  Wench  <will  allow  ii ;]  As  plaufible  as  this 

Paflage  may  (eem  at  firft  Sight,  yet  I  am  afraid  'tis  unfound ;  for  what- 
ever Reafons  the  poor  Wench  might  have  to  induce  her  |o  allonv  her  . 
Lover*t  Abfence,  yet  notwithflanding  them,  ihe  might  biar  it  fUil  witt^ 
the  atmoil  Impatience.   Why  may  not  we  read  therefore^ 

■  Lovt'Jck  fFmcb  'will  fwallow  it : 

Vol.  V.  H  A 
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His  Friends,  that  went  out  with  him,  arc  come-back  lob; 
Belkur^  ahd  yoang  P/»flf ;  He  bid  tnefayliale, 
Bccarufc  he  means  to  be  his  own  glad  Mcflcoger. 

La  Ca.  I  thank  ye  for  this  News,  Sir}  hie  fhall  be 
Welcome, 
And  his  Friends  too :  indeed,  I  thank  you  heirtily : 
And  how  (for  I  dare  fay,  you  Will  not  flatter  liim) 
Has  Italy  wrought  on  him?  Has  he  mew'd  yet 
His  wild  fantaftick  Toys^  They  fay,  thit €Umate 
Is  a  great  purger  of  thofe  humorous  Fluaces. 
How  \%  he  improved,  I  pray  ye  ? 

De  Ga.  -No  doubt.  Sir,  weiL 
H*as  born  himfelf  a  full  and  noble  Gentleman  ;* 
To  fpeak  him  farther  is  beyond  ix^  Charter. 

La  Ca.  1 4m  glad  to  hear  fo  much  good :  Come,  I  lee 
You  long  to  enjoy  your  Sifter ;  yet  I  muft  intreat  ye. 
Before!  go,  to  fup  with  me  to  Night, 
And  muft  not  be  deny*d« 
De  Ga.  I  am  your  Servant. 

La  Ca.  Where  you  fhall  miec  fair,  merry,  and  noble 
Company, 
My  Neighbour  Nantolet^  and  his  two  fair  Daughters. 
DeGa.  Your  Suppbr*s  feafon'd  well,  Sir.    I  (hall  wait 

upon  ye. 
La  Ca.  Till  then  PU  leave  ye :  and  youVe  once  more 

welcome. 
De  Ga.  1  tharik  ye,  noble  Sir. — Now,  Oriana.     [Exit. 
How  have  ye  done  fince  I  weiit?  Have  ye  had  your  Health 

well? 
And  your  Mind  free  ? 

Oria.  You  fee,  I  am  not  bated ; 
Merry,  and  eat  my  Meat. 

DeGa.  A  good  Prefer vative. 
And  how  have  you  been  us*d?  You  know,  Oriana^ 
Upon  my  going  out,  at  y our  Requeft, 


A  three  Years  Abfence  (De  Card  fays)  is  nothing ;  It  wHl  go  iofify  -^^«, 
even  with  a  Love-fick  Girl.  So,  in  the  concluding  Scene  ot  rhis  Pla/» 
Mirabeil  iays, 

— : /  am  pleased  yt  kavi  itcMd  mt  % 

Ani^illinghf  1  fwallow  it,  and  Jty  inU. 
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I  lefc  your  Porddn  in  La  Cafire\  Hands, 

The  main  Means  you  mufl:  ftick  to }  for  that  Rea(bn, 

And  'tis  no  little  one,  I  ask  ye,  Si(ler^ 

With  what  Ff  umanity  he  entertains  je,       * 

And  how  ye  find  his  Courtefy  I 

Oria.  MoCk  feady. 
I  can  afTure  you.  Sir,  I  am  us'd  moft  nobly. 

De  Ga.  1  am  glad  to  he^r  it :  Bur,  I  prithee,  tell  me. 
And  tell  me  true,  what  end  had  you,  Oriana^ 
In  trufting  your  Money  here  ?  He  is  no  Kinlm;^n, 
Nor  any  Tie  upop  him  of  a  Guardian  ; 
Nor  dare,  I  think,  ye  doubt  my  Prodigality. 

Oria.  No,  certain.  Sir,  none  of  all  this  provoked  me ; 
Another  private  Reafon. 

J^e  Ga;  'Tis  not  private, 
Nor  carry 'd  fo:  'tis  common,  my  fair  Sifter, 
Your  Love  to  AGrabelh,  your  Bluflies  tell  it : 
'Tis  too  much  known^  and  fpoken  of  too  largely  s 
And  with  no  tittle. Sbwie  I  wonder  at  it. 

Oria.  Is  it  a  Shame  to  love  ? 

De  Ga.  To  love  undifcreetly  : 
A  Virgin  fhould  be  tender  of  her  Honour^ 
Qofe,  and  fecqre. 

Oria.  I  am  as  dofe  as  can  be. 
And  ftand  upon  ^  ftfong  and  honed  Guards  toa^ 
Unlefs  this  warlike  Age  need  a  Portcullis : 
Yet,  I  confefs,  I  love  him. 

De  Ga.  Hear  the  People. 

Oria.  Now  I  fay,  hang  the  People :  He  that  dares 
Believe  what  they  fay,  dares  be  mad,  and  give 
•His  Mother,  nay,  bis  own  Wife,  up  to  Rumour ; 
All  grounds  of  Trjuth,  they  build  on,  is  a  Tavern ; 
Anditheir  beft  Cenfure's  Sack,  Sack  in  abundance: 
For  as  they  drink,  they  think :  They  ne'er  fpeak  modeftly 
Unlefs  the  Wine  be  poor,^or  they  want  Money. 
Believe  them  ?  Believe  Amadis  de  Gaul^  . 
The  Knight  o*th*  Sun,  or  Palmerin  of  England ; 
For  thefe,  to  them,  are  OKxleft,  and  true  btories. 
Pray,  underftand  me ;  if  their  Tongues  be  Truth, 
And  if  in  Vino  Veritas  be  ah  Oracle, 

'  M  2  What 
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What  Woman  is,  or  has  been  ever  hbneft  i 

Give  'em  but  ten  round  Cups,  tbey^U  fweu-  Lucretia 

Dy'd  not  for  want  of  Power  to  refift  farqmn^ 

But  want  of  Pleafurc ,  that  he  ftaj'd  no  longer : 

And  Portia^  that  was  famous  for  her  Piety 

To  her  lov'd  Lord,  they'll  face  ye  out,  dy*d  o*th'  Pox. 

De  Ga.  Well,  there  is  fomething,  Siften 

Oria.  If  there  be.  Brother, 
'Tis  none  of  their  things,  'tis  not  yet  fo  monflrous : 
My  thing  is  Marriage :  And  at  his  Return 
I  hope  to  put  their  fauint  Eyes  right  again. 

De  Ga.  Marriage  r  'tis  true,  his  Father  is  a  rich  Man  ; 
Rich  both  in  Land  and  Money :  He  his  Heir, 
A  young  and  handfom  Man,  I  muft  confefs  too ; 
But  of  fuch  Qualities,  and  fuch  wild  Flings, 
Such  admirable  Imperfedlions,  Sifter, 
(For  (3)  all  his  Travel,  and  his  bought  Experience) 
I  fhould  be  loth  to  own  him  for  my  Brother : 
Methinks  a  rich  Mind  in  a  State  indifferent 
Would  prove  the  better  Fortune. 

Oria.  If  he  be  wild. 
The  reclaiming  him  to  good,  and  honeft.  Brother, 
Will  make  much  for  my  Honour ;  which,-  if  I  profper^ 
Shall  be  the  Study  of  my  Love,  and  Life  too. 

De  G0.  Ye  fay  well  \  would  he  thought  as  well,  and 
loved  too* 
He  Marry  ?  he*ll  be  hang'd  firft :  He  knows  no  more    . 
What  the  Conditions  and  the  Ties  of  Love  arc. 
The  honeft  Purpofes  and  Grounds  of  Marriage* 
Nor  will  know,  nor  be  ever  brought  t'endeavour. 
Than  I  do  how  to  build  a  Church ;  he  was  ever 
A  loofe  and  lWx>ng  Defier  of  all  Order, 
His  Loves  are  Wanderers,  they  knock  at  each  Door, 


(3)  ---^ii  bis  Trowel  and  boMght  ExUritncil  Mr.Ti^/aJaA/fills  op  the 
M^uie  tluit^  ^ 

*  ■  ttnd  Us  huibt  Exftritnci 

Mr.  Srwmr4  thus*  * 

■■         and  dear-bouglit  Expert tna 
Which  he  thinks  is  not  only  a  Completion  of  tlie  Meafive,  but  an  Im- 
proyement  of  the  Scnie% 

And 
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And  tafte  each  Difh,  but  are  no  ReTidents : 
Or  lay,  he  may  be  brought  to  think  of  Marriage, 
(As  'twill  be  no  fmall  Labour)  thy  Hopes  are  Strangers. 
I  know,  there  is  a  laboured  Match  now  foIlowM, 
Now  at  this  Time,  for  which  he  was  fent  for  home  too ; 
Be  not  abus'd,  Nantokt  has  two  fair  Daughters, 
And  he  muft  take  his  Choice. 

Ofia.  Let  him  take  freely ; 
For  all  this  I  defpair  not ;  my  Mind  tells  me 
That  I,  and  only  I,  muft  make  him  perfeft; 
And  in  that  Hope  I  reft. 

Be  Ga.  Since  y'are  fo  confident, 
Profper  your  Hope!  PlI  be  no  Adverfiuy ; 
Keep  yourfclf  fair  and  right,  he  (hall  not  wixHig  ye. 

Oria.  When  I  forget  my  Virtue,  no  Man  know  me. 

[^Exeunt. 
S    C    E    N    fe      II. 

Enler  MirabcU,  Pinac,  Bcll^^  and  Servant. 

Mir.  Welcome  to  Paris  once  more.  Gentlemen  % 
We  have  had  a  merry  and  a  lufty  Ordinary, 
And  Wine,  and  good  Meat,  and  a  bounfing  Reckoning  i 
And  let  it  go  for  once^  'Tis  a  good  Phyfick^ 
Only  the  Wenches  are  not  for  my  Diet ; 
They  are  too  lean  and  thin,  their  Embraces  hrawn-faliu 
Give  me  the  plump  Venetian^  fat,  and  lufty. 
That  meets  me  foft  and  fupple ;  fmiles  upon  met 
As  if  a  Cup  of  full  Wine  leapt  to  kiis  me> 
Thefe  Qight  Things  I  aflta  not. 

Pin.  They  are  ill  built; 
Pin-buctockt,  like  your  dainty  BarbarieSi 
And  weak  fth'  Paftems ;  they'll  endure  no  Hardnefs. 

Mir.  There*g  nothing  good  or  handfom  bred  amongft  us ; 
Till  we  are  travelled,  and  live  abroad,  we  are  Coxcombs:  ' 
Ye  talk  of  France^  a  flight  qnfeafon*d  Country, 
Abundance  of  grofs  Food  which  makes  us  Blockheads: 
We're  fair  iet  out  indeed,  and  fo  are  Fore-Horfes : 
^en  fay,  we  are  great  Couniers  \  Men  abuie  us : 
We  are  wife,  and  valiant  too ;  non  Credoy  Seignior: 
Our  Wonjen  the  beft  Linguifts  •,  they  are  Parrott  \ 
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O*  this  fide  t\it  Alps  they  kre  nothing  but  mttr  Droilbrie^: 

Ha !  Roma  la  Santa^  Itdly  for  my  Money, 

Their  Policies,  their  Cuftorhs,  theit*  Frugalities, 

Their  Courtefies  fo  open,  yet  fo  refer ^^ed.  too. 

As  tHrhen  ye  think  y*  are  known  beft,  ye  arc  a  Scrtogeri 

The  very  Pick-teeth  fpcak  more  Man  than  we  do^ 

And  fcafon  of  more  Sak. 

Pin.  'Tis  a  brave  Country : 
Not  pefter'd  with  your  ftubbom  precife  Puppies, 
That  turn  all  ufeful  and  allo^'d  Contentments 
To  Scabs  and  Scruples ;  hang  'em,  GapOn- WoHhippers^*^ 

Bel.  I  like  that  Freedom  well,  and  like  their  Women  too. 
And  would  fain  do  i,%  others  do;  but  I  am  fo  bafliful. 
So  naturally  an  Afs :  Look  ye,  I  can  lode  upon  'em, 
And  verywiliingly  I  go  to  fee  Vm, 
(There's  ho  Man  willinger,)  and  I  can  kifi  'em. 
And  make  a  fliift- 

Mir.  But  if  they  chance  to  flout  ye. 
Or  fay,  ye  ate  too  bold ;  fie,  Sir,  remember ; 
I  pray,  fit  farther  off* 

Bel.  'Tis  true,  I  am  humbfed, 
J  am  gone  ;  I  confefi  ingenuoufly,  I  am  fifenced  i 
The  Spirk  of  Amber  cannot  force  tat  anfwcr* 

Pin;.  Then  woukl  I  fing  and  dance. 

Bel.  You  have  wherewithal,  Sir. 

Pin.  And  charge  her  up  again.    .      /^ 

Bel.  I  can  be  hangM  firft  % 
yet  where  I  fatten  Wdl,  f  am  a  Tynint* 

Aiir.  Why,  thou  dar^ft  fight? 

Bel.  Yes,  certainly^  I  dare  fight  \ 
And  fight  with  any  Man  at  any  Weapon, 
•  Would,  the  other  were  no  more !  but,  a  Pdx  on% 
(4)  When  I  am  fometimes  in  my  height  of  Hope» 

And 

(4)  When  I  moos  fomettmiS'^']  The  Change  of  the  Tcnfc  feem^d 
pecen*ary  here,  before  I  faw  the  Copy  of  1652. 

The  Copy  of  i65X»  which  I  ihaU  have  occafion  to  mention  nora 
Chan  once  in  the  courfe  of  my  Notes  upon  the  Wild-Gv^ft  Chaff ^  is  btiC 
that  of  this  fingle  Play  of  Mr.  FUtchtr\  recovered  from  a  defperate 
jSute  (all  the  World  giving  it  over  for  loft)  by  two  Players,  LTwim 
f^od  T^yloTf  wU>9  hy  putpng  it  ;o  tji^  prpft,  took  the  cnl^  Meam 
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And  rea/bnabie  yaJiant  chat  way,  my  Heart  harden*d» 
Some  /cornftil  Jeft  or  otbep  chops  between  me 
And  my  Dcfirc : 
W  hat  would  ye  have  me  do  then.  Gentlemen  ? 

ISr.  (s)  BiUeur^  you  mud  be  bolder :  Travel  thre0 
Years, 
And  bring  home  fuch  a  Baby  to  betray  ye 
As  Baihfulnefs?  a  great  Fellow,  and  a  Soldier  ? 

Bel.  You  have  the  Gih  of  Impudence,  be  thapkful; 
Every'Man  has  not  the  like  Talent:  I  will  ftudy, 
And  if  it  may  be  reveaPd  to  me,— 

Mir.  Learn  of  me,  * 
And  oiPinac:  Np  doubt,  you*ll  find  Employment; 
Ladies  will  look  for  Courtfliip. 

Pin.  *Tis  buc  flefhing, 
But  (landing  one  good  Brunt  or  twQ :  H^ft  thou  any  mind 
to  Marriage  ?  [too. 

We'll  provide  thee  fome  foft-naturM  Wench,  that's  dumli 

Mir.  Or  an  old  Woman  that  cannot  refufe  thee  in 
Charity. 

Bel.  A  dumb  Woman,  or  aq  old  Woman^  that  were 
eager. 
And  ca^'d  not  for  Difeoupfe,  I  were  excellent  at. 

Mir.  You  muft  now  put  on  Boldnefs,  there's  no  avoid- 
ing it  J 
And  (land  all  Hazards,  fly  at  all  Games  bravely ; 
They'll  (ay,  you  went  out  like  an  Ox,  and  returned  like  ^ 
Afselfe.' 

B^l.  I  &al.l  nxake  V^ngpvfyH^ 

Mir,  I  acp  (ent  ibr  hoine  now  % 
I  kjnow^  i£  is  to  marry,  but  m^  Father  fhall  pardon  me| 

of  preTerving  this  celebrated  Piece  of  oar  Author,  and  confalted  their 
owp  then  prefent  Emolument,  as  well  as  provided  for  the  future.  De- 
light of  aU  Lovers  of  true  Wit. 

The  Editor  of  the  Fo/h  of  1679,  has  been  tolerably  careful  in  col- 
lating this  Copy,  and  I  wiih  I  may  find  the  (ame  Diligence  go  through 
th!e  whole,  *twni  not  only  fave  me  much  Trouble,  but  give  me  great 
Pleafure-,  the  former  of  which,  all  Editors,  I  fancy,  find  increaie  with 
their  Work^  while  the  latter  fcarce  appears  to  fweeten  or  alleviate  their 
Labours. 

(})  Belvere,  j9»  *»«/?—]  So  all  the  Copies. 

M  4  Although 
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Although  it  be  (6)  a  weighty  Ceremony, 

And  may  concern  me  hereafter  in  my  Gravity ; 

I  will  not  lofe  the  Freedom  of  a  Traveller, 

A  new  (trong  lufty  Bark  cannot  ride  at  one  Anchor ; 

Shall  I  make  divers  Suits  to  (hew  to  the  fame  Eyes  i 

•Tis  dull  and  horae-fpun  5  ftudy  fevcral  Pieafures, 

And  want  Employments  for  *em  ?  Til  be  hang'd  firft  j 

Tie  me  to  one  Smpgk  ?  make  my  Travels  fruitlefs? 

rU  none  of  that;  for  every  frelh  Behaviour, 

By  your  Leave,  Father,  I  muft  have  ft  frefh  Miftrefs^ 

And  a  frefh  Favour  too. 

Bel.  I  like  that  paffingly ; 
As  many  as  you  will,  fb  they  be  willing^ 
Willing,  and  gentle,  gentle. 

Pin.  There's  no  reafon 
A  Gentleman,  and  a  Traveller,  ibould  be  clapc  up^       ' 
For  'tis  (7)  a  kind  of  Bilboes  td  be  married. 
Before  he  manifeft  to  the  World  hb  good  Parts : 
Tug  ever,  like  a  Rafcal,  at  one  Oar  ? 
Give  me  the  Italian  Liberty. 

Mir.  That  I  ftudy. 
And  that  I  will  enjoy ;  Come,  go  in.  Gentlemen, 
There  mafk  how  I  behave  myfelf,  s^d  follow. 

(6)  —4  witty  Certmony,']  Where  the  Wit  of  the  Matrimonial 
Ceremony  lies,  will»  1  believe,  puzzle,  it  this  time  of  the  Day,  any  of 
•or  Wi^  to  difcover.  Mr.  SiwardiBm  with  me  that  the  true  Reading 
ooght  to  be, 

•■  '   -tf  weighty  drtmony. 

(7)  —  a  kind  of  Bseboes  to  hi  Mmrriid,]  At  this  is  a  Wqrd  I  don't 
ftmember  any  where  to  be  found,  I  have  alter'd  it,  with  Mr.  Sewani 
and  Mr.  Tbioiaid,  into  one,  which,  as  'tis  congruous  to  the  Setil^  of  ths 
)^la<x,  might  very  probably  have  been  the  Original, 

■  Bilboes  to  h  niigrriid. 
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SCENE      III. 

Enter  La  Caftre^  Nantolet,  Laigler,  Rofalura» 

W  Lillia-Bianca. 

La  Ca.  You  and  your  beauteous  Daughters  are  moft 
welcome;    • 
Befhrew  my  Blood,  they  are  fair  ones ;  welcome^  Beauties^ 
Welcome,  fweet  Birds. 

NanL  They  are  bound  much  to  your  G>urtefie^ 
LaCa.  1  hppe,  we  fliall  be  nearer  acquainted. 
Nant.  That's  my  Hope  too. ' 
For  certain.  Sir,  I  much  defire  your  AHianoe : 
You  fee  Vm,  they  ai^e  no  Gypfies  ;  for  their  Breeding* 
It  tias  not  been  fo  coarfe,  but  they  are  able 
(8)  To  rank  themfe}ves  \yith  Women  of  fair  Fafhion. 
La  Ca.  Indeed,  they  have  been  trained  well* 
Ia^.  Thank  me. 

Nant.  Fit  for  the  Heirs  of  that  State  I  fhall  leave  *em  i^ 
To  fay  more,  is  to  fell  'em.    They  iayj  your  Son, 
Kow  he  has  travellM,  muft  be  wondroos  curious^ 
And  choice  in  what  he  takes ;  Thefe  are  no  coarfe  ones } 
Sir,  here's  a  merry  Wench,  let  him  look  to  himftlf  1 
(All  Heart,  i'faith)  may  chance  to  ftartle  him  % 
For  all  his  Care,  and  travelled  Caution, 
May  creep  into  his  Eye  i  if  he  love  Gravity, 
Aficd  a  folemn  Face,  there's  one  will  fie  him, 
La  Ca.  So  young  and  fo  demure  ? 
Nant.  She  is  my  Paughter, 
Elfe  I  would  tell  you.  Sir,  (he  is  a  Miftreft 
tioth  of  thofe  Manners,  and  that  Modefty, 
You  would  wonder  at :  She  is  no  often  Speaker,  * 
But,  when  (he  does,  fhe  fpeaks  well ;  nor  no  Reveller^ 
yet  (he  can  dance,  and  has  ttudied  the  Court  Elem^nts^. ; 
And  fings,  as  fome  fay,  bandfomely  i  |f  a  Woman, 

(8)  7#  r««i  tbemftl^is  nvifh  1F§men  rffair  Fffjbion  % 

Indiid^  tbiy  iavi  hau  trainid  wf/.]     NnmioUt  had  expitffed 
himfelf  modeftly  and  genteelly  of  hit  Daughters  Edacation,  lA   th* 
fo'iner  P^  of  his  Speech,  and  the  laft  Line  will  be  equally  proper 
auid  genteel  when  given  to  Lm  Caftn,  to  whom  it  feems  therefope  evi-' 
jdcntly  to  belong.  ^       MK  Steward. 
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With  the  Decency  of  her  Sex,  may  be  a  Scholar, 
1  can  affurc  yc.  Sir,  (he  underftands  too. 

La  Ca.  Thefe  are  fit  Garments,  Sir. 

Lug.  Thank  them,  that  cut  'cm ; 
Yes,  they  are  handfomc  Women  j  they  have  handftmc 

Parts  too: 
Pretty  becoming  Parts. 

La  Ca.  'Tis  like  they  ksLve^  Sin 

Lug.  Yes,  yes,  and  handibme  Education  they  bave 
had  too. 
Had  it  abundantly :  they  need  not  blufh  at  it ) 
I  taught  it,  ril  avouch  it. 

La  Ca.  You  fay  well.  Sir. 

L^g.  I  know  what  I  fay.  Sir,  and  I  lay  but  right.  Sir  s 
I  am  no  Trumpet  of  their  C6mmendations 
Before  their  Father ;  elfe  I  fhould  fay  farther. 

La  Ca.  Tray  yc,  what's  thh  Gentleman  ?  • 

Nanf.  One  that  lives  with  me.  Sir ; 
A  Mah  well  bred  and  learn'd,  but  blunt  and  bitter. 
Yet  it  ofiends  no  wife  Man,  I  take  pleafure  in't : 
Many  fair  Gifts  he  hat,  in  ibme  of  which, 
TJuiC  lie  mod  eafy  to  their  Underftandings, 
H'as  handfomdy  bred  up  my  Girls,  I  thank  him^ 

Lag.  (9)  1  have  put  it  to  'em,  that's  my  part,  |  havf 
urg'd  it. 
It  feems,  thej^  are  of  Years  now  to  take  hold  on't. 

La  Ca.  He's  wondrous  blunt,  by  my  Faith,  I  was  afraid 
of  him :, 
Does  he  not  fall  out  with  the  Gendewomen  ibmethnes  ? 

Nant. 

(9)  /  bavi  put  k  to  Viw,  tbat*s  my  part,  I  bave  ur^i  ii, 
lijftiMSf  ibij  an  ^ Tears  nomf  t§  take  bold  gn^t, 
Hi's  nvoadro^s  bhtnt.}    A  finall  Degrte  .of  Attention  will  flifW 
mt,  ihsLt  the  two  firft  Lines  can  properly  odong  fo  no  onelwt  Lmgi^p 
Sor  HatttoJe^s  Speech  is  exceedinc;  perfeA,  with 
"  bred  up  my  Girls 9  1  tbank  bim. 

To  which  he  (lar^fV)  replies, 

rnfeput  it  to  *em,  tbat^s  neypart^  T^vi  ur£iii^ 
Itfiemst  tbey  are  of  Tears  Sfow  t9  hy  bold  om*i. 
TTpon  which,  as  I  would  place  the  Speakers,  ^s  Cajtn  ought  Co  fay 

•fite  to  Nantoiet, 

JEf'V  'wondrous  blunt,  by  my  Faitb$  &C« 

Othlcrwiff 
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Nant.  No,  no,  he's  that  way  moderate,  and  difcreet,  8ir. 
Rof.  If  he  did,  we  fhould  be  too  hard  for  him. 
Lug.  Well  faid.  Sulphur : 
Too  hard  for  thy  Husband's  Head,  if  he  wear  not  Armour. 

Enter  MirabelJ,  Pinac,  De  Gird,  and  Oriada* 
Jfant.  Many  of  thefe  bickrings,  Sir. 
La  Ca.  I  am  glad,  they  are  no  Oracles  ; 
Sure,  as  I  live,  he  beats  them,  he's  To  puiflknt 

Oria.  Well,  if  ye  do  forget—— 

Mir.  Prithee,  hold  thy  peaec  •, 
1  know,  thou  art  a  pretty  Wench ;  I  know,  thou  lov'ft  mc, 
Freferve  it  'till  ^e  have  a  fit  tim<;  to  difoourfe  on't. 
And  a  fit  place :  I'll  eafe  thy  Heart,  I  warrant  thee : 
Thou  feed,  I  have  much  to  do  now. 

Oria.  I  am  anfwer'd.  Sir : 
With  me  ye  (hall  have  nothipg  on  thefe  Gonditiotil^ 

De  Ga.  Your  Father  and  your  Friends. 

La  Ca.  You  are  welcome  home,  Sir  3 
•Blcfs  ye,  ye^are  very  wekoine  t 
*Pray  know  this  Gentlenaao, 
And  theft  fair  Ladies 

Nant.  Monfieur  MffrabtU^ 
I  am  much  afieded  with  your  fair  return,  Sir^ 
You  bring  a  general  joy» 

Mir.  1  bring  you  ferric^ 
And  thefe  bright  Beauties,  Sir. 

Ifani.  Welcome  hotfte.  Gentlemen, 
Welcome,  with  all  my  Heart. 

Bel  Pin.  V(t  thank  ye,  Sir. 

La  Ca.  Yoiir  Friends  will  have  their  fliait  too. 

Bet.  Sir,  we  hope 
They'll  look  upon  us,  though  we  fliew  like  Strangers. 

NanL  Moniieur  De  Card.  I  muft  falute  you  alfo^ 
And  this  fair  Gentlewoman :  you  are  welcome  from  your 

Travel  too. 
All  welcome,  all, 

Otherwife  we  ihall  have  VantQht  goilcy  rf  a  'natobgy,  aai  begf* 
and  end  with  tke  £unc  Wprds.  For  thus  lie  fays  at  the  Sesianlnff  of 
t|iii  Speech.  /  «T       » 

4  M^9  'w$ll  hrfd  ^ni  harn'd^  Imt  hlunt  gni  hiiUr^ 

D«G0^ 
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De  Ga.  Wc  render  ye  our  loves,  Sir : 
(10)  One  of  thefe  two :  You  know  my  meaning- 

Oria.  Well,  Sir : 
They  are  fair  and  handfbme,.  I  mufl:  needs  confels  it } 
And  let  it  prove  the  worft,  I  fhall  live  after  it, 
Whilft  I  have  Meat  and  Drink,  Love  cannot  fiarve  me  ; 
For  if  I  die  o*th*  firft  Fit  I  am  unhappy. 
And  Worthy  to  buried  with  my  Heels  upward. 

Mir.  To  marry.  Sir  ? 

La  Ca.  You  know,  I  am  an  old  Man, 
And  every  Hour  declining  to  my  Grave, 
One  Foot  already  in,  more  Sons  I  have  not. 
Nor  more  I  dare  not  feek  whilft  you  are  worthy  i 
In  you  lies  all  my  hope,  and  all  my  Name, 
The  making  good  or  wretched  of  my  Memory, 
The  fafcty  of  my  State, 

ACr.  And  you  have  provided. 
Out  of  this  tendernef^,  thefe  handfome  Gentlewoman, 
Daughters  to  this  Rich  Man,  to  take  my  choice  of  ? 

LaCa.  I  have,  dear  Son.    . 

A£k  'Tis  true,  ye  are  old,  and  feebled  ; 
Would  ye  were  young  ag^in,  and  in  full  vigour  f 
I  love  a  bounteeus  Father's  Life,  a  long  one ; 
I  am  none  of  thofe,  that,  when  they  ihoot  to  ripenels^ 
Do  what  they  can  to  break  the  9oughs  they  grew  on  i 

(10)  Om  9f  thefe  tnvo  :  X^u  know  mp  meaning 1    This  Dt  Gard 

{peaks  aiide  to  his  Siller,  as  the  Text  (lands  at  prefenc*  and  feemiDgljr- 
her  Anfwer  that  follows  fixes  it  here  ;  bat  what  is  there  left  then  to* 
introduce  and  make  way  for  Mirabeir% 

To  marry  ^  Sir  ? 
To  remove  all  Difficulties,  it  would  perhaps  be  the  beft  to  rnakH  the 
whole  run  thus ; 

■  by  your  Fa*pour$t  Beauiiesp 

;  La  Ca.  One  eftbefe  two :  Ton  know  my  meaning.     [Afidc  to  Mir^ 
Onz.  WeU [Afide  to  herfeB, 


% 
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They  are  fair  and  handfime^   I  mufi  needs  confefj  it  i 
Jnd  let  it  prove  the  worft^  Ififall  live  after  it, 
Whilft  I  ha've  Meat  and  Drink^  Love  cannot  ft  arvt  mi  i 
f$rifl  die  oUb^  firft  Fit  I  am  unhappy 
Jnd  worthy  to  be  buried  with  my  Heelf  vfwe^rJ. 
|4if  •  ^9  marr/9  Sir  f 
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1  wifli  ye  many  Years  and  many  Riches, 
And  Plcafures  to  enjoy  'cm  :  But  for  Marriage, 
I  oeither  vet  believe  in*t,  nor  aflfed  it, 
Nor  thinK  it  fit. 

La  Ca.  You  will  render  me  your  Reafbns  i 
Mir.  Yes,  Sir,  both  (hort  and  pithy,  and  theft  they  are : 
You  would  have  me  marry  a  Maid  ? 
La  Ca.  A  Maid  ?  What  elfe? 
Mir.  Yes,  there  be  things  called  Widows^  dead  Mens 
Wills, 
I  never  lov'd  to  prove  thofe ;  nor  never  Iong*d  yet 
To  be  buried  alive  in  another  Man's  cold  Monument. 
And  there  be  Maids  appearing,  and  Maids  being : 
Th*  appearit^  are  fentaftick  things,  meer  Shadows ; 
And  if  you  mark  'em  well,  they  want  their  Heads  too } 
Only  the  World,  to  cozen  mifty  Eyes, 
Has  dapt  'em  on  new  Faces.    The  M^ds  being,      ^ 
A  Man  may  venture  on,*  if  he  be  fo  mad.to  marry. 
If  he  have  neither  fear  before  his  Eyes,  nor  Fortune  i 
And  let  him  take  heed  how  he  gathers  thefe  too. 
For  look  ye,  .Father,  they  are  juft  like  Melons, 
Musk-melons  are  the  Emblems  of  thefe  Maids ; 
Now  they  are  ripe,  now  cut  *em,  they  tafte  pleaiantly,^ 
And  are  a  dainty  Fruit,  digefted  eafily  : 
Negleft  this  prelent  time,  and  come  to  morrow. 
They  are  fo  ripe  (11)  they  are  rotten  gone,  their  fweetnefi 
Run  into  humour,  and  their  tafte  to  (urfeit. 
La  Ca.  Why,  thefe  are  now  ripe.  Son. 
Mir.  ril  try  them  prefently. 
And  if  I  like  their  tafte-— « 

La  Ca.  Tray  ye  pleafe  yourfelf.  Sir. 
Mir.  That  Liberty  is  my  due,  and  Til  maintab  it : 
Lady,  what  think  you  of  a  handfome  Man  now  i 
Rof.  A  wholfome  toe.  Sir. 
Mir.  That's  as  you  make  your  Bargain. 
A  handfome,  wholfome  Man  then,  and  a  kind  Man, 
To  cheer  your  Heart  up,  to  rejoice  you.  Lady  i 
Rof.  Yes,  Sir,  I  love  rejoicing, 

(t  1}  ——  tbtj  art  rttttn  gone,— — ]  Probablft  ——ritttn  grows. 

Mr. 
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Mir.  To  lie  dofc  lo  you  f 
Clofe  as  a  Cockle  ?  keep  the  cokl  Nights  from  yon  ? 

Rof.  That  will  be  Jook'd  for  tpotp  our  Bodies  ask  it. 

Mir.  And  get  two  Boys  at  every  Birth  ? 

Rof.  That's  oocbiog ; 
I  have  knQWD  a  Cobier  do  ix^  %  poor  tbia  Cobler, 
A  Cobier  out  of  mouUy  Cheefe  perfoira  \i^ 
Cabbage,  and  coarfe  blade  Bfcad ;  metfainks^  a  Gentleman 
jSbould  liike  foul  icfxn  eo  hm  An  hiA  iMb-ivune  him. 
Two  at  a  Birth  ?  Why,  every  Houfc-Dove  has  it : 
Thai  Man  ihat  f^^eds  yrdU,  prooiSres  as  well  too, 
I  (liOMld  eicpcft  indeed  jEbmechiag  of  worth  fix>m« 
Ye  taljc  of  Gwo? 

A$n  She  wouUhavemegettiroDraep^    . 
Like  Buttons,  at  a  Birch. 

Rs^f.  You  love  40  bcag.  Sir, 
If  you  proclajtn  thdb  offers  at  your  MarnageJ 
You  ^me  a  preoDy-cifnbffM  Mao,  'take  haed. 
They  oayjbe  taken  faddfift  and  .€xpe£ted» 
Yes,  if  not  hopod  fcr  at  a  higher  rate  too. 

Mir.  I  will  tikcli^f  and  rhank  ye&r  your  Couaie] : 
Father,  what  think  you  ? 

LaCa^  'TIS  a  oierry 'GenfilevKomaQ  i 
Will  make,  no  doubtt  a  good  Wife. 

Mir.  Not  for  me  : 
I  marry  her,  aod,  happily,  gee  nothing ; 
In  what  a  (late  am  I  then  ?  Father,  I  il^all  fuffer,   * 
For  any  thing  I  hear  to  the  contrary,  more  majorum^ 
I  were  as  fure  to  be  a  Cu(;kdd,  Father^ 
A  Gentleman  of  Antlef' 

La  Ca.  Away,  away;  Fool. 

^jr.  As  I  Ml  fure  toiiil  her  Expeftation, 
I  had  rather  get  (he  Pox  than  get  her  Babies. 

La  Ca.  Ye  are  much  to  blame  ;  if  this  do  not  zScSt  ye^ 
•Pray,  try  the  other ;  fhc's  of  a  more  dennire  way. 

fyi.  That  I  had  but  the  Aucbcity  xo.talk  thus ! 
I  love  th^t  plain-fpoken  '<jentlewoman  admirably. 
And,  certain,  I  could  ^.as  near  to  ple^le  her. 
If  down-right  doing*        fhe  has  a  perMous  Countenance, 
If  I  could  meet  one  that  would  but  believe  me. 

And 
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And  take  my  honcft  meaning  without  Circiimftancc.— 
Mir.  You  (hall  have  your  will.  Sir,  I  will  try  l^  other^ 
But  'twill  be  to  Anallufe.    I  hope,  fair  Lady, 
(For,  methinka,  in  :yioiir  Eyes  I  fee  more  Mercy) 
You  will  eiyoin  your  Lover  a  kfi  PeBaix:e4 
And  though  P41  promife  much,  as  Men  are  Itberalt 
And  vow  an  ample  Sacrifice  of  Service  ^ 
Yec  your  Diferetton,  and  your  Tendemefs, 
And  Thriftine^  in  Love,  gpod  Hufwlves  careftihieft 
To  keep  the  Stock  entire- 

ZJL  Good  Sir,  fpeak  louder. 
That  thefe  may  witnels  too,  ye  talk  of  nothings 
I  fliould  be  loth  dbne  to  bear  the  burthen 
OF  fo  much  Indifctetion. 

Mir.  Hark  ye,  hark  ye  4 
Ods  bobs^  you  are  angry^  JUdy* 

IJl,  Aiigry?  no,  Sir^ 
I  ne^er  own*d  an  Asger  to  lofe  poorly. 

Mr.  But  you  can  love  £>r  all  this,  iuid  delight  toOi 
For  all  your  fet-aufterity,  to  hear 
Of  a. 99od  Husband,  Lady  ? 

Lil.  You  lay  true.  Sir : 
For  by  my  tiroth,  I  have  heard  oFnonetheietenTeacSf^ 
They  ^are  fo  rare,  and  there  are  fo  many.  Sir, 
So  many  longing-Women  on  their  Knees  too. 
That  pray  the  dropping  dowaof  thefe  good  Husbands, 
The  dropping  down  from  Ueav*n ;  (12)  for  they're  not 

bred  here. 
That  you  may  gqefi  at  all  my  hope,  but  hearing-^ 
Mir.  Why  may  not  I  be  one  ? 
UL  You  were  near  'em  once.  Sir, 
When  ye  came  over  the  jflps  ;  thofe  are  near  Hcav*n  1 
But  fince  ye  miis'd  that  Happinefs,  there  is  no  hope  of  ye. 

(12)  ■  fir  tin  art  not  bred  there,]  Bat  thh  is  a  ContrtdidiQa 

to  (he  rtiy  Words  above,  which  fuppofes  them  to  be  bred  there, 
J.  /.  in  Heaven :  8och  fad  work  does  only  the  Addition  or  Diminu- 
tion of  a  Letter  fffeqaently  moke  I  thefirft  is  the  Fault  in  this  PUce, 
and  the  Heading  ought  to  be 

■  noi  bred  here. 

This  Conjddiiro  Mr.  Tbeoba/d,  and  Mr.  Srward  too,  advanced  with 
me^  and  the  Copy  (tf  1652  moil  luckily  confirms  it. 

Mir. 
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Mir.  Can  yc  love  a  Man  ? 

li/i  Yes,  if  the  Man  be  lovely  \ 
That  is,  be  honeft,  modeft ;  I  would  have  him  valiant^ 
His  Anger  flow,  but  certain  for  his  Honour ; 
Traveled  he  fhould  be,  but  through  himfelf  eza£Uy  ; 
For  'tis  fairer  to  know  Manners  well,  than  Countries  % 
He  muft  be  no  vain  Talker,  nor  no  Lover 
To  hear  himfelf  talk,  they  are  brags  of  a  Wanderer^ 
Of  one  finds  no  Retreat  for  fair  Behaviour ; 
Would  ye  learn  more  ? 

Mir.  Yes. 

JJl.  Learn  to  hold  your  Peace  then ;    . 
Fond  Girls  arc  got  with  Tongues,  Women  with  Tempers. 

Mir.  Women,  with  I  know  what ;  but  let  this  vanifh  a 
Go  diy  way,  good  Wife  Bias  \  fure,  thy  Husband 
Muft  have  a  ftrong  Philofopher^s  Stone,  he  will  ne'er  pleafe 

thee  elie. 
Here's  a  ftarcl)t  piece  of  Aufterity  1  do  you  hear,  Father  ? 
Do  you  heat*  this  moral  Le&ure  i 

La  Ca.  .Yes,  and  like  it. 

Mir.  Why,  there's  your  Judgment  now ;  there's  an  old 
Bolt  ihot  : 
This  thing  muft  have  the  ftrangeft  Obfervation, 
(Do  you  mark  me.  Father  ? )  when  flie  is  married  once^ 
The  ftrangeft  Cuftom  top  of  Admiration 
On  all  ftie  does  and  fpeaks,  'twill  be  paft  Sufferance  1 
I  muft  not  lie  with  her  in  common  Language, 
Nor  cry.  Have  at  thee  Katij  I  fhall  be  hils'd  then : 
Nor  eat  my  Meat  without  the  Sawce  of  Sentences, 
Your  powder'd  Beef  and  Problems,  a  rare  Diet  i 
My  firft  Son,  Monfieur  jfriJloiUy  I  know  it. 
Great  Mafter  of  the  Metaphyficks,  or  lb ; 
The  fecond,  Solon  ^  and  the  beft  Law-fetter ; 
And  I  muft  look  Egyptian  God-fathers,  ^ 

Which  will  be  no  fmall  Trouble  :  My  eldeft  Daughter 
Sappho^  or  fuch  a  fidling  kind  of  Poetefs, 
And  brought  up,  invita  Minerva^  at  her  Needle  1 
My  Dogs  muft  look  their  Names  too,  and  all  Spartan^ 
LelapSj  Melampfis ;  no  more  Fox  and  Baudifacc. 
I  married  to  a  fallen  Set  of  Sentences  ? 

To 


The  mid'Goofe  Chafe.  1 93 

To  one  that  weighs  her  Words  and  her  Behaviours 
In  the  gold  Weights  of  Difcretion  ?  Til  be  hang'd  firft. 

La  Ca.  Prithee,  reclaim  thyfclf. 

Mir.  'Pray  ye,  give  me  tinie  then  : 
If  they  can  let  me  any  thing  to  play  at. 
That  feems  fit  for  a  Gamefter,  have  at  the  faired 
Till  I  fee  more,  and  try  more. 

La  Ca.  Take  your  time  then  : 
I'll  bar  ye  no  fair  Liberty  :  Come,  Gentlemen, 
And,  Ladies,  come  i  to  all  once  more  a  welcome ; 
And  now  let's  in  to  Supper.  [Exit. 

Mir.  How  doft  like  *cm  ? 

Pin.  They  are  fair  enough,  but  of  fo  ftrange  Beha- 
viours,——— 

JV£r.  Too  ftrange  for  me ;   I  mud  have  thofe  have 
Mettle, 
And  Mettle  to  my  Mind ;  Come,  let's  be  merry. 

Bel.  'Blefs  me  from  this  Woman :  I  would  ftand  the 
Cannon, 
Before  ten  Words  of  hers.^ 

De  Ga.  Do  you  find  him  now  ?  • 

Do  you  think,  he  wjll  be  ever  firm  i 

Oria.  I  fear  not.  \Exeunt. 


1 


A  C  T     IL      S  C  E  N  E     L 

Enter  Mirabell,  Pinac,  and  Belleur. 

il/i>.TW  T  E'er  tell  me  of  this  Happinefi,  'tis  nothing  \ 
J^\    The  State  they  bring  with  being  fought  tOs 
fcurvey  5 
I  had  rather  make  mine  own  Play,  and  I  will  do. 
My  Happinefs  is  in  mine  own  Content, 
And  the  defpifing  of  fuch  glorious  Trifles, 
As  I  have  done  a  thoufand  more.    For  my  Humaur, 
Give  me  a  good  free  Fellow,  that  fticks  to  me, 
A  jovial  fair  Companion  \  there's  a  Beauty  : 
For  Women,  I  can  have  too  many  of  them : 

Vol.  V.  N  Gqod 
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Good  Wpmcp  too,  as  the  Age  reckons  •cm, 
More  than  I  have  Employment  for. 

Pin.  You  are  happy. 

Mr.  My  only  Fear  is,  that  I  muft  be  forced, 
Againft  my  Nature,  (13)  to  concpal  myfclf. 
Health  and  an  able  Body  arc  two  Jewels. 

Pin.  If  either  of  thefc  two  Women  were  Qflfcr*d  to  me 
now, 
I  would  think  otherwife,  and  do  accordingly : 
(14;  Yes,  and  recant  my  Herefies,  I  would,  3ir> 
And  be  more  tender  of  Opinioq, 
And  put  a  little  of  my  traveird  Liberty  ^ 

Out  of  the  way,  an^  look  upon  Vm  ferioufly. 
Methinks,  this  grave- carried  Wench ^ 

M.  Methinks,  the  other, 
The  home-fpoken  Gentlewoman,  that  defircs  to,  be  fruitful^ 
That  treats  of  the  full  Manage  of  the  Matter ; 
For  there  lies  all  my  Aim;  that  Wench,  mistbinks. 
If  I  were  but  well  fet  on :  ( 1 5)  For  (he  is  a"  F&bk, 
If  I  were  but  hounded  right,  and  one  to  teach  me : 
She/peaks  to  th'  Matter,  and  comes  home  to  th*  Point : 
Now  do  I  know,  I  have  fu^h  a  Bpd^  to  pleafe  her. 
As  all  the  Kingdom  cannot  fit  her  with,  I  am  fu|e  on'C, 
If  I  could  but  talk  myfelf  into  her  Favour. 

Mir.  That's  eafily  done. 

Bel.  That's  eafily  faid  5  'would,  'twere  done! 

(13)  — 7o  my  conceal  n^filf!\  So  the  Copy  of  171 1,  that  of  1679 
gives  the  Text, 

(14)  TiSt  and  ncant  mjf  Herifies,  I  wouU  fain,  ^/r,]  Fain,  bdnS 
neither  Scnfe  nor  Meafure,  embarrafs'd  me  much,  bnt  the  fisrmer  was 
the  thing  th^t  ftuck  the  moft  with  me.  tn  order  thertfore  tp  render 
this  Place  entire,  I  cohjedurM  we  Ihould  read, 

■  /  <uw«V,  foir  Sir, 

or,  which  I  likM  betiter, 

'  /  wou'J  'feith,  Sir, 

But  upon  confttlting  the  Copy  of  1652,  three  Years  af^er  my  firft 
Reading  of  this  ?]z,y,  I  found  that  I  had  been  fighting  a  Shadow,  and 
the  Pa£ge  opght  to  run  a^  I  have  giyen  it  in  the  Text. 

(15) ^^"•A  "  a  Fable,]  The  glaring  Nonfenfe  of  this  PaiTage 

ftrikes  at  firil  Sight,     I  (hall  give  the  Reader  what  I  imagine  was  the 
original  Le£lion,  and  leave  it  to  him  whether  it  muil  fknd  or  hH: 
* '    '  ■'    ■  ■  ForJ^i  is  affable. 

You 
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You  fhould  fee  then  how  I  would  lay  about  me. 
If  I  were  virtuous,  it  would  never  grieve  me. 
Or  any  thing  that  might  juftify  my  Modefty, 
But  when  my  Nature  is  prone  to  do  a  Charity, 
(16)  Then  my  Calf's-Tongue  will  not  help  me. 

Mr.  Will  ye  go  to  'cm  ? 
They  cannot  but  take  it  courteoufly.  - 

Vin.  ril  do  my  Part, 
Though,  I  am  fure,  *twill  be  the  hardcft  I  e'er  phyM  yet, 
A  Way  I  never  try'd  too,  which  will  dagger  me ; 
And,  if  it  do  not  fhame  me,  I  am  happy. 

Mir.  Win  'em,  and  wear  *em,  I  give  up  my  Intercft. 

Pin.  What  fay  ye,  Monficur  BelUur  ? 

Bel.  'Would,  I  could  fay. 
Or  fing,  or  any  thing  that  were  but  handfom, 
I  would  be  with  her  prcfcntly  I 

Pin.  Yours  is  no  venture ; 
A  merry  ready  Wench. 

Bel.  (i  7)  A  Vengeance  Squibber  j 
She'H  fleer  me  out  of  Faith  too. 

Mr.  ril  be  near  thee ; 
Pluck  up  thy  Heart;  Pll  fecond  thee  at  all  Brunts  | 
Be  angry,  if  (he  abufe  thee,  and  beat  her  a  little^ 
Some  Women  are  won  that  way. 

Bel.  Pray,  be  quiet. 
And  let  me  think :  I  am  refolv'd  to  go  on  ^ 
But  how  I  (hall  get  off  again—— 

A£r.  I  am  perfuaded 
Thou  wilt  fo  pleafe  her,  fheMI  go  near  to  ravifli  thee. 

Bel.  I  would,  'twere  come  to  that  once :  Let  me  pray  a. 
little. 

Mir.  Now  for  thine  Honour,  Pinac ;  board  me  thil 
Modefty  ; 
Warm  but  this  frozen  Snow-ball,  'twill  be  a  Conqueft 
(Although  I  know  thou  art  a  fortunate  Wencher, 

'  (16)  Aod  my  Ca/fs'Tongue^]  And,  ought  evidently  to  6c  changed 
into  7 ben. 

(17)  J  Ver^ean:e  fquib  her  ;]  The  charge  of  the  Verb  into  the  Sub- 
lUncivei  is  from  the  Copy  of  1652. 

N  2  And 
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And  baft  done  rarely  in  thy  Days)  above' all  thy  Ventures. 

Bel.  You  will  be  ever  near  ? 

Mir.  At  all  Neccflities, 
And  take  thee  ofF,  and  fct  thee  on  again,  Boy  ; 
And  chcrifli  thee,  and  ftroak  thee. 

Bel  Help  me  out  too  ?  / 
For,  I  know,  I  (hall  ftick  i'th*  Mire :  If  ye  fee  us  clofe 

once. 
Be  gone,  and  leave  me  to  my  Fortune,  fuddenly. 
For  I  am  then  determined  to  do  Wonders. 
Farewei,  and  fling  an  old  Shoei  How  my  Heart  throbs! 
•Would,  I  were  drunk!  Farewei,  Pinac\  Heav'n  fend  us 
A  joyful  and  a  merry  Meeting,  Man.     Pin.  Farewei, 
Andchear  thy  Heart  up;  and  remember,  BeUeur^ 
They  are  but  Women. 

BeL  I  had  rather  they  were  Lions. 

Mir.  About  it  5  Pll  be  with  you  inftantly.    [Exeunt. 

Enter  Oriana. 

Shall  I  ne'er  be  at  reft  ?  no  Peace  of  Confciencc  ? 

No  Quiet  for  thefe  Creatures  ?  am  I  ordain'd 

(18)  To  be  devoured  quick  bjr  thefe  She-Canibals? 

Here's  another  they  call  handfom,  I  care  not  for  her, 

I  ne'er  look  after  her :  When  I  am  half  tipled. 

It  may  be  I  fliould  turn  her,  and  perufc  her  *, 

Or  in  my  Want  of  Wom^n,  1  might  call  for  her ; 

But  to  be  haunted  when  I  have  no  Fancy, 

No  Maw  to  th*  Matter—  Now,  why  do  you  follow  mc  f  • 

Oria.  1  hope,  Sir,  Vis  no  Blcmifti  to  my  Virtue, 
Nor  need  you,  out  of  Scruple,  ask  that  Queftion  j 
If  you  remember  ye,  before  your  Travel, 
The  Contraft  you  ty'd  to  me :  'Tis  my  Love,  Sir, 
That  makes  me  feek  ye,  to  confirm  your  Memory, 
And  that  being  fair  and  good,  I  cannot  fufier : 
I  come  to  give  ye  Thanks  too. 

(18)  To  ht  de'vour^ d  quickly  hy  thefe ]  Both  (he  Meafure  and  the 

Senfe  reclaim  againll  quickly,  as  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Seward  like* 
wife  obfervcd  i  aod,  indeed,  no  Copy  read^  fo,  but  chat  of  the  Year 
1711. 

Mir. 
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Mir.  For  what,  pr*ythcc? 
Oria.  For  that  fair  Piece  of  Honcfty  ye  (hcw'd,  Sir, 
That  conftant  Noblcncfs. 

Mir.  How  ?  for  I  am  fhort-headed. 
Oria.  1*J1  tell  ye  then ;  for  rcfufing  that  free  Offer 
Of  Monfieur  Nantolet*%\  thofc  handfom  Beauties, 
Thofc  two  prime  Ladies,  that  might  wcIJ  have  prcft  ye, 
(19)  If  not  to  have  broken,  yet  to  have  bow'd  your 

Promife ;  , 
I  know,  it  was  for  my  fake,  for  your  Faith  fake. 
You  dipt  'cm  off,  your  Honefty  compcird  ye. 
And  let  me  tell  ye,  Sir,  it  (hewM  moft.handfomly, 

Mir.  And  let  me  tell  thee,  there  was  no  fuch  Matter:* 
Nothing  intended  that  way,  of  that  nature ; 
I  have  more  to  do  with  my  Honefty  than  to  fool  it. 
Or  venture  it  in  fuch  leak  Barks  as  Wonacn  5 
I  put  'em  off,  bccaufe  I  lov'd  'em  not, 
Becaufc  they  are  too  queafy  for  my  Temper ; 
And  not  for  thy  fake,  nor  the  Contradt  fake. 
Nor  Vows  nor  Oaths  j  I  have  made  a  thoufand  of  Vm, 
They  arc  things  indifferent,  whether  kept  or  broken ; 
Meer  venial  Slipjs,  that  grow  not  near  the  Confcience : 
Nothing  concerns  thofe  tender  Parts  5  they  are  Trifles: 
For,  as  1  think,  there  was  never  Man  yet  hopM  for 
Either  Conftancy  or  Secrecy,  from  a  Woman;  -  :^' 

Unlefs  it  were  an  Afs  ordain'd  for  Suflferancc ; 
Nor  to  contraft  with  fuch  (20)  can  be  a  Tie  v 
So  let  them  know  again  >  for  *tis  a  Juftice, 
And  a  main  Point  of  civil  Policy, 
Whatever  we  fay  or  fwear,  they  being  Reprobates^ 
Out  of  the  State  of  Faith,  we  are  clear  of  all  fldesi   - 
And  *tis  a  curious  Blindnefs  to  believe  us. 
*  Oria.  You  dp  not  mean  *^his,  furc  ? 

(19)  If  not  to  have  kroietf,yet  to  hantt  bwa^dyour  Promife  \]  Butler 
probabi/  had  this  Place  in  his  Head  whea  he  wrote  thefe  Lioe?, 

Marriage^  at  bejl,  is  but  a  Vo^x^ 
Which  all  Mtn  either  break  Of^  botv. 

(20)  L  can  be  a  Tia!;]  Mr.  Theobald  makes  a  ^ery  about 
Tial  in  bis  Margin ;  as  it  is  a  Word  I  don't  know  any  where  to  bf 
iuundi  I  h^ve^  with  Mr.  Se^jard.  taken  the  Freedom  to  alter  it. 
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Mir,  Yes,  furc,  and  certain  -, 
And  hold  it  pofitiv^ly,  as  a  Principle, 
As  ye  are  ftrange  things,  and  mad[e  of  (trange  Fires  am) 

Flu:?cs, 
5^  we  are  allow'd  ^s  ftrange  ways  to  obtain  ye. 
Bat  not  to  hold  -,  we  are  all  created  Errant. 

Oria.  You  told  me  other  Talcs. 

Affr.  I  nojt  deny  it  \ 
I  have  Talcs  of  all  forts  for  all  forts  of  Wompn, 
And  Proteftations  likewife  of  all  fizes, 
As  they  have  Vanities  to  make  us  Coxcombs  \ 
If  I  obtain  a  gopf:).  Turn,  fo  it  is, 
I  am  thankfiil  for  it :  if  I  be  made  an  Afs, 
The  Mends  are  in  mine  own  Hands,  or  the  Surgeon\ 
And  thpre's  an  end  on'i. 

Oria.  Do  not  you  love  me  then  ? 

Mir.  As  I  love  others,  heartily  I  love  thee. 
When  I  am  t)igh  j|nd  lufty,  I  love  thee  cruelly : 
After  I  have  made  a  plenteous  Meal,  an4  fatisfyH 
My  Senies  with  all  Delicates,  come  to  me. 
And  thou  (halt  fee  how  I  love  thee. 

Oria.  Will  not  you  marry  me  ? 

Mir.  No,  certain,  no,  for  any  thing  t  know  yet ; 
I  muft  not  lofe  my  Liberty,  dear  Lady, 
Aiid,  like  ^  wanton  Slave,  cry  for  more  Shackles. 
What  fhould  I  marry  for  ?  Do  I  want  any  thin^  ? 
Am  I  an  Incl|  the  farther  from  my  Pleafure  ? 
Why  Aipuld  I  be  at  Charge  to  keep  a  Wife  of  oiine  6wn^ 
Wheo  other  honeft  married  Mens  will  eafe  me, 
jfknd  th^lf.  me  toq^  and  be  beholding  to  me? 
Thou  (bink'ft,  I  am  mad  for  a  Maidenh^d ;  thoii  art 

cozen'd ; 
Or  if  J  were  addidecl  to  that  Diet,  [now^ 

Caq  you  tell  me  where  I  fhould  have  one?  thou  art  eighteen 
And  if  thou  haft  thy  Maidenhead  yet  extant. 
Sure,  'tis  as  big  as  Cods-head  \  and  thofe  grave  Difties 
I  never  love  to  deal  withal :  Doft  thou  fee  this  Bool^  here  f 
JLookQver  all  thefe  Ranks;  all  thefe  are  Women, 
^afds,  and  Pretenders  to  Maidenheads  9  thefe  ^re  my 
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All  thcfc  I  fworc  to  marry,  as  I  f^dre  tb  thee. 
With  the  fame  Refervatioiii  and  mbft  rigbteoufly  i 
Which  i  need  not  have  done  neither  \  for,  siJas,  they  made 

no  Scruple, 
And  I  cnjoy'd  'cm  at  my  Will,  and  left  'em : 
Some  of  'em  are  married  fince,  and  were  as  pure  I^ids 

again, 
Nay  o*  my  Confcience  better  than  thty  were  bred  for  j 
The  reft,  fine  fober  Women. 
Oria.  Are  ye  rio^  afhamM,  Sir?  *  ^ 

Mtr.  Hoi  by  my  Troth,  Si^  5  there's  no  Shame  belongs 
to  it ; 
I  hold  it  as  comnfiendable  to  be  wealthy  in  Pleafure, 
As  others  do  in  rotten  Sheep,  and  Paftu^. 

Enter  Dc  Gard, 

Oria.  Are  all  my  Hopes  conle^  to  this?  Is  there  no 
Faith  ? 
No  Troth  ?  nor  Modefty  in  Men  ? 

Be  Ga.  How  noW,  Sifter, 
Why  weeping  thus?  Did  I  noli  Prophefy  ? 
Come  tell  me  why  — » 

Oria.  I  am  not  well ;  'pray  ye,  pardoh  mej        l.E^rt* 
Be  Ga.  Now,  Monfieur  Mrabill,  what  ails  my  Sifter? 
You  have  been  playing-  the  wag  with  her, 

Mir.  As  I  take  it. 
She  is  crying  for  a  Cod-piece 5  is  flic  gone? 
^  X<^rdt  what  an  Agi?  is  this !  I  was' calling' for  yp,' 
For,  as  I  live,  I  thought  flie  would  have  ravifti'd me. 
\'    Be  Ga.  Ye  arc  merry,  SiK 

1  .ildfir.  Thou  know'ft»this^Boolc,D^GW,  this  Irtvfentbryf 
■  -    Be  Ga.  The  Deb^  book  of  your  Mtftreflfcs,  I  ren^embtr  it, 
>^      AdinVfhyy  thi»  was  ic  that  ahger'd  her ;  flie  was  ftkrk 
mad. 
She  found  not  her  Name  here ;  and  cry*d  down-right| 
Becaufe  I  would  n6t  pity  her  imhlddiateiy. 
And  put  her  in  my  Lift. 
Be  da.  Sure  flie  had  niore  Modefty. 
A/ir.  Their  Modefty  is  Anger  to  be  over-done  i 
They'll  quarrel  fqohcr  for  Precedence  herq 
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And  take  it  in  more  dudgeon  to  be  flighted. 

Than  they  will  in  publick  Meetings ;  'tis  their  Natures  : 

And,  alas,  I  have  fo  many  to  difpatch  yet,        « 

And  to  provide  myfelf  for  my  Affairs  too, 

Thar,  in  good  Faith- 

Be  Ga.  Be  not  too  gloriouvfoolifli ; 
Sum  not  your  Travels  up  with  Vanities, 
It  illbecomes  (21)  your  £xpe£Ution: 
Temper  your  Speech,  Sir ;  whether  your  loofc  Story 
Be  true  or  falfe,  (for  yoq  are^fo  free,  I  fear  itj 
*Name  not  my  Sifter  in't,  I  muft  not  hear  it ; 
Upon  your  Danger  name  her  not :  J  hold  her 
A  Gentlewoman  of  thofe  happy  Parts  and  Carriage, 
A  good  Man's  Tongue  may  be  right  proud  to  fpeak  her. 

Mr.  Your  Sifter,  Sir?  d*ye  blench  at  that?  d'yecavsil? 
Do  you  hold  her  fuch  a  Piece,  flie  may  not  be  play'd  withal? 
I  have  had  an  hundred  handfomer  and  nobler. 
Have  fu'd  to  me  for  fuch  a  Courtefy :  \ 

Your  Sifter  comes  i'th*  Rear :  Since  ye  arc  fo  angty,^ 
And  hold  your  Sifter  fuch  a  ftrong  Recufant, 
I  tell  ye,  I  may  do  it ;  and,  it  may  be,  will  too; 
It  may  be,  have  tbo ;  there's  my  free  Confeflion  j 
.Work  upon  th^  now, 

De  Ga,  If  |  thought  ye  had,  I  would  work. 
And  work  fuch  ftubborn  Work,  (houH  make  your  Heart 

ake  ; 
But  I  believe  ye,  as  I  ever  knew  ye, 
A  glorious  Talker,  and  a  Legend-maker 
Of  idle  Tales,  and  Trifles;  a  Depraver 
Of  your  own  Truth  ;  (22)  their  Honours  fly  about  ye ;    . 
And  fo  I  take  my  leave,  but  with  this  Caution, 
Your  Sword  be  furer  than  your  Tongue,  you'll  fmart  clfc.  . 

Mr.  I  laugh  at  thee,  fo  little  I  rcfpcft  thee  5 
And  I'll  talk  louder,  and  defpife  thy  Sifter ;  1 

(21)  your  Expeaatioa:]  1.  #.  The  Expcdation  the  World 

has  of  you. 

(22)  — —  thiir  Honours  Jfy  about  ye ;]  But  for  what  ?  We  have  her© 
a  manifeft  Corruption,  and  the  true  Reading  is, 

•  Honours  fy  above  you ; 

L  /.  arc  out  of  the  Hcach  of  your  Touguc,  Wr. 
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Set  up  a  Chamber-maid,  that  (hall  out-fliine  her. 
And  carry  her  in  my  Coach  too,  and  that  will  kill  her. 
Go  get  thy  Rents  up,  go, 

Be  Ga.  Ye  arc  a  fine  Gentleman,  \Exit. 

Mir.  Now  have  at  my  two  Youths  j  Til  ftc,  how  they  do ; 
How  they  behave  themfelves ;  and  then  1*11  fludy. 
What  Wench  flull  love  me  next,  and  when  Pll  lofe  her, 

{Exit. 

SCENE        IL 

Enter  Pinac,  and  a  Servant. 

Pin,  Art  thou  her  Servant,  fay 'ft  thou? 

S^r.  Her  poor  Creature, 
Btft  Servant  to  her  Horfc,  Sir. 

Pia.  Canft  thou  (hew  me 
The  way  to  her  Chamber,  or  where  I  may  conveniently 
See  her,  or  come  to  talk  to  her? 

Ser.  That  I  can.  Sir  ; 
But  the  Queftion  is  whether  I  will  or  po. 

Pw.  Why,  Pll  content .  thee. 

Ser.  Why,  PU  content  thee  then;  now  ye  come  to  me. 

Pin.  There's  for  your  Diligence. 

Ser.  There's  her  Chamber,  Sir  5 
And  this  way  (he  comes  out ;  (land  ye  but  here.  Sir, 
Ydu  have  her  at  your  Profpeft,  or  your  Pleafure. 

Pin.  Is  (he  not  very  angry  ? 

Ser.  You'll  find  that  quickly  : 
•May  be,  (he'll  call  ye  faucy  fcurvy  Fellow, 
Or  fon)e  fuch  familiar  Name:  'may  be,  (he  knows  ye, 
And  will  fling  a  Pifs-pot  at  ye,  or  a  Pantofle, 
According  as  ye  are  in  Acquaintance :  If  (he  like  ye, 
•May  be,  (he'll  look  upon  ye  5  'may  be,  no  ^ 
And  two  Months  hence  call  for  ye.  "' 

Pin.  This  is  fine.  ^ 

She  is  monilrous  proud  then  ? 

Ser.  She  is  a  little  haughty  ; 
Of  a  fmall  Body,  (he  has  a  Mind  well  mounted^^ 
Can  ye  fpeak  Grefk  ?  * 

Pin.  No,  certain* 

Sin 
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Ser.  Get  ye  gone  then  ; 
And  talk  of  Stars,  and  Firmaments,  and  Fire-drakes  ^ 
Do  you  remember  who  was  Mam*s  School- matter. 
And  who  taught  Eve  to  fpin  ?  She  knows  all  thefc. 
And  will  run  ye  over  the  beginning  o'th'  World 
As  familiar  (23J  as  a  Fidler.— — 
Can  ye  fit  fcven  Hours  together,  and  fay  nothing  ? 
Which  (he  will  do,  and  when  (he  fpeaks,  fpeak  Oracles ; 
Speak  things  that  no  Man  under ftands,  nor  heifelf  neither. 

Pin.  Thou  mak'ft  me  wonder. 

Ser.  Can  ye  fnjile  ? 

Pin.  Yes,  wilhngly: 
For  naturally  I  bear  a  Mirth  about  me. 

Ser.  She'll  ne'er  endure  ye  then,  Ihe  is  never  merry ; 
If  fhe  fee  one  laugh,  (he'll  (wound  pad  /iqua  vita  : 
Never  come  near  her.  Sir ;  if  ye  chance  to  venture. 
And  talk  not  like  a  Do£lor,  you  are  damn'd  too ; 
I've  told  enough  for  your  Crown,  and  fo  good  ipeed  t'y^» 

[Exit. 
Pin.  I  have  a  pretty  Task,  if  (he  be  thus  curious^ 
As,  fure,  it  feems  (he  is ;  if  I  fall  off  now, 
I  (hall  be  laugh'd  at  fearfully ;  if  I  go  forward, 
I  can  but  be  abus'd,  and  that  I  look  for ; 
And  yet  I  may  hit  right,  but  'tis  unlikely. 
Stay,  in^  what  Mood  and  Figure  {hall  1  attempt  her  ^ 
A  cairlefs  way?  No,  no,  that  will  not  waken  her^ 
Befides,  her  Gravity  will  give  me  Line  ftill. 
And  let  me  lofe  myfelf ;  yet  this  way  ofon 
Has  hit,  and  handfomely.    A  wanton  Meriiod  ? 
I,  if  (he  give  it  leave  to  (ink  into  her  Confideration^  .  T ' 
But  there's  the  doubt :  If  it  but  ftir  her  Blood  once,  ^^ , 
And  creep  into  the  Crannies  of  her  Fancy, 
Set  her  a-gog— But  if  (he  chance  to  (light  it, 
Jknd  by  the  row'r  of  her  Modelty  fling  it  tuick, 

(23)  -"^—  as  A  ¥iil€r!\  The  Deficiency  of  the  Senfe  and  Moafura» 
'  Mr.  Iht^baU  and  Mr.  Seward  fupply  in  thir  maaner: 

as  a  Filler  dees  his  Gamut. 

Xt  it  true  nought  it  wanting  by  this  Supplement,  but  then  yoa  take 
away  the  Humour  of  the  impertinent,  intrrrogatii^e  Servant,  and  a 
Dafli  after  Fid/cr,  will  do^  in  my  Opinion,  fUl  »  well  ai  the  Wordi 
at  length. 
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J  (hall  appear  the  arrantcft  Rafcal  to  her. 

The  molt  licentious  Knave,  for  I  (hall  ulk  lewdly. 

To  bear  my felf  auftcrely  ?  rate  my  Words  ? 

And  fling  a  gpncral  gravity  about  me. 

As  if  I  meant  to  give  Laws  ?  But  this  I  cannot  dt. 

This  is  a  way  aJbove  my  Undcrftanding ; 

Or,  if  I  could,  'tis  odds  (he'll  think  I  mock  her  i    ' 

For  ferious  and  fad  Things  (24}  are  (till  fulpjcious. 

(25)  Well,  rU  (ay  fomething. 

But  Learning  I  have  none,  and  lefi  good  Manners^ 

Efpecially  for  Ladies ;  well,  V\\  fet  my  beft  Face  ; 

(24)  — -•-  ar$  enr flill  faJ^UUus.']  Tlio*  there  is  m  Aothority  6r 
expanging  x\\\%  faper-abundaiic  #<v#r,  yet  good  Senfe  and  good  Metfiue 
manifelUy  require  it,  and  as  Mr.  Seward  concarrcd  wiSt  me,  'tis  at 
both  our  Perils. 

(25)  Will,  r  II  fay  fomething. 

But  Learning  1  hami  none,  and  left  g§^d  Manners,']  Here  a  de- 
ficiency in  Senfe  and  Meafure  denote  the  Lofs  of  fome  Words  that 
woa*d  complete  both.  He  is  eonfidcring  how  to  accoft  her  s  CanJeJfy^ 
fFmntonly,  and  Aujlerely,  had  been  thought  of  and  rejeAed  ;  he  ihouid 
now  propofe  two  other  Methods,  Learnedlj,  or  Comflaifanely,  but  in 
the  maim*d  Text  above,  he  rejects  both  withoal  piopofing  eitiier*  The 
following  Conjedure  feems  to  bid  fiir  for  being  the  troe  RcadiQe. 
Well,  rii  fay  fomething  Icarnedlv  9r  civilly^ 
But  Learning  I  have  none,  dndlefs  good  Manners, 

Kfr.  Seward. 
The  completing  the  $enfe  of  this  Paflage  la  what  I  have  chieflj  im 
my  Eye»  tho'  the  wav  I  go  aboal  to  doit  is  different  from  Mr.  Se^ard^i^ 
bat  that  is  no  wonder,  £nce  we  take  for  our  foundation  two  difieren( 
Paflages  of  this  fame  Soliloquy;. 

^— for  I  fhall  talk  lewdly. 

Moft  certainly,  if  he  detdhninM  to  addrefs  the  Lady  moamionf^.    The 
Wor4s  aie  filly  and  jmperttaeat  where  they  are^  and  call  aloud  to  be 
reindaud  in  their  original  Place,  which  happily  yeris  vacant  to  ro» 
ceive  them.    The  whole,  I  conje^ure  ihoold  thus  be  read ; 
•'  *,     V  .  no/noji  licentious  Knave^  ■  ■ 

-y    .  Shall  /  hear  my  felf  auflerehf  f  rate  my  Words  f 

J0tdjii^^  generai  gratuity  ahonk  me. 
As  if  I  meant  to  give  Laws  ^  But  this  I  cannot  d»^ 
This  is  a  luay  above  my  Under flanding  % 
Or,  if  I  could,  'tis  oddsfhe^ll  think  I  mock  hen 
For  ferious  and  fad  mngs  are  ftiU fuf^idous^ 

WelL  r II  fay  fomething- Bat  I  Ji^aU  talk  lem/dfy  i 

For  Learning  I  have  none,  and  lefs  good  Manners, 
Efpecially  for  Ladies  ;  ' 

Nothing  can  be  9iore  a  propos  than  the  Word  leivdiy  here,  whidh  co^jf 
^ps  aU  thf  Ide^  of  Igaorance^  Rudenefs,  and  Obfcenitj, 
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En/ir  Lilian  FcttUz^  and  Muftciansi 

I  hear  (bmc  coming ;  this  is  the  firft  Woman 
I  ever  fear'd  yet,  the  firft  Face  that  (hakes  me. 

Lil.  Give  me  my  Hat,  Petelldj  take  thjs  Veil  ofF, 
This  fullen  Cloud,  it  darkens  my  Delights ; 
Come,  Wench,  be  free,  and  let  the  Mufick  warble, 
Play  me  fome-lufty  Meafure. 

Pin.  This  is  flic,  fure,  '     -- 

The  very  fame  I  faw,  the  very  Woman, 
The  Gravity  I  wondered  at :  'Stay,  ftay. 
Let  me  be  fure ;  ne'er  truft  me,  but  flie  dancctb. 
Summer  is  in  her  Face  now,  and  flie  skippeth : 
I'll  go  ^  little  nearer. 

Lil.  Qmcktr  time.  Fellows, 

• 

Enter  Mirabell. 

I  cannot  find  my  Legs  yet ;  now,  Petella. 
Pin.  I  am  amazed,  1  am  foundered  in  my  fancy, 
Mr.  Hah,  fay  ye  fo ;  is  this  your  Gravity  ?. 

This  the  Aufterity  ye  put  upon  ye  ? 

ril  fee  more  o'  this  Sport. 
LiL  A  Song  now ; 

Call  in  for  a  merry,  and  a  light  Song,  r 

And  fing  it  with  a  liberal  Spirit.  , 

Enter  a  Ma% 

Man.  Yes,  Madam, 

Ul.  And  be  not  amaz*d.  Sirrah,  but  take  us  for  your 
own  Cbmpany. 
Let's  walk  ourfelves:  Come,  Wench;  'would,  we  had.a 
Man  or  two! 
Pin.    Sure,   flie  has  fpy'd   mc,    and  will  abufe  mc 
dreadfully^ 
She  has  put  on  this  for  the  purpofe ;  yet  I  will  try  her. 
Madam,  I  would  be  loth  my  rude  Intrufion, 
Which  I  muft  crave  a  Pardon  for^— 

Lii  O  ye  are  welcome, 
Ye  arc  very  welcome.  Sir,  we  want  fuch  a  one  •, 
Strike  up  ^ain :  I  dare  prefume,  ye  d^ce  well  : 

Quick, 
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Quick,  quick.  Sir,  quick,  the  Time  fteals  on. 
Pin.  1  would  talk  with  ye. 
Lil.  Talk  as  ye  dance. 
Mir.  She'll  beat  him  off  his  Legs,  firft  5 
This  is  the  fineft  Mask.  \  ^ 

HI  Now  how  do  ye,  Sir  ?  / 

Tin.  You  have  given  me  a  flirewd  Heat. 
lAL  rU  give  ye  a  Hundred. 
Come  fing  now,  fing ;  for,  I  know,  ye  fing  well, 
I  fee,  ye  have  a  finging  Face. 

Pin.  A  fine  Modcfty  ! 
If  I  could,  fhe*d  never  give  me  Breath : 
Madam,  would  I  jnight  fit  and  recover. 

m.  Sit  here,  and  (ing  now. 
Let's  do  things  quickly.  Sir,  and  handfomly. 
Sit  clofe.  Wench,  clofe  \  begin,  begin.  {Sot^. 

Pin.  I  am  leffon'd. 

LiU  'Tis  very  pretty,  i'feith,  give  me  fomc  Wine  now* 
Pin.  I  would  fain  fpeak  to  ye. 
Lil.  You  (hall  drink  firft,  believe  me : 
Here's  to  ye  a  lufty  Health. 

Pin.  I  thank  ye,  Lady. 
Would  I  were  off  again,  I  fmell  my  Mifery ; 
I  was  never  put  to  this  rack  \  I  fhali  be  drunk  too. 
Mir.  If  thou  be'ft  .not  a  right  one,  1  have  k)ft  mine 
Aim  much : 
I  thank  Heav'n,  that  I  have  fcap'd  thee :  To  her,  Pinac% 
For  thou  art  as  lure  to  have  her,  and  to  groan  for  her— — 
1*11  fee  how  my  other  Youth  does ;  this  fpecds  trimly  : 
A  fine  grave  Gentlewoman,  and  worth  much  Honour. 
Lil.  Now?  How  do  ye  like  me,  Sir  ?  t£xi/Mir. 

Pin.  I  like  ye  rarely. 

Lil.  Ye  fee.  Sir,  though  fometimes  we  are  grave  and 
filcnt. 
And  put  on  fadder  Difpofitions, 
Yet  we  are  compounded  of  free  Parts,  and  fometimes  too 
Our  lighter,  airy,  and  our  fiery  Mettles 
Break  out,  and  (hew  themfelves ;  and  what  think  you  of 
that.  Sir  ? 
Pin.  Good  Lady,  fit,  for  I  am  very  weary  5 

And 
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And  then  Pll  tell  ye.  ^ 

UU  Fie,  a  young  Man  idle  ?  '! 

Up,  up,  and  walk  ;  be  dill  in  AAion^ 
The  Motions  of  the  Body  are  fair  Beauties : 
Befides,  'tis  cold ;  ods-me,  Sir,  let's  walk  fafter  f 
What  think  ye  now  of  the  Lady  Ftltda  ? 
And  Bella-fronte  th'  Duke^s  fair  Daughter  ?  ha  ? 
Are  they  not  handfom  things  ?  there  is  Duarta^ 
And  brown  OVvuia. 

Pin.  I  know  none  of  'em. 

JJl.  But  broi^frn  muft  not  be  call  away,  Sir ;  if  yoUng 
helia 
Had  kept  herfelf  till  this  Day  from  a  Husband, 
Why,  what  a  Beauty,  Sir  ?  yoii  know  Ifmma^ 
The  fair  jcm  of  Saint  Germans  ? 

Pin.  By  my  Troth,  I  do  not. 

Lil.  And  then,  I  know,  you  muft  hear  of  Bri/ac^ 
How  unlike  a  Gentleman  ■^-     ■ 

Pin.  As  I  live,  I  have  heard  nothing. 

JUL  Strike  me  another  Gallrard. 

Pin.  By  this  Light,  I  cannot ; 
In  troth,  I  have  fprain'd  my  Leg,  Madam.' 

Lil.  Now  fit  ye  down.  Sir, 
And  tell  me  why  ye  came  hither,  why  ye  chofe  me  out  ? 
What  is  your  Bufincfs?  your  Errand?  difpatch,  difpatch  } 
May  be,  ye  are  fome  Gentleman's  Man,  and  I  miftook  ye. 
That  have  brought  me  a  Letter,  or  a  Hanch  pf  Venifon, 
Sent  me  from  fome  Friend  of  mine. 

Pin.  Do  I  look  like  a  Carrier  ? 
You  might  allow  me,  what  I  am,  a  Gentleman. 

JLiV.  Cry  'ye  Mercy,  Sir,  I  faw  ye  Ycfterday, 
You  are  new  come  out  of  Travel,  I  miftook  ye  j 
^  And  how  do  all  our  impudent  Friends  in  Italy  ? 

Pin.  Madam,  I  came  with  Duty,  and  fair  Courtcfy, 
Service, .  and  Honour  to  ye. 

Ul.  Ye  came  to  jeer  me  : 
Ye  fee,  I  am  merry.  Sir,  I  have  chang'd  my  Copy  : 
None  of  the  Sages  now,  and,  'pray  ye,  proclaim  it  y 
Fling  on  me  what  Afperfion  you  (hall  pleafe.  Sir, 
Of  Wantonnefs,  or  Wildncfs,  I  look  for  it ; 

And 
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And  tell  the  World,  I  j^m  an  Hypocrite, 

Mask  in  a  forced  and  borrow^  Shape,  I  expefk  it  1 

But  not  to  have  you  faieliev*d :  For  mark  ye.  Sir,* 

I  have  won  a  nobler  Eflimadon, 

A  ftrongcr  Tic  by  my  Difcretion 

Upon  Opinion  (hiawc'cr  you  think,  I  forced  it) 

Than  either  (26)  Tongue  or  Adt  of  yours  can  flubber^ 

And,  when  I  plcafe,  I  will  be  what  I  pleafe.  Sic, 

So  I  exceed  hot  Mean ;  and  none  (hall  brand  it 

Either  with  Scorn  or  Shame,  but  fiiall  be  flighted. 

Pin.  Lady,  I  coboc  to  love  ye. 

Ul.  Love  yourfelf.  Sir, 
And  when  I  want  Obfervcrs,  PU  fend  for  ye : 
Heigh,  ho ;  my  Fit*8  almoft  ofl^,  for  we  do  all  by  fits,  Sir^ 
If  ye  be  weary,  fit  till  I  come  again  to  ye.  [Exii4 

Pin.  Thi^b  a  Wench  of  a  dainty  Spirit;  but 
Hang  me  if  1  know  yet  (27)  either  what  to  think. 
Or  make  of  her;  flie  had  her  Will' of  me. 
And  baited  me  abundantly,  I  thank  her  ; 
And,  I  confefs,  (28)  I  never  was  fo  blurred. 
Nor  ever  fo  abused ;  I  muft  bear  mine  own  Sins  i 
Ye  talk  of  Travels^  here's  a  curious  Country. , 
Yet  I  will  find  her  out,  or  forfwe^  my  Faculty.     [Exit. 

(26)  --¥?-•  f§ngM£  mr  Art  of  jmrt^'-^l  The  Scnfc  is,  then  either 
wlut  yoa  cuifitf  or  elo  can  (ully.  fiut  haply  this  cannot  be  made  out 
of  the  Word*  as  they  (bnd,  and  therefore  I  would  read, 

■         ToMfue  or  Aft  tf  yours     ■  ■ 
So  Mr.  Tbiohedd  had  wrote  in  his  Margin.    J3  and  Art,  through  oar 
Authon  PlaySf  are. frequently  coofounded. 

(27)  ^^^^  either  nvhat  to  tbink^ 

Or  make  her;  jbe  had,  &c.]  The  Copies  of  i6j2  and  1679^' 
give  the  Text. 

(2S)  ■  /  jv/v#r  iviz/y^  blurred ,  < 

•  "Nor  everfo  abused  ;-^]  I  fancy  the  Reader  may  confider  this 

Paflage  a  long  while,  before  he  will  Bb  able  to  make  blurred  be^r  the 
Signification  requiAte  here.  The  Copy  of  1652  varies  a  Letter,  and 
exhibits  blurted^  which  ilill  does  not  tally  with  the  Senfe  of  the  Plaoe. 
Our  Author  points  out  to  u>  the  true  Legion,  when,  tho*  not  fpeak- 
inz  of  the  fame  Perfon,  yet  on  the  fame  Subject,  he  makes  BeJUur^yp. 
what  Piuac  (hould  do  here : 

VrnfianCd,  rm/corn'd^' Pm  A\uiti. 

SCENB 
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\  \  Enter  Rofalura,  and  Oriana. 

Rof.  Ne'er  vex  yourfelf,  nor  grieve ;  ye  are  a  Fod  then. 

Oria.  Tm  fure,  Tm  made  fo :  yet  before  I  fufFcr 
Thus  like  a  Girl,  and  give  him  leavt  to  triumph—-— 

Bj)f.  You  fay  right ;  for  as  long  as  he  perceives  ye 
Sink  under  his  proud  Scornings,  he'll  laugh  at  y* : 
For  me,  fccure  yourfelf  5  and  for  my  Sifter, 
I  partly  know  her  Mind  too ;  Howfoever 
To  obey  my  Father  we  have  made  a  tender 
Of  our  poor  Beauties  to  the  travelled  Monjieur^ 
Yet  two  Words  to  a  Bargain ;  he  flights  us 
As  skittifli  Things,  and  we  fhun  him  as  curious. 
May  be,  my  free  Behaviour  turns  his  Stomach, 
And  makes  him  feem  to  doubt  a  loofe  Opinion. 
I  muft  be  fo  fometimes;  though  all  the  World  faw  it. 

Oria.  Why  (hould  not  ye  ?    Are  our  Minds  only 
meafur*d  ? 
As  long  as  here  ye  ftand  fccure,* 

Rof.  Ye  fay  true. 
As  long  ai  mine  own  Confcience  makes  no  Queftion, 
What  care  I  for  Report ;  that  Woman's  miferablc. 
That's  good  or  bad  for  their  Tongues  lake :  Come  let's 

retire. 
And  get  my  Veil,  Wench :  By  my  Troth,  your  Sorrow, 
And  the  Conflderation  of  Mens  humorous  maddings, 
^       Have  put  me  into  a  ferious  Contemplation. 

Enter  Mirabell  and  Bellcur. 

Oria.  Confie,  'Faith,  let's  fit,  and  think. 

Rof.  That's  all  my  Bufmefs. 

Mir.  Why  ftand'ft  thou  peeping  here?  Thou  great  Slug, 
forward. 

Bel.  She  is  there ;  Peace. 

Afir.  Why  ftand'ft  thou  here  then. 
Sneaking,  and  peaking,  as  thou  would'ft  fteal  Linen? 
Haft  thou  not  JPiace  and  Time  ? 

Beh  I  had.  a  rare  Speech 

Studied, 
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Studied,  and  almoft  ready;  and  your  Violonce 
Has  beat  it  out  of  my  drains. 

Mir.  Hang  your  rare  Speeches^ 
Go  me  on  like  a  Man. 

Bel.  LiCt  me  fet  my  Beard  up. 
How  has  Pinac  performed  ? 

Mir.  He  has  wdn  already : 
He  (lands  not  thrumming  of  Caps  thus. 

Btl.  Lord,  what  fhould  I  all  ? 
What  a  cold  I  have  over  my  Stomach  ;  (29)  'woiild,  I  had 

fome  Hum. 
Certain  I  have  a  great  mind  to  be  at  her» 
A  mighty  mind. 

Mir.  On,  Fool. 

Bel.  Good  Words,  I  befeech  ye  5  { 

For  I  will^not  be  abufed  by  both. 

Mir.  Adieu,  then,  .  .. ;? 

I  will  not  trouble  you,  I  fee  you  are  valiant. 
And  work  your  own  way. 

Bel.  Hift,  hift,  I  will  be  rulM  \  . 
I  will,  i'faith,  I  will  go  prefently  : 
Will  ye  forfake  me  now,  and  leave  me  i'th*  Suds  ? 
You  know,  I  am  falfe- hearted  this  way;  I  befeech  ye. 
Good  fweet  Mirabell  I'll  cut  your  Throat  if  ye  leave  me. 
Indeed,  I  will  |  Sweet-heart ! 

Mir.  I  will  be  ready. 
Still  at  thine  Elbow ;  take  a  Man*s  Heart  to  thee. 
And  fpeak  thy  Mind ;  the  plainer  ftill  the  better. 
She  is  a  Woman  of  that  free  Behaviour, 
Indeed,  that  common  Courtefy,  fhe  cannot  deny  thee  % 
Go  bravely  on, 

(29)  ^'"^^'wottU,  1  bad  fome  Vi^m,^  Mr.  ^i^/^^^iV,  doubtful  of  this 
Term,  quiries  whether  Rum  ought  not  to  fupply  its  Place.  I  onco 
thought  Mum  was  the  more  likely  to  be  the  true  Reading,  but  am  con» 
viDCoi  (fo  precarious,  however  likely,  are  all  conjedurid  Emendations) 
that  ^h^  Text  is  right  upon  the  Credit  of  Ben  Jobnfia  in  his  Devil* t 

MM  J/i,  Vol.  4.  p.  256* 

Chimney 'Sweepers  and  Carmen^  are  got. 
To  their  Tobacco^  Strong-waters,  Uum^ 
Meatb,  and  Oharni, 

Vol.  V.  O  Mfl. 
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Bel  Madam-— keep  clofc  about  me, 
Sdll  at  my  back.    Madam;  fweet  Madam* 

Rof.  Ha! 

What  Noife  is  that,  what  faucy  found  to  trouble  mef 
Mr.  Whatfaidfhe? 
Bel.  I  am  faucy. 
Mir.  'Tis  the  better. 
Bel.  She  comes  \  muft  I  be  faucy  dill  ? 
Mir.  More  faucy. 

Rof.  Still  troubled  widi  thefe  Vanities  ?  Hfedv^h;  Wcfi  us ! 
What  are  we  born  to?  Would  ye  ipeak  with  any  of  mj 

People  ? 
Go  in,  Sir,  I  am  bufy. 

Bel.  This  is  not  (he,  fure : 
Is  this  two  Children  at  a  Birth  ?  TU  be  han^d  then : 
Mine  was  a  merry  Genclewomah,  talk'd  daindly, 
Talkt  of  thofe  Matters  that  befitted  Women ; 
This  is  a  Parcel-Prayer-book ;  Pm  fcrvM  fWeedy ; 
And  now  I  am  to  look  too ;  I  was  prefiat^d  for  th*  Other 
way. 
Rof.  Do  you  know  that  Man  ? 
Oria.  Sure,  I  have  feen  him.  Lady. 
Rof.  Methlnks,  'tis  pity  fuch  a  lufty  Felliw 
Should  wander  up  and  down,  and  want  Employment. 
Beh  She  takes  me  for  a  Rogue:  You  m4y  do  litrell. 
Madam, 
To  flay  this  Wanderer,  and  fet  him  at  work,  forfobth ; 
He  can  tlo  fomiething,  that  may  pleafe  your  Lidyfhijj, 
I  have  heard  of  Women  that  defire  gdbd  Breedings. 
Two  at  alBirth,  or  fb. 
Rof.  The  Fellow's  impudent. 
Oria.  Sure,  he  is  crazed. 

Rof.  I  have  heard  of  Men  too  that  have  had  goiod 
Manners  5 
Sure,  this  is  want  of  Grace  5  indeed,  •ris  great  Pity 
The  young  Man  has  been  bred  fo  ills  but  this  lewd  Ag^^ 
Is  full  of  fuch  Examples. 

Bel.  I  am  foundered. 
And  fbme  (hall  rue  the  fetting  of  me  on. 
Mir.  Ha  ?  So  Bookifb,  lldy,  is  it  poflible  ? 

'Turned 
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Turn'diHoly  at  the  Heart  too?  PU  be  ji^ngM  tfien. 
Why,  this  is  fqch  a  Feat,  fuoh,an  Aftivity, 
Such  faft  and  loofc — A  Veil  too  for  .yo»r  Koayeiy  ? 
ODio^Dio! 

Rof.  What  do  you  take  me  for.  Sir  ? 

Mir.  An  Hypocrite,  a  Wanton,  a  Diflcmblcr^  . 
However  ye  feem,  and  thus  y*are  to  be  handled. 
Mark  me,  BelUuri  and  this  you  love,  J  know  it. 

Rof  Standoff,  bold  Sir. 

Mir.  You  wear  good  Clgthes  to  this  end. 
Jewels ;  love  Fea(l«,  and  M^sks. 

Rof.  Ye  are  monftrous  faucy. 

Mir.  AH  this.toidrawion  Fools ?;and  thus,. thus,  Lady, 
Ye  are  to  be  lulled. 

Bel.  Let  her  alone,  Pll  Twinge  ye  eUe, 
I  will  'faith;  for  thoiigh I  cannot  skill  o'chis  matter 
Myfelf,  I  will  jiot  fee  another  do :  it  before  ok. 
And  do  it  worfe. 

Rof.  Away,  ye  are  a  vain  Thiag ; 
Tou  have  travell'd  far,  Sir,.to  return  again 
A  windy  and  poor  Bladder:  you  ulk  of  Women, 
That  are  not  worth  thei  Fav6ur  of  a  common  oie^ 
The  Grace  oF.her  grew  in:an;tfofpital : 
Againft  a  Thoufand  fuch  bio wn^  Fooleries^ 
I  am  able  to  maintain,  good  Womens  Honours, 
Their  Freedoms,  and  their  Fames,  and  I  will  do  it« 

Mir.  She  has  almoft  (truck  me  dumb  too, 

Rof.  And  declaim 
Againft  your  bafe  malicious  Tongues,  your  Noiies, 
For  they  are  nothing  elfe :  You  teach  Behaviours? 
Or  touch  us  for  our  Freedoms  ?  Teach  yourfelves  Manners, 
Truth  and  Sobriety,  and  live  fo  clearly 
/That  our  Lives  may  fhine  in  ye ;  and  then  task  us  1 
It  feems,  ye  ane  hot  -,  the  Suburbs  will  fnpply  ye. 
Good  Wpmen  fcorn  fuch  Gamefters,  fo  PJl  leave  ye ; 
I  am  forry  to  fee  this :  'Faith,  Sir,  live  fairly 4  [ExiU 

Mir.  This  Woman,  if  fhe  hold  on,  may  be  virtuous, 
'Tis  almoft  poffible :  We*ll  have  a  new  Day. 

Bel.  Ye  brought  me  on,  ye  forc*d  me  to  this  Foolery  § 
Pm  fham*d,  Tm  fcom*d,  I'm  flurtcd  j  yes,  1  am  fo : 

O  2  Though 


J 


'¥-■ 


212  756^  TVild-Goofe  Chafe. 

Though  I  cannot  talk  to  a  Woman  like  your  Worfhip, 
And  ufe  my  Phrafes,  and  my  learned  Figures, 
Yet  I  can  Bght  with  any  Man. 

Mir.  Fie. 

Bel.  I  can.  Sir, 
And  I  will  fight. 

Mir.  With  whom? 

BeL  With  you,  with  any  Man ; 
For  all  Men  now  will  laugh  at  me. 

Mir.  Pr*ythee,  be  moderate. 

BeL  And  TU  beat  all  Men*    Come. 

Mir.  I  love  thee  dearly. 

BeU  I  will  beat  all  that  love.  Love  has  undone  me; 
Never  tell  me,  I  will  not  be  a  Hiftbry. 

Mir.  Thou  art  not. 

BeL  *Sfoot,  I  will  not  \  give  me  room. 
And  let  me  fee  the  proudeft  of  ye  jeer  me. 
And  I'll  be^in  with  you  firft« 

Mir.  *Pnthee,  Belleur  \ 
If  I  do  not  fatisfy  thee  ■ 

Bel  Well,  look  ye  do : 
But  now  I  think  on't  better,  'tis  impoffible ; 
I  muft  beat  fome  Body,  I  am  maul'd  myfel^ 
And  I  ought  in  Juftice —- — 

Mir.  No,  no,  no,  ye  are  cozened  % 
But  walk,  and  let  me  talk  to  thee. 

BeL  Talk  wifely. 
And  fee  that  no  Man  laugh  upon  no  Occafion  \ 
For  I  ihall  think  then  'tis  at  me. 

Mir.  I  warrant  thee. 

BeL  Nor  no  more  Talk  of  this. 

Mir.  Doft  think,  I  am  maddiih  ? 

BeL  I  muft  needs  fight  yet ;  for,  I  find,  it  concerns  me  \ 
APoxon*t!  I  muft  fight. 
,  Mir.  r  faith,  thou  Ihalt  not.  [^Exeunt. 
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ACT     IIL       SCENE      I. 

Enter  Dc  Gard,  and  Lugier. 

De  Ga.  T  Know  ye  are  a  Scholar,  and  can  do  Wonders. 
X    Lug*  There's  no  great  Scholarfhip  belongs  tp 
this.  Sir; 
What  I  am,  I  am ;  I  pity  your  poor  Sifter, 
And  heartily  I  hate  thefe  Travellers, 
Thele  Gim-cracks,  made  of  Mops  and  Motions  : 
There's  nothing  in  their  Houfes  here  but  Hummings : 
A  Bee  has  more  Brains.     (30)  I  grieve  and  vex  too 
The  infolent  licentious  Carriage 
Of  this  out*faciixg  FelloW|  Mirabellj 
And  I  am  mad  to  fee  him  prick  his  Plumes  up. 

De  Ga.  His  Wrongs  you  partly  know.       ^ 

Lug.  Do  not  you  ftir.  Sir, 
Since  he  has  begun  with  Wit,  let  Wit  jevenge  it ; 
Keep  your  Sword  clofc,  we'll  cut  his  Throat  a  new  way. 
I  am  aiham'd,  the  Gendewoman  fhould  fufTer 
Such  bale  lewd  Wrongs. 

De  Ga.  I  will  be  rul'd,  he  (hall  live. 
And  left  to  your  Revenge. 

Liff.  I,  I,rilfithim: 
He  makes  a  common  Scorn  of  handfom  Women  \ 
Modefty  and  good  Manners  are  his  May-games : 
He  takes  up  Maidenheads' with  a  new  Commiflion ; 
The  Church  Warrant's  out  of  Date :  follow  my  Couafcl, 
For  I  am  zealous  in  the  Caufe, 

(30)  '     ■       Igritvt  and  vex  too  • 

The  in/oUni  licentiout  Carriage)  Fix  bcrc  it  «  neutral  Vtih^ 
and  is  ufed  fo  a  little  lower : 

Mir.  ^—  now  vex.  Ladies^ 

Envy 9  and  vex*  and  rail. 
The  Text  here  I  have  not  alt^r'4  either  as  to  Pointing  or  Reading,  tho* 
I  once  thought  the  whole  (hould  thus  have  run» 
•  /  grieve  and  vex  too. 

The  infolent  licentions  Carriage 
Of  this  outrfacing  FelUw^  Mirabell, 
rm  mad  to  fee;  to  fee  him  prick  bis  fbmu  nf* 

O  3  Di  Ga. 
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Be  Ga.  I  will,  Sir, 
And  ^ill  be  ftitl  dirtftcd;  for  the  Truth  is, 
My  Sword  will  make  my  Sifter  fcem  more  monftroos : 
Befides,  there  is  no  Honour  won  on  Reprobates. 

Lug.  You  are  i'th'  right:  The  Slight  he  has  Ihew'd  my 
Pupils, 
Sets  me  a-fire  too:  Go,  Pll  prepare  your  Sifter^^ 
And,  as  I  told  ye,« • 

De  Ga.  Yes,  all  (hall  be  fit,  Sir. 

Lug.  And  fericJufly,  and  handfomly. 

De  Ga.  1  warrant  ye, 

Lt^.  A  little  Counfel  more, 

De  Ga.  'Tis  well. 

Lug.  Moft  ftatcly :  ' 

See  that  obferv*d  •,  and  then. 

De  Ga.  I  have  ye  every  way. 

Lug.  Away  then,  and  be  ready* 

De  Ga.  With  all  Speed,  Sir.  [ExiS. 

Winter  Lillia,  Rolalure,  and  Qriana. 

Lug.  We'll  learn  to  Travel  too,  may  be,  beyond  him. 
Good  Day,  fair  Beauties. 

Lil.  You  have  beautified  us. 
We  thank  ye.  Sir,  ye  have  fet  us  off  moft  gallantly 
With  your  grave  Precepts. 

Rof.  We  expefted  Husbands 
Out  of  your  Documents,  and  taught  Behaviours, 
Excelleht  Husbands ;  thought,  Men  woukl  run  ftark  tnad 

on  us, 
Men  of  all  Ages,  and  all  States :  We  expefted 
An  Inundation  of  Defires  and  O0ers, 
A  Xorrent  of  trim  Suitors }  alt  we  did. 
Or  faid,  or  purpos*d,  to  be  Spells  about  us^ 
Spells  to  provoke  - 

Lii  Ye  have  provok*d  us  finely ; 
We  followed  your  Dircftions,  we  did  rarely. 
We  were  Stately,  Coy,  Demure,  Carelefs,  Light,  Giddy, 
And  play'd  at  all  Points :  This,  you  fwore,fWould  carry. 

Jiof.  We  made  Love,  and  contemned  Love.    Now 
fccm'd  holy,  / 

Wit|i 


He  mfdrGoofii  Ghafh         ^1$ 

With  iiiJfi  a  rcycrcw^  pvt-^  Blc$?rvatioii 

*Which  coufd  not  miis^  according  to  your  Principles ; 

Now  g%Fe^  ^ipce  Hope  aga^i.  ^tow  cjof^,  now  publick» 

Still  ui£an4  ^PWOt  V,e  beat  it  like  a  Billow  > 

Ac4i  ey^  thoie  Bd^vip^r;;  voy  c^d  to  us. 

Subtil,  and  new.     But  all  this  wUl  not  help  usu 

Lil.  They  help  to  hinder  119  of  all  Acquaintance 
They  have  trig^itcd  off  all  F^iwi? :  What  ana  I  better 
For  all  nay  Learning,  if  I  Iqvq  a  Qipi^e, 
A  handfom  Dunce  ?  To  what  qje  feryes  rpy  Reading  ?. 
You  (hould  have  taught  me  wl;|at  belong!  tO  H0rib» 
Pogs,  Djcq,  ^awks,  Banqwts,  Ma^k?,  free  and  fair 

^  Meetings, 
To  have  fiudi^  Gown^  and  DieiSogs* 

Lug.  Ye  are  not  mad,  fur^. 

Rop  We  Ihall  be,  if  we  follow  your  Encourageixicnts  1 
I'll  take  mine  own  way  now. 

IM.  And  I  my  Fortune : 
We  may  live  Maids  elfc  till  t))e  ^fpo^  drop  M^l-ftones  % 
I  lee,  your  mpdeft  Wocp^p  ar;  takpn  for  Monftcr$^ 
A  Dk>wry  of  good  Breeding  is  worth  nothing. 

Lug.  Svact  ye  take  it  fp  to  th'  Heart,  pray  ye  give  mc 
leave  yet. 
And  ye  (hall  f^  how  1%  convert  thi3  Htf etick  % 
Mark  how  this  MrabeU 

IM.  Name  him  no  ipqre : 
For  though  I  long  for  a  Hust^d,  I  hate  him. 
And  would  be  married  fooner  to  a  Monkey, 
Or  to  a  Jack  of  Straw,  than  fuch  a  JUggler. 

Rof.  I  am  of  that  mind  top ;  (le  19  too  nimble^ 
And  plays  at  faft  and  lopfe  tpp  Iparnedly 
For  a  plain-R\eaning  Wpmap  5  that's  the  Twnh  on^t. 
^xxt^%  9np  tpQt  tll^t  ye  lovp  wrII,  would  be  angry, 

[^oinHng  u  Oriana. 
And  reafon  why :  No,  no,  we  will  not  trouble  ye, 
l^or  him  at  this  tiny:  ffiay.hP  make  you  happy! 
We'll  turn  ourfclves  jok)fe  now,  to  our  fair  Fortunes, 
And  the  down-right  way. 

Ul.  T^jB  wipn^'ig  way  we'll  follow. 
We'll  bait,  that  Mpp  ipay  b{te  fair,  and  not  be  frighted ; 

O4  Yet 


^ 
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Yet  we'll  not.bc  carried  fo  cheap  neither,  we'll  have  fomc 

iSport* 
Some  Mad-morris  or  other  for  our  Money,  Tutor. 

Jjug.  *Tis  like  enough ;  profper  your  own  Devices ; 
Ye  are  old  enough  to  chufe :  But  for  this  Genflewoman, 
So  pleafe  her  give  me  leave, 

Oria.  I  (hall  be  glad.  Sir, 
To  find  a  Friend,  whofe  Pity  may  direfl:  me. 

Lug.  ril  do  my  foeft,  and  faithfully  deal  for  ye ; 
But  then  ye  muft  be  ruled. 

Oria.  In  all,  I  vow  to  ye. 

BjoJ.  Hoy  do :  He  has  a  lucky  Hand  fometimest  PU 
afTure  ye : 
And  hunts  the  Recovery  of  a  loft  Lover  deadly. 

Lug.  You  muft  away  ftraight. 

Oria.  Yes. 

Lug.  And  PU  inftruft  ye :       v 
Here  ye  can  know  no  more. 

Oria.  By  your  leave,  fweet  Ladies ; 
And  all  our  Fortunes  arrive  at  our  own  Wilhes ! 

LaI.  Amen,  Amen. 

Lug,  I  muft  borrow  your  Man* 

Lil.  'Pray  take  him  ; 
He  is  within :  To  do  her  good,  take  any  thing. 
Take  us  and  all. 

Lug.  No  doubt,  ye  may  find  Takers ; 
And  fo  we*ll  leave  ye  to  your  own  Difpofes. 

^  {Exeunt  Lug.  and  Oria«  ^ 

IaU  Now  which  way.  Wench. 

Rof.  We'll  go  a  brave  way,  fear  not ; 
A  fafe  and  fure  way  too  \  and  yet  a  by-way. 
I  muft  confefs,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  be  married. 

Lil.  So  have  I  too  a  grudging  of  Good- will  that  way ; 
And  would  as  fain  be  difpatch'd.    But  this  Monfieur 
^ickfiher^^ 

Rof.  No,  no ;  we'll  bar  him,  by^  and  Main :  Let  him 
trample; 
There  is  no  Safety  in  his  Surqucdrie: 
An  Army-Royal  of  Women  are  too  few  for  him, 
He.keeps  a  Journal  of  bis  Gentlen^fs, 

And 
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And  will  go  near  to  print  his  fair  Difpatches, 
And  call  it  his  Triumph  over  Time  and  Women : 
Let  him  pafs  out  of  Memory :  What  think  yc 
Of  his  two  Companions  ? 

Ul.  PinaCj  methinks,  is  reafonablej 
A  little  Modcfty  he  has  brought  home  with  him. 
And  might  be  taught  in  time  fome  handfom  Duty^ 

Rof.  Tliey  fay,  he  is  a  Wencher  too. ' 

UL  1  like  iiim  better : 
A  free  light  Touch  or  two  becomes  a  Gentleman, 
And  fets  him  feemly  off:  So  he  exceed  not. 
But  keep  his  Compafs  clear,  he  may  be  lookM  at  \ 
I  would  not  marry  a  Man  that  muft  be  taught. 
And  conjur'd  up  with  Kifles ;  the  beft  Game 
Is  play*d  ftill  by  the  bed  Gamefters. 

Roj.  Fie  upon  thee  ! 
What  talk  haft  thou  ?  . 

LiU  Are  not  we  alone,  and  merry  ?  • 
Why  Ihould  we  be  a(ham'd  to  fpeak  what  we  think  ?  Tf.y 

Gentleman, 
The  tall  fat  Fellow ;  he  that  came  to  fee  thee— — 

Rof.  Is't  not  a  goodly  Man  ? 

LiL  A  wondrous  goodly ! 
H*as  Weight  enough,  I  warrant  thee :  Mercy  upon  me ; 
What  a  Serpent  Wilt  thou  feem  under  fuch  ^  St.  George. 

Rof.  Thou  art  a  Fool ;  give  me  a  Man  brings  Mettle, 
Brings  Subftance  with  him ;  needs  no  Broths  to  Lare  him : 
Thefe  little  Fellows  fhew  like  Fleas  in  Boxes, 
Hop  up  and  down,  and  keep  a  ftir  to  vex  us; 
Give  me  the  puifTant  Pike,  take  you  the  fmall  Shot. 

Ldl  Of  a  great  Thing  I  have  not  fcen  a  duller. 
Therefore,  methinks,  fweet  Sifter—— 

Rof  Peace,  he's  modrfft : 
Has  Baflifulnefs,  which  is  a  Point  of  Grace,  Wench : 
But  when  thefe  Fellows  come  to  Moulding,  Sifter, 
To  Heat,  and  Handling— As  I  live,  I  like  him  j 

Enter  MirabelU 

And,  methinks,  I  could  form  him, 
m.  Peace :  the  Fire-drake. 
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Afir.  'Blefs  ye,  fwcct  Beauties,  fweet  incomparable  l^diqs^ 
Sweet  Wits,  fweet  Humours :  *BIcfs  you,  learned  I^aclyt 
And  you,  moft  holy  Nurij  •Blcfs  your  l)eyQdons« 

IaI.  And  ^btels  your  Brain^^  Sir,  your  mQ(l  pre^;tiant 
Brains,  Sir ; 
They  are  in  Travel,  may  they  bq  deliycrc?! 
Of  a  moft  hopeful  Wild-goofe! 

Rof.  Blefs  your  Manhood : 
They  fay,  yc  are  a  Gentleman  of  Aftjon, 
A  fair-accompliih^'d  Man,  and  a  rare  Engineer ; 
You  have  a  Trick  to  blpw  up  Maidenheads^ 
A  fubtle  Trick,  they  fay  abroad* 

Mir.  I  have.  Lady. 

Rof.  And  often  glory  ip  their  Ruips. 

Mir.  Yes  forfooth ; 
I  have  a  fpeedy  Trick,  pleafe  you  to  try  it : 
My  Engine  will  difpatch  ye  inftant)y« 

Rof.  I  would  I  were  a  Woman,  Sifi  fit  for  yc. 
As  there  be  fuch,  no  doubt,  may  Engine  you  tqq  y 
May  with  a  Counter-mine  blow  up  your  Valour: 
But  in  good  faith,  Sir,  we  are  both  too  honefi : 
And,  the  plague  is,  we  cannot  be  perfuaded : 
For,  look  yc,  if  we  though^  if  were  a  Glory 
To  be  the  laft  of  all  your  lovely  Ladies,-r       [Market ; 

Mir.  Come,  come;  leave  prating ;  Thisha^fpoirdyour 
This  Pride,  and  puft-up  Heart,  w^l  np^kp  yq  f^.  Laities, 
Faft,  when  ye  are  hungry  too. 

Rof.  The  more  our  Pain,  Sir, 

Lil  The  more  our  Health,  I  hope  ^09, 

Mir.  Your  Behaviours 
Have  made  Men  fiand  aniaz*d ;  thpfe  Men,  that  Ipy*d  ye  1 
Men  of  fair  States  and  Part$ ;  your  (31)  ftrange  Convq-fip^ 
Into  I  know  not  what,  nor  how,  npr  wherefore  \ 
Your  Scorn?  of  thofe  th^t  came  ^o  vJGt  yc  \ 
Your  ftudicd  Whim-whams^  and  yPM^  fipc  fct  Facp?: 

(3 1 )  m\w  ji  ftraugt  Conventions 

/iv/0  lkn9w  not  nvifat.  Sec.}  Mr.  Tf^ioiaU  too  here  has  affixM 
his  ^iry  in  the  Margin.  I  make  no  doabt  bat  oar  Aathors  havo 
Offered  only  at  the  Prefs,  a9d  t}i^t  tj^e  or^ina)  ^q^g  W^, 

What 
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What  have  thefe  got  ye?  proud,  and  harih  Opinions  : 
A  traveled  Monfteur  was  the  ftrangeft  Creature, 
The  wildeft  Monfter  to  be  wonder'd  at : 
His  Perfon  made  a  jpublick  Scoff,  his  Knowledge 
(As  if  he  had  been  bred  'mongft  Bears  or  Bandogs)   ' 
Shunn'd  and  avoided :  His  Converfation  fnuft  at. 
What  Harveit  brings  all  this  ? 

Rof.  I  pray  ye,  proceed.  Sir. 

Mir.  Now  ye  0iall  fee  in  what  Efteem  a  Traveller^ 
An  underftanding  Gentleman,  and  a  Monlicur 
Is  to  be  held,  and  to  your  Griefs  confeis  rt9 
Both  to  your  Griefs,  and  Galls. 

IM.  In  what,  I  pray  ye.  Sir  ? 
We  would  be  glad  to  underftand  your  Excellence. 

Mir.  Go  oh,  fweet  Ladies,  it  becomes  ye  rarely. 
For  me,  I  have  bleft  me  from  ye,  icofF  on  ferioufly. 
And  note  the  Man  ye  mock*d :  you.  Lady  Learnings 
Note  the  poor  Traveller,  that  came  to  vffit  ye. 
That  flat  unfurni(h*d  Fellow :  Note  him  throughly. 
You  may  chanee  to  ice  hkn  anon. 

Lil.  'Tis  very  likely. 

Mir.  And  fee  him  Courted  bjr  a  Travelled  Lady, 
Held  dear,  alid  bonour^i,  by  a  wrtucAM  Virgio, 
May  be,  a  Beauty  not  far  ihort  of  yours  neither  i 
It  may  be  clearer. 

Lil.  Not  unlikely.    Mir.  Younger : 
As  killing  Eyes  as  yours,  a  Wic  as  Poinant ; 
May  be,  a  State  too  that  may  top  your  Fortune  ( 
Enquire  how  fhe  thinks  of  him,  how  ihe  holds  him  • 
His  good  Parts ;  in  what  precious  Price  already  ( 
Being  a  Stranger  to  him,  how  (he  courts  him  \ 
A  Stranger  to  his  Nation  too,  how  (he  dotes  on  him  \ 
Enquu-e  of  this;  befick  to  know:  Curfe,  Lady, 
And  keep  your  Chamber :  Cry,  and  Curfe :  A  fweet  one, 
A  thoufand  in  yearly  Land,  well  bred,  welj  friended^ 
Traveled,  and  highly  followed  for  her  Falhions. 

Ul.  'Blefs  his  good  Fortune,  Sir. 

Mir.  This  fcurvy  Fellow, 
I  think,  they  call  his  Name  Pinae ;  this  Serving*man, 
That  brought  ye  V  enifon,  as  I  ukc  itj  Madam  % 

Note 


220         "The  mid'Goofe  Chafe. 

Note  but  this  Scab ;  'tis  ftrange,  that  this  courfc  Creature* 
That  has  no  more  fet  off,  but  his  Jugglings, 
His  travcll'd  Tricks. 

Lil.  Good  Sir,  I  grieve  not  at  him, 
Nor  envy  not  his  Fortune :  Yet  I  wonder  5 
He's  handfom,  yetl  fee  no  fuch  Perfeftion. 

Mir^  'Would  i  had  his  Fortune,  for  'tis  a  Woman 
Of  that  fweet-temper*d  Nature,  and  that  Judgment, 
Befides  her  State,  that  Care,  clear  Underftanding, 
And  fuch  a  Wife  to  blefs  him. 

Rof.  Pray  ye,  whence  is  (he  ? 

Mir.  Of  England^  and  a  moft  accomplifii*d  Lady, 
So  modeft  that  Mens  Eyes  are  frighted  at  her. 
And  fuch  a  noble  Carriage,— How  now.  Sirrah  ? 

Enter  a  Boy.^ 

Boy.  Sir,  the  great  Englijh  Lady,— -^ 

Mir.  What  of  her,  Sir  ? 

Boy.  Has  newly  left  her  Coach,  and's  coming  this  way. 
Where  you  may  fee  her  plain :  Monfieur Pi/rjr, 
The  only  Man  that  leads  her. 

Enter  Pinac,  Mariana,  and  Jttendanis.' 

Mir.  He  is  much  honoured ; 
'Would,  I  had  fuch  a  Favour!  Now  vex,  Ladies, 
Envy,  and  vex,  and  rail. 

Rof.  Ye  are  (hort  of  us,  Sir. 

Mir.  *Blefs  your  fair  Fortune,  Sir; 

Pin.  I  nobly  thank  ye. 

Mtr.  Is  (he  married.  Friend  ? 

Pin.  No,  no. 

Mir.  A  goodly  Lady ; 
A  fweet  and  delicate  Afpeft :  Mark,  mark,  and  wonder! 
Haft  thou  any  Hope  ot  her  ? 

Pin.  A  little. 

Mir.  Follow  clofe  then : 
Lofe  not  that  Hope. 

Pin.  To  you,  Sir.  [Mariana  courifies  to  him. 

Mir.  Gentle  Lady. 

Rof.  She  is  fair,  indeed. 


LU. 
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lil.  I  have  feen  a  &irer,  yet 
She  is  well. 

R»f.  Her  Clothes  fit  handfom  too. 

Xi/.  She  drefles  prettily. 

Rof.  And  by  my  Faith  (he  is  rich,  (he  looks  ftill  fwcctcr. 
A  well-bred  Woman,  I  warrant  hen 

Lil.  Do  you  hear,  Sir, 
May  I  crave  this  Gentlewoman's  Name  ? 

Pin.  Mariana^  Lady. 

Ul.  I  will  not  fay,  I  owe  ye  a  quarrel,  MonGeur, 
For  making  me  your  Stale :  A  noble  Gentleman 
Would  have  had  more  Courtefy,  at  leaft,  more  Faith, 
Than  to  turn  off  his  Miftrefs  at  firft  Trial : 
You  know  not  what  Refpeft  I  might  have  fhew'd  ye ; 
I  find,  ye  have  Worth. 

Pin.  I  cannot  day  to  anfwer  ye ; 
Ye  fee  my  Charge : .  I  am  beholding  to  ye 
For  all  your  merry  Tricks  ye  put  upon  me,        .  ^ 
Your  Bobs,  and  bafe  Accounts :  I  came  to  love  ye. 
To  wooe  ye,  and  to  ferve  ye ;  I  am  much  indebted  to  ye. 
For  dancing  me  off  my  Legs ;  and  then  for  walking  me  i 
For  telling  me  ftrange  Tales  I  never  heard  of, 
More  to  abufe  me ;  for^miftaking  me. 
When  ye  both  knew  T  was  a  Gentleman, 
And  one  deferv'd  as  rich  a  Match  as  you  are. 

Xi/.  Be  not  fb  bitter.  Sir. 

Pin.  You  fee  this  Lady : 
She  is  young  enough,  and  fair  enough  to  pleafe  me, 
A  Woman  of  a  loving  Mind,  a  quiet. 
And  one,  that  weighs  the  Worth  of  him  that  loves  her  % 
I  am  content  with  this,  and  blefs  my  Fortune ; 
Your  curious  Wits,  and  Beauties,-—-— 

Zi/.  Faith,  fee  me  once  more. 

Pin.  1  dare  not  trouble  ye. 

Lil.  May  I  fpeak  to  your  Lady  ? 

Pin.  I  pray  ye,  content  yourfclf:  I  know,  ye  are  bitter. 
And,  in  your  Bitternefs,  ye  may  abufe  her ; 
Which  if  (he  comes  to  know,  (for  (he  underftands  yq  not) 
It  may  breed  fuch  a  Quarrel  to  your  Kindred, 
And  fuch  an  Indifcretioa  fling  on  you  too  \, 

Fof 
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For  flic  is  nobly  Friended!.    LiL  I  could  eat  her. 

Pin.  Reft  as  ye  arc,  a  modeft  noble  Gentlewoman, 
And  afford  your  tioneft  NeighboursTomeof  your  Prayers. 

[E9cU  Mariana,  md  Attendants. 

Mir.  What  think  you  nowf 

LiL  Faith,  flic's  a  pretty  Whiting; 
She  has  got  a  pretty  Catch  too. 

Mir.  You  are  angry, 
Monftrous  angry  now,  grievoufly  angry ; 
And  the  pretty  Heart  docs  fwell  now. 

Ul.  No,  in  troth.  Sir. 

Mtr.  And  (32)  it  will  cry  anon,;a  pox  upon  k  I 
And  it  will  curfe  itfelf,  and  eat  no  Meat,  Lady ; 
And  it  will  fight. 

Lil  Indeed,  you  are  miftaken ; 
Ic  will  be  very  merry. 

Rof.  Why,  Sir,  do  you  think 
There  are  no  more  Men  living,  nor  no/ handfbmer. 
Than  he,  or  you*?!  By  this  Light,  there  be  ten  Thoufand, 
TenThoufand  Thoufand :  Comfort  youddf,  dear Monfieur^ 
Faces,  and  Bodies,  Wits,  ^nd  all  Abitiments 
There  arc  to  many  we  r^ard  'em  not. 

Enter  Belleur,  4ind  twa  Gentlemen. 

Mr.  That  fuch  a  noble  Lady  I  could  burft  now^ 
So  far  above  fuch  Trifles, — r- 
Bel.  You  did  laugh  at  me, 

• 

(3  2)  "~  *'  '^'^^  ^^  andn^  a  fox  Mf$M  it ! 

And  it  viHll  .curfe  it/elf^  and  eat  ura  Uiat^^l  This  Place  a*  it . 
fiands,  I  am  fiur  from  thinking  genuine;  becaafe,  upon  a  nearer  View^ 
we  (hall  find  Mirabelt^  flamming  AfTertions,  and  I iV/iVs  cool  Anfwers, 
bx  no  means  agreeing.  He  iays»  She  wUt  cry^  fox  ufok  it,  wU  aafi 
^nd  tat  no  Mtat ;  to  which  ihe  relies  in  theferKefpeday  He  it  greatfy 
miftaken t  To  far  all  is  eafy.  But  when  ke  adds;  And  it  'will  Fight. 
To  which  ihe  anfwerSy  h  ntiill  he  'very  merry ^  we  fee  then  the  Alfer- 
don  and  the  Anfwer  are  t^tocalo  inconftftenc.  My  Conjedore^  which 
At  tcrj  near  the  Trace^f  the  Letters,  will  fet  all  right : 

— —  it  will  4nr/e  it  ft  If ^  and  eat  no^  Medt, 

And  itmjill  iigh. 
Lil.  Indeed  yon  are  miftaken^ 

It  'will  be  fvtty  merry. 
Here  the  Sentence  is  iisc  ^ad  by  reftomg  of  the  Antithefii. 

And 
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And  J  know,  ^bj^  ^c  laughed. 

^"^ent.  I  pray  yc,  be  Stisfied ; 
If  we'did  laugh,  yi^c  had  ibiiie  prlvitt  tLtifon^ 
And  not  at  you. 

2  Gent.  Alas,  we  know  you  not.  Sir. 

Bel.  rll-niakeyou  know' me-,  fet  yoUr'^ACes  foberly; 
Stand  this  way,  and  look  fad ;  Til  be  no  May-gatne  ; 
Sadder,  demurer  yet. 

Rof.  What's themattcr ?  . 

What  ails  this  Gentleman  P 

Bel.  Gooffnowbacki(^ard,^that!  may^behold^e.; 
And  hot  a  Simper  on  your  Lives. 

JLil.  He's  mad,  fure. 

Jrf.  Do  y6u  obfer^c  me  too'? 

Mir.  I  may  look  on  ye. 

Bel.  Why  do  you  grin?  I  kndW'^biSrMirid. 

Mir.  You  do  not. 
You  are  ftrangely  humorous:   Is  there  ik>  Mirth,  nor 

Pleafure,       _ 
But  you  muft  be  the  Objcfl? 

Bel.  Mark,  and  bbfcrVc  We'; 
Wherc-ever  I  am  nam'd. 
The  very  Word  fliall  raife  a  general  -Sadncfi^ 
For  the  Difgrace  this  fcurVy  Woman  did  mo; 
This  proud  pert  Thing ;  talce  heed,  ye  laugh  not  at  me  y 
Provoke  me  not,  take  heed. 

Rof.  I  would  fein  pleafe  ye ; 
Do  any  thing  to  keep  ye  quiet. 

Bel.  Hear  me. 
Till  I  receive  a  SatiisTa£tion 
£qual  to  the  Diigrace,  and  Scorn,  ye  gaVe  me, 
Yc  are  a  wretched  Woman }  till  thou'  woo'ft  me. 
And  I  fcorn  thee  as  much,  as  ferioufly 
Jeer,  and  abuTe  thee  i  ask,  what  Gill  thou  art  i 
Or  any  baler  'Niailbe ;  I  will  proclaim  thee, 
I  will  {o  fing  thy  Virtue,  To  be-pafnt  thee. 

Rof.  Nay,  good  Sir,  be  more  modeft. 

Bel.  Do  you  laugh  again  ? 
Becaufe  ye  are  a  Woman,  ye  are  lawlefi. 
And  out  of  Compafs  of  an  honeft  Anger. 

Rof. 
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Kof.  Good  Sir,  have  a  better  Belief  of  me. 

IM.  Away,  dear  Sifter.  [firtf.' 

Mr.  Is  not  thia^  better  now,  this  feembg  Madnefs, 
Than  falling  out  with  your  Friends  ? 

Bel  Have  I  not  frighted  her  ? 

Mir.  Into  her  right  Wits,  I  warrant  thee :  Follow  this 
Humour, 
And  thou  (halt  fee  how  profperoufly  'twill  guide  thee. 

Btl.  I  am  glad  I  have  found  a  way  to  woo  yet,  I  was 
afraid  once 
(33)  I  never  (hould  have  made  a  civil  Suiten 
Well,  ril  about  it  ftill.  \ExU. 

Mir.  Do,  do,  and  prolper. 
What  Sport  do  I  make  with  thefc  Fopls  ?  What  Pleafure 
Feeds  me, 
And  fats  my  Sides  at  their  poor  Innocence  ? 

Enter  Lugier. 

Wooing  and  Wiving,  hang  it  \  give  me  Mirth, 
Witty  and  dainty  Mirth :  I  fhall  grow  in  Love,  fure. 
With  mine  own  happy  Head.  Wha*s  this  ?  To  me.  Sir  ? 
What  Youth  is  this  ? 

Lug.  Yes,  Sir,  I  would  fpeak  with  you. 
If  your  Name  be  Monfieur  MirabdU 

Mir.  Ye  have  hit  it ; 
Your  Bufinefs,  I  befeech  ye .? 

Lug.  This  it  is.  Sir, 
There  is  a  Gentlewoman  hath  long  time  afFefiied  ye. 
And  lov'd  ye  dearly. 

Mir.  Turn  over,  and  ei>d  that  Story, 
•Tis  long  enough :  I  have  no  Faith  in  Women,  Sir. 

Lug.  It  (eems  fo.  Sir:  I  do  not  come  to  woo  for  her. 
Or  fing  her  Praifes,  though  (he  well  defervc  'em, 
I  come  to  tell  ye,  ye  have  been  cruel  to  her. 
Unkind  and  cruel,  falfe  of  Faith,  and  carelefs. 
Taking  more  Pleafure  in  abufing  her, 
Wrefting  her  Honour  to  ygur  wild  Difpofes, 

(33)  /  nemirjbouli  bavi  madi  a  civil  SKitir,1  Will  BOC  die  whole 
Context  indace  us  10  read, 

■        I    ■  an  uncivil  Suiter^ 

Than 
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Than  noble  in  requiting  ber  Affedtion: 
Which,  as  ye  are  a  Man^  I  mj&>  defure  79 
f  A  Gentleoun  of-  Rank}  not  to  perfiii  in. 
No  more  to  load  her  fair  Nafpe  with  your  Injuries^ 

Mir.  Why,  I  befeech  ye,  Siri}  . 

Lug.  Good  Sir,  Til  tell  jje. 
And  ril  be  (hort :  I'll  tell  ye,  %siufe  I  love  ye  % 
Becaufe  I'd  have  you  JSiun  the  Shame  may  foUow : 
There  is  a'  noble  Man,  new  ooiq^  to  Town,  Sir» 
A  noble  and  a  great  Man  that  affed^  her^ 
A  Countryman  of  minr^  a  brave  Sa'^(^ 
•Nephew  to  th*  Duke»  and  fp  much  boiiours  ber^ 
That  'twill  be  d^U)gerou9  to  pqrfue  your  old  way^ 
To  touch  at  any  thing  concerns  her  Hoqour, 
Believe,  mod  dingerous :  Her  Nat^c  is  Qriana% 
And  this  great  Man  will  iparry  her:  Take  b«ed,  SiT}. 
For  howfoe*er  her  Brother,  a  ^aid  Qentlenwi,  * 

Lets  things  pafs  upon  better  hope;,  this  Iuord»  Sir, 
Is  of  that  fiery,  and  that  poin^nt  Mot^l, 

(Efpecially  provok'd  on  by  Afftftiqn)  

That  'twill  be  hard :  But  you  ar^  w^q.  : , 

Mir.  A  Lord,  Sir  ? 

Lug.  Yes,  and  a  noble  Lord* 

iV4^.  •Send  her  gepd  Portuncl—r—  ;    ' 

This  will  not  ftir  her  Lord  \  a  Baroiie&» 
Say  ye  fo,  fay  ye  fo?  by'r  Lady,  a  brave  Tide  1 
Top,  and  cop-gallant  now  1  '^i^e  lier  gffist  Lady{bipl 
I  was  a  poor  Servant  of  hers,  I  limft  confeft,  Sir^ 
And  irr  thofe  Days  I  thought  I  might  be  jovy. 
And  make  a  little  bpld  to  call  intoiier ;    • 
But  Bafia  I  now,  1  know  my  Rules  and  Diftance  \ 
Yet,  if  (he  want  an  Uiher,  fuch  as  Implomenty 
One  that  is  throughly  pac*d,  a  €lean*made  Gentkmany 
(34)  Can  hold  a  having  up»  with  Approbation 
Plant  his  Hat  formally,  and  wait  with  Patience, 
I  do  befeech  you,  Sir. 

(u)  Can  bold  a  hangUig  «^— -}  Thit  EiprefSoa  w^  flicet  gpin 
with  in  the  qezt  Play  toward  the  End  of  the  firtt  hOt, 

7bou  fOQT  baft  hangiog  H^dir. 

Yot.  V.  P  Ug, 
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Lug.  Sir,  leave  your  Scoffing, 
And  as  ye  are  a  Gentleman,  deal  fairly: 
I  have  given  ye  a  Friend's  Counfel,  fo  I'll  leave  ye^ 

MiTi  But  bark  ye,  hark  ye.  Sir ;  is*t  poffible 
I  may  believe  what  you  fiiy  ? 

Lug.  You  may  choofe.  Sir. 

Mr.  NoBaits?  NoFifh-hooks,  Sir?  No  Gins?  No 
Noofes  ? 
No  Pitfals  to  catch  Puppies  ? 

Lug.  I  tell  ye  certain ; 
You  may  believe;  if  not,  ftand  to  the  Danger.       [Exit^ 

Mr.  A  Lord  of  Savoy ^  fays  he?  The  Dukc*s  Nephew  i  * 
A  Man  fo  mighty?  By'r  Lady  a  fair  Marriage; 
By  my  Faith,  a  handfome  Fortune:  I  muft  leave  pratingSr 
For  to  confcfs  the  Trurh,  I  have  abufed  her. 
For  which  I  fhould  be  forry,  but  that  will  feem  fcuryy  % 
I  muft  confefs,  (he  was,  ever  fince  I  knew  her. 
As  modeft  as  ihe  was  fair ;  I  am  fure  fhe  lov'd  me«  ]  - 
Her  Means  good,  and  her  Breeding  excellent ; 
And  for  my  fake  fhe  has  refus'^d  fair  Matches : 
I  may  play  the  Fool  finely.    Stay,  who  arc  thefe  ? 

Enter  De  Gard,  Oriana,  and  Attendants. 

0 

'Tis  fhe,  I  am  furer  and  that  the  Lord  it  fhould  feem^. 
He  carries  a  fair  Port,  is  a  handfome  Man  too : 
I  do  begm  to  feel  I  am  a  Coxcomb. 

Oria.  Good  my  Lord,  cbufe  a  nobler ;  for  I  know 
I  am  fo  far  below  your  Rank  and  Honour, 
That  what  ye  can  fay  this  way,  I  muft  credit 
But  fpoken  to  bcpet  yourfelf  iport :  Alas,  Sir, 
I  am  fo  far  ofF  from  deferving  you. 
My  Beauty  fo  unfit  for  your  Afitftion, 
That  I  am  grown  the  Scorn  of  common  Railers, 
Of  fuch  injurious  Things,  that  when  they  cannoc 
Reach  at  my  Perfon,  lie  with  my  Reputation :         ^ 
I  am  poor  befides. 

De  Ga.  Ye  are  all  Wealth  and  Goodnefs ; 
And  none  but  fuch  as  arc  the  Scum  of  Men, 
The  Ulcers  of  an  honeft  State,  Spight- weavers 
That  live  on  Poifon  only,  like  fwoln  Spiders, 

Dare 
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t)are  once  profane  fuch  Exdellcnce,  fuch  Sweeciiefs. 
Mir.  This  Man  fpeaks  loud[  indeed. 
De  Ga.  Nanle  but  the  Men^  Lady : 
Let  me  but  know  thefe  poor  and  bafe  Depravers^ 
Lay  but  to  my  Revenge  their  Peribns  open. 
And  you  Ihall  fee  how  fuddenJy,  how  fully. 
For  your  moft  beauteous  fake,  how  direfully 
I'll  handle  their  Defpights.     Is  this  thing  one  ? 
Be  what  he  will. 
Mir.  Sir ! 

De  Ga.  Dare  your  malicious  Tongue,  Sir  ? 
Mir.  I  know  you  not^  nor  what  you  mean< 
Oria.  Good  my  Lord. 
De  Ga.  If  hcj  or  any  he. 
Oria.  I  bcfcech  your  Honour^ 
This  Gentleman's  a  Stranger  to  niy  knowledge^ 
And  no  doubt.  Sir,  a  wordiy  Man. 

De  Ga.  Your  mercy  ; 
But  had  he  been  a  Tainter  of  your  Honour, 
A  Blafter  of  thofe  Beauties  reign  within  ye— — 
But  we  (hall  find  a  fitter  time :  Dear  Lady, 
A3  foon  as  I  have  freed  ye  from  your  Guardian^ 
And  done  fome  honoured  Offices  unto  yot, 
I'll  take  ye  with  thofe  Faults  the  World  flings  on  ye } 
And  dearer  than  the  whole  World  Til  cftecm  ye. 

[^Exeunt. 
Mir.  This  is  a  jthundring  Lord  \  Vm  glad  I  'fcap*d  him  l^ 
How  lovingly  the  Wench  difclaim^d  my  Villany ! 
I  am  vex'd  now  heartily  that  he  fhall  have  her^ 
Not  that  I  care  to  marry,  or  to  lofc  her  | 
^ut  that  this  Bilbo-Lord  (hall  reap  that  Maidenhead 
That  was  my  due }  that  he  fhall  rig  and  top  her~* 
I'd  give  a  thoufand  Crowns  now,  he  might  mifs  her. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Kay,  if  I  bear  your  Blows,  and  keep  your  Counfel, 
You  have  good  Luck,  Sir  j  V\\  teach  ye  to  ftrike  lighter. 

Mir.  Come  hither,  honeft  Fellow ;  can'ft  thou  tell  mc 
Where  this  great  Lord  lies?  This  Savoy  Lord?   Thou 
met*ft  him'  \ 

Vz  He 
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He  now  went  by  thee  certain. 

Ser.  Yes^  he  did.  Sir ; 
I  know  him,  and  I  know  you  are  fool'd. 

Mr.  Come  hither, 
Here's  all  this,  give  me  Truth. 

Ser.  Not  for  your  Money : 
(And  yet  that  may  do  much)  but  I  have  been  beaten : 
And  by  the  worlhipful  Contrivers  beaten,  and  Til  oeU  ye ; 
This  is  no  Lord,  no  Savcy  Lord. 

Mir.  Go  forward. 

Ser.  This  is  a  Trick,  and  put  upon  ye  grofly 
By  one  Lugier ;  the  Lord's  Monfieur  De  Gard^  Sir, 
An  honcft  Gentleman,  and  a  Neighbour  here? 
Their  ends  you  underftand  better  than  I,  fore. 

Mr.  Now  I  know  him : 
Know  him  now  plain. 

^er.  (35)  I  have  difchargM  my  Choler  ^  ib  God  b^y 
ye.  Sir,  [Exil. 

Mr. 

(35)  Jha*vi  itfcharf^ d  mj  Colours.; 3  For  a  Perfon  to  be  Hf' 

thargedfrom  his  Colours  is  common,  tho*  for  one  to  difihargi  his  trwn 
Colours t  is,  I  am  afraid,  a  Phrafe  altogether  Qnufoal :  But  then  what 
has  the  di/chargingyf  Colours^  fuppofing  it  right,  to  do  with  the  Dif- 
covery  of  De  ^rd*5  and  Lugitr't  Plot,  which  the  Servant  lias  juft 
made  to  Mirabelif  why,  jult  nothing  at  all.  If  therefore  this  Phrafe 
be  not  Englifit  or,  if  fo,  has  no  Buiinefs  to  ftand  here,  we  muft  either 
ftrike  it  out  or  corred  it ;  the  firil  is  not  allowable,  the  fecond  not  dif- 
icQlt.  The  Words  of  the  Servant,  at  his  Entrance  ja&  above,  loud  lu 
to  a  Reading  that  will  make  all  dttr. 

Sen  Nay,  if  I  hear  your  Bh^s,  and  keep  your  Cntnfel^ 
tou  have  good  Luck^  Sir ;  ■■! 

Here  we  fee  he  has  been  beaten»  bat  by  whom  or  for  what  *cis  ao 
mighty  matter.  His  InOolence,  as  he  was  intruded  with  a  Secret  of 
Importance,  rofe  to  fueh  an  height  that  the  Perfon  before  whom  he 
(how'd  it,  could  not  forbear  corrediag  of  it»  by  giving  him  a  found 
Drubbing ;  thinking  upon  this  his  Secrecy  but  ill  rep^d,  he  was  re- 
folv*d  tot>lab,  and  luckily  in  that  refped,  he  mn  with  the  only  Man 
in  the  World  to  whom  ha  could  have  unfolded  his  Mind »  his  Paffian 
therefore  he  indulges,  and  out-goes  the  Secret ;  upon  which  'tis  natural 
enough  to  fuppofe  him  to  {ay, 

/  have  d//charg*d  fny Cholcr ;.  ■ 

,  r.^.  PaffioD,  Wr.    For  as  to  quitting  hit  Service,  fuppofing  that  is 

meant 
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Mir.  What  a  purblind  Puppy  was  I  \  now  I  itmember 
him,     . 
All  the  whole  caft  en's  Faoe,  though  it  were  umber'dft 
And  mask'd  with  Patches :  What  a  duiuler-whdp 
To  let  him  domineer  thus?  How  he  ftructed» 
And  what  a  Load  oi  Lord  he  clapt  upon  him ! 
Would  I'd  him  here  again,  I  would  fo  bounce  him, 
I  would  fo  thank  his  Ldrdftiip  for  his  lewd  Plot— - 
Do  they,  think  to  carry  it  away,  with  a^reat  Band  made  of 

Bird-pots, 
And  a  Pair  of  Pin-buttockt  Breeches?  Ha!  'Tis  he 
Again,  he  comes,  he  comes,  he  comes  1  have  at  him« 

Enter  De  Gard,  Oriana,  &r, 

Mir.  IfingsJ]  My  Savoy  Lord,  why  doll  thou  frown 
on  me? 
And  will  that  Favour. never  fwoecer  be? 
W^ilt  thou,  I  lay,  for  ever  play  the  Fod  ? 
De  Gard^  be  wife,  and.  Savoy ^  go  to  School, 
^y  I^rd  De  Gardr  I  thank  ye  for  your  Antick  % 
^y  Lady  bright,  that  will  be  fometimes  frantick  ; 
You  worthy  Train  that  wait  upon  this  Pair, 
^Send  you  more  Wit,  and  they  a  bouncing  Baire^ 
And  fo  I  take  my  humble  leave  of  your  Honours.  {JS,xit. 

Be  Ga.  We  are  dilcowr^d,  there's  no  Remedy. 
JLillia  Bianca's  Man,  upon  my  UfCj 
In  ftubbornnefs,  beetle  L^r  correded  him~~- 
(36)  (A  Ifaacnelefs  Slave!  plague  on  him  for  a  Rafcal.) 

Oria.  I  was  in  a  perfed  hope ;  the  bane  on't  ijs  fiow^ 

meant  by  flifcharging  his  Colours ^  that  be  4il  lUtt'do^  ai  is  fA^ia  froB| 
Uie  lira  Sjpeech  9f  tlxe  oext  Aa^ 

—  thank  your  fweet  Squire,  herii 

And  from  A£l  5.  Scene  4.  where  LtJ/ia  lays, 

G^i  f4  gone,  Sirrfih; 
•     .  Anil  f-jubat  ye  have  fe en,  befecret  in :  You  are  paid  ilfe^ 

.  No  more  ^f  y9ur  long  Tongui. 

(56)  AJhamelefs  Sl«ve*s  pkgue  on  him  for  a  Rafcal^  What  2L/hame^ 
lejs  Slaveys  plague  means,  is  pofTibly  as  much  unknown  to  the  Reader  ai 
fnyfetf.     I  difpute  not  but  the  Poet  gave  the  Line  thus, 
4Jbnmtlefs  Slave  I  flague  on  himfer  a  ftafcql. 

fi  He 
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He  will  make  Mirth  on  Mirth,  to  perfccute  us. 

DeGii.  Wc  muft  be  patient ;  I  am  vcx'd  to  the  Proof  too^ 
rjl  try  once  more*,  then  if  I  fail,  here's  one  fpcaks. 

Oria.  Let  roe  be  loft,  and  fcorn'd  firft. 

Be  Ga.  Well,  we'll  confidcr. 
Away,  and  let  me  ftiift  5  I  (hall  be  hooted  elfe.    [Exeunt. 


T- 


ACT    IV.      SCENE    L 

t 

Enier  Lugier,  Lillia,  and  Servants. 

Lug.T^AI  N  T  not  Vbut  do  as  I  diredfc  ye,  tnift  me ; 

J/    Believe  me  too,  for  what  I  have  told  ye^  Ladyt 
As  true  as  you  are  JLi///^,  is  Authentick; 
I  know  it,  I  have  found  it;  'tis  a  poor  G>urage 
Flies  off  for  one  Repulfe  •,  thcfc  Travellers 
Shall  find,  before  we  have  done,  a  home-fpun  Wit, 
A  plain  French  Underftanding,  may  cope  with  'em ; 
They  have  had  the  better  yet,  thank  your  fweet  Squire,  here  ^ 
And  let  'cm. brag:  You  would  be  reveng'd. 

Lil.  Yes  furely. 

Lug.  And  married  too  ?    Lil.  I  think  Iq. 

Lug.  Then  be  counfell'd, 
You  know  how  to  proceed :  I  have  other  Irons 
Heating  as  well  as  yours,  and  I  will  ftrike 
Three  Blows  with  one  Stone  home ;  be  rul'd,  and  happy. 
And  fo  I  leave  ye.    Now  is  the  time.  [£xi/  Lugier^ 

Lil.  I  am  ready. 
If  he  (37)  do  come  to  Dor  me. 

Ser.  Will  ye  ftand  here. 
And  let  the  People  think,  ye  arc  God  knows  what,  Miftrefs  ? 

(37)  — WS>  C9mi  to  do  «#.]  This  unmeaning  Place  I  would  rcibrm  thns. 
If  hi  4o  comi  to  Dor  mt. 

The  Dor  and  to  Dor  arc  common  in  our  Authors,  and  Ben  7ohn/om*% 
Writings.  Thu«  in  the  Lovorh  Progre/i,  the  fceond  Phy  &cr  this, 
A  A  I.  Scene  i.  Malfort  fayo  to  Leottg 

■■  /  nvotCd  not 


Ricei'vo  tbi  Dor.- 


A. 


\^ 
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L.ec  Boys  and  Preotices  prefuoie  upon  ye  ? 

IM.  Prichee  hold  thy  Peace. 

Ser.  Stand  at  his  Door  that  hates  ye? 

LU.  Prithee  leave  prating. 

Ser.  Tray  ye  go  to  th*  Tavern.  PJl  give  ye  a  Pint  of 
Wine  thei^. 
If  any  of  the  Mad-^p  Gendemen  (hduld  come  by, 
That  take  op  Women  upon  fpecial  Warrant, 
You  were  in  a  wife  Cafe  now. 

Mnttnr  Mirabell,  Pinac,  Mariana,  Pnefi  and  Mcndantsl 

Lil  Give  me  the  Garland, 
And  wait  you  here. 

Mir.  She  is  here  to  feek  thee.  Sirrah: 
I  told  thee  what  would  follow ;  (he  is  mad  forthce  j 
Shew,  and  advance.     So  early  ftirring,  ILady  ? 
It  (hews  a  bufy  Mind,  a  Fancy  troubled* 
A  willow  Garland  too?  Is't  poffible  P 
'Tis  pity  fo  much  Beauty  (hould  lie  mufty, 
IBut  'tis  not  to  be  belp*d  now. 

Lil.  The  more's  my  Mifery.^ 
Good  Fortune  to  ye.  Lady,  you  defcrvc  it : 
To  me,  too  late  Repentance ;  I  have  fought  it : 
I  do  not  envy,  though  I  grieve  a  little. 
You  are  Miflreis  of  that  Happinefs,  thofe  Joys 
That  might  have  been,  had  1  been  wife :  But  Fortune-— 

Pin.  She  underftands  ye  not,  'pray  ye  do  not  trouble  her|; 
And  do  not  crofs  me  like  a  Hare  thus,  'tis  as  ominous. 

Ul.  I  come  not  to  upbraid  your  Levity, 
(Though  ye  nude  (hew  of  Love,  and  though  I  lik'd  ye) 
To  claim  an  Intereft ;  (we  are  yet  both  Strangers, 
But  what  we  might  have  been,  had  you  perfever^d.  Sir,) 
To  be  an  Eye-fore  to  your  loving  Lady  \ 
'  This  Garland  (hews,  I  give  myfelf  for(Iken ; 
(Yet  (he  muft  pardon  me,  *tis  moft  unwillingly :) 
And  all  the  Power  and  Intereft  I  had  in  ye, 
(As  I  perfuade  myfelf,  fomewhat  ye  lovM  me %)) 
Thus  patiently  I  render  up,  I  ©(Fcr 
Tp  her  that  muft  enjoy  ye,  and  fo  bicfs  ye ; 

P  4  Onlyt 


,  % 
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Only,  I  hcartilj  tkfirc  this  QKHtcfy, 

And  would  not  be  deny'd,  to  wait  upon  y« 

This  Day,  to  fee  ye  ty*d,  then  no  more  trouble  ye. 

Pin.  It  needs  not.  Lady. 

JJL  Good  Sir,  gi^antine  fy  much. 

Pin.  'Tis  private,  and  we  make  no  Imritation. 

Lil,  My  Pfef^nce,  Sk^  fball  doc  prcckim  it  publick. 

Pin.  Maybe/iisnot  inTbwii, 

Lil.  I  have  a  Coach,  Sir, 
And  a  moft  ready  Will  to  do  you  fervice. 
'  Mr.  Strike  notv  ot  never  j  make  h  fare :  I  tell  thct. 
She  will  hang  herfelf,  if  (he  havlctbee  not 

Pin.  Tray  ye.  Sir, 
Entertain  my  noble  Miftrefs :  Onl)r  a  Word  or  two 
With  this  impioltunate  Womani  anfd  V\\  reKwe  ye* 
Now  ye  iee  what  your  Flings  are,  and  your  Fancies, 
Your  States,  and  your  wild  Stubbocnttefs  \  now  "ye  find 
What  'tis  to  gird  and  kidc  at  Meni  fair  Services^ 
To  raife  your  Pride  to  iuch  a  Pkch  and  Glory, 
That  Goodnefs  fhews  like  Goats,  fcomM  under  yc^ 
*Tis  ugly,  naught;  a  Self-will  ki  a  Wcftnao, 
Chain'd  to  an  ovtr-wieening  ThdHglht,  js  fcfttlent* 
Murders  fair  Fortune  firft,  then  feir  Opinioo  : 
There  (lands  a  Pattern,  ia  trw  patkrit  PaMem, 
flumble,  and  fweec. 

Lil.  I  can  but  grieve  my  Tgnoranoe. 
Jlepentancc^  fonie  %  coo,  is  the  beft  Sacrifice ; 
For  iurc.  Sir,  if  triy  Chance  had  been  'fo  4ttppy» 
f  As  I  confefs  I  was  oiine  own  Deftroyer) 
As  to  have  arnvM  at  you ;  (I  will  4iot  Profikery,) 
But  certain,  as  I  think,  I  ihould  have  pleased  ye ; 
Have  made  ye  as  much  wonder  at  ixty  Cour^^, 
My  Love,  and  Duty,  <as  I  have  diftieartenM  ye :  ^ 

3ome  Hours  we  have  of  Youth,  and  fome^f  FoUy  %       r 
And  being  fiw4x)rn  Maids,  we  take  a  Liberty, 
And  to  maintain  that,  ibmetiines  we  ftratn  highly. 

Pin.  Now  ye  ulk  Reafbn, 

Ul.  But  being  yoak'd,  and  govern^, 
Married^  ^nc)  (hoft  light  Vaiiitiea  pui^d  froif)  us  ; 

How 
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How  fair  we  gro^i  bow  gentle^  and  how  tendeft 
We  twine  about  thoie  Loves  tbtt  ihooc  up  wkh  ufti 
A  fallen  Woman  fear,  that  calks  not  to  ye  i 
She  has  a  fad  and  darkened  Soul,  kives  duUy : 
A  merry  and  a  free  Wettch,  give  her  Liberty^ 
Believe  her  in  the  lighted  Form  fiie  appears  no  yc. 
Believe  her  excellent,  though  flae  deft>iie  ye  1 
Let  but  thefe  Fits  aid  FlaAes  paf«,  (be  will  (hew  ^  ye 
As  Jewels  rubbM  from  Dufti  t)r  Gold  new  burai(h'd : 
3uch  had  I  been,  had  you  believed.  ^ 

Pin.  Is'tpdffible? 

Lxl  And  to  yow:  HappinefSf  I  diM  aflKire  jt 
If  true  Love  be  aocoumed  fo :  yoqr  FfeaforCy 
Your  Will,  and  your  Command  had  tied  my  Motions: 
But  chat  Ifope^s  gone-;  I  ktK)w  ytm  are  young  an^  giddy^ 
And  till  you  hate  a  Wife  can  govern  with  ye, 
(38)  You  &il  upon  this  WorldVSea,  light  and  empty  ^ 
Your  Bark  in  daniger  daily ;  *dB  »oc  the  Nao^e  neither 
Of  Wife  oaii  ftoer  ye,  but  the  noble  Nature, 
The  Diligesce,  the  Carc^  tbe  Love;,  the  Patienoct 
6be  Maktfr  the  PHot,  uiid  prtiervesthe  Husband, 
That  kfllswi,  and  teckohs  every  iUb  iie'4  buile  on  j 
But  thia  I  tell  ye,  to  my  Shame, 

IPin^  I  admire  ye, 
A«d  now  afn  (prry,  that  I  aim  beyond  ye. 

Mir.  So,  fo,  (b,  fair  and  foftly.  She  is  thii^e^wn^  Boy^* 
She  comes  now,  without  Liire. 

Pin.  But  that  it  Muft  needs 
B$  reckoned  to  me  as  a  Wansomefi, 
(^;Worfc,  .a  Madaefsi  to  forfake  a  Bkffin^ 
A  Ble(ring  of  that  Hope  ~*^ 

UL  I  dare  not  ui^  yes 
And  ytt*  dear  Sir——   / 

Pin.  Tts  iQoft  cepmn«  Ihadfaf^Dr*  {^MOMii« 

If  'twere  in  my  own  Choice  «<~«^  for  you're  myCouoiryf 


(3S)  You  fail  upon  this  WoM-Smi, — J  The  Rfea4er,  l^a^bif^ . 

be  pk^ifed  to  ice  this  dark  Place  fo  well  -cleared  w.  Tke  Text,  wkli 
only  the  trifling  Addition  of  a  Letter,  is  from  the  Cqpjr  of  l6j2|^  wfa»Dl|' 
feprefents  -the  Line  thus, 

X^^  fail  ^fn  Ak  WadB-9 Ay  ^ht  #f /  tmf^ 

A 
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A  Neighbour,  here  bom  by  me,  Ihe  a  Stranger ; 
And  Who  knows  how  her  Friends  ?— ~ 

Ltl.  Do  as  you  pleafq^  Sir ) 
If  ye  be  fed,  not  all  the  World ;  I  love  ye. 
It  is  moft  true,  and  dear,  I  would  perfuade  ye  \ 
And  I  ihall  love  you  ftill. 

Tin.  Go,  get  before  me ; 
So  much  you  have  won  upon  me ;  do  it  prefently  i 
Here's  a  Pricft  ready ;  I'll  have  you. 

LU.  Not  now,  •  Sir, 
No,  you  (hall  pardon  me;  advance  your  Lady, 
I  dare  not  hinder  your  moft  high  Preferment, 
^^Tis  Honour  enough  for  me  I  have  unmask'd  ye. 
Pin.  How's  that  ? 

HI.  Pve  caught  ye,  Sir ;  alas!  Tarn  no  States^Woman^ 
Nor  no  great  Traveller,  yet  I  have  found  ye, 
Pve  found  your  Lady  too,  your  beauteous  Lady  \ 
Pve  found  her  Birth  and  Breeding  too,  her  Difcipline  \ 
Who  brought  her  over,  artd  who  kept  your  Lady  5 
And  when  he  laid  her  by,  what  virtuous  Nunnery 
Received  her  in ;  I  have  found  all  thefe :  Are  ye  blank  now? 
Methinks  fuch  travelled  Wifdoms  fliould  not  fool  thus  \ 
Such  excellent  Indifcretions  — *—  . 
Mir.  How  could  (he  know  this  ?  \j4fiie. 

Lil.  *Tis  true,  (he's  Engli/h  bom,  but  moft  part  Frcnib 
n©w,  / 

And  fo  I  hope  youMl  (ind  her,  to  your  Comfort. 
Alas,  I  am  ignorant  of  what  (he  coft  ye  ; 
The  Price  of  thefe  hired  Clothes  I  do  not  know.  Gentlemen ; 
Tho(e  Jewels  arc  the  Brokers,  how  ye  ftand  bouod  for  *cro^ 
Pin\  Will  you  make  this  good  ? 
Lil  Yes,  yes,  and  to  her  Face,  Sir, 
That  (he's  an  Englifl)  Whore,  a  kind  of  fling  Duft, 
Ofie  of  your  London  Light  o'  Loves,  a  right  one. 
Came  over  in  thin  Pumps,  and  half  a  Petticoat, 
One  Faith,  and  one  Smock,  with  a  brokeil  Haberd^flier) 
I  know  all  this  without  a  Conjurer : 
^cr  Name  is  Jumping-7(?tf»,  an  antient  Sin- Weaver  5 
She  was  Brft  a  Lady's  Chamber-maid,  there  (lipp'd 
4.nd  broke  her  Leg  aboyc  the  Knee )  depvted^ 
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And  fct  up  Shop  hcrfelf.    Stood  the  fierce  Conflids 
Of  jnany  a  furious  Term  ;  there  loft  her  Colours, 
And  laft  ftiip'd  over  hither. 

Mr.  We  are  betray'd.  \jfftdi: 

Lil.  Do  you  come  to  fright  me  with  this  Myftcry  I 
To  ftir  me  with  a  Stink  none  can  endure.  Sir  ? 
I  pray  proceed,  the  Wedding  will  become  ye; 
Who  gives  the  Lady?  You?  An  excellent  Father: 
A  careful  Mao,  and  one  that  knows  a  Beauty. 
Send  ye  fair  Shipping,  Sir,  and  fo  Til  leave  ye, 
]Be  wife  and  manly,  then  I  may  chance  to  love  ye.     [ExiK 

Mir.  As  I  live,  I^m  ^fliam'd  thisWcnch  has  reached  me, 
Monftrous  afliam*d,  but  there's  no  remedy. 
This  skcw'd  ey'd  carrion. 

Pin.  This  I  fufpcaed  ever. 
Come»  come,  uncafe,  wt  have  no  more  ulc  of  ^e ; 
Your  Clothes  muft  baick  again. 

Mar.  Sir,  ye  ihall  pardon  me ;     * 
^Xjs  not  our  Englijb  ufe  to  be  degraded : 
If  you  will  vifit  me,  and  take  your  Venture, 
You  (hall  have  Pleafure  fpr  your  Properties ; 
{39)  And  fo  Swect-hcart — ^  lExit  Mariana. 

MCtr.  Let  her  go,  and  the  Devil  go  with  her ; 
We  have  never  better  Luck  with  thele  Preludiums ; 
Come,  be  not  daunted  \  think  Ihe  is  but  a  Woman, 
And  Ic^  her  have  the  Devil's  Wit,  we'll  reach  her« 

[^Exeunt. 

•  SCENE      II. 

Enter-  Rofalure,    and  Lugier. 

Rof.  Ye  have  now  redeem'd  my  good  Opinion,  Tutor, 
And  ye  ftand  fair  again. 

Lug.  I  can  but  labour. 
And  iweat  \n  your  Affairs  ;  I  an)  fure  Belleur 
Will  be  here  inft^ntly,  and  ufe  his  Anger, 
^is  wonted  Harlhnefs. 

(49)  JnJfo  Swifi'hart  ]  The  CompletiQif  of  the  Seofe  is  ai  ^eU 
woerftood  as  if  expreifed,  but  if  the  keader  will  have  it  put  at  lengcli 
^e  may  make  it  rnn  thus, 

jfft^fi  Svfift'htart,  God  be  with  yon. 
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Rof.  I  hope  he  will  not  beat  me. 

Lug.  No  fure,  he  has  more  Manners ;  be  you  readf  ; 

Rof.  Yes,  yes,  I  am,  and  am  refolv'd  to  fit  him. 
With  Patience  to  outdo  all  he  can  oSer  i 
But  how  does  Oriontf? 

Lug.  Worfe,  and  worfe  ft  ill  j 
There  is  a  fad  Houfe  for  her :  (be  is  now>, 
Poor  Lady,  utterly  diftraAed* 

Rof,  Pity ! 
Infinite  Pity!  Tis  a  handfom  Lady* 
That  Mr/iM's  a  Beaft,  worie  than  a  Monfter^ 
If  this  A^fflidUon  work  not« 

^    Enter  Lillia-Bianca* 

LiL  Are  ye  ready  ? 
Belleur  is  coming  on^  here,  hard  behind  me , 
I  have  no  Leifure  to^  relate  my  Fortune. 
Only  I  wi(h  you  may  come  ofiT  as  bandfoittly»     " 
Upon. the  Sign  yoii  know  what*'  {E^^ 

Rof.  Well,  wcHylfaw  roe.    ^ 

Brf.  Hownow?      '       ' 

Rof  Ye  are  welcome,  Sir* 

Bel.  'Tis  well  ye  have  Manners : 
That  Court'fy  again,  and  hold  your  Countenance  ftaldly  i^ 
That  Look's  too  light ;  take  heed :  fo,  fit  ye  down  noW| 
And  to  confirm  me  that  your  Gall  is  gone. 
Your  Bitterncfs  difpers'd^  for  fo  Pll  h^ve  it :    * 
Look  on  me  ftedfaftly,  and  whatfoe'er  I  fay  to  ye. 
Move  Boc,  jior  {Jter  in  your  Face,  ye  arc  gone  then  ; 
For  if  you  do  exprefs  the  Icaft  IWtafte, 
Or  Ihe w  an  angry  Wrinkle,  mark  me.  Woman, 
We  are  now  atone,  I  will  fo  oonjurc  thee  j 
The  third  Part  of  my  Execution 
Cannot  be  fpoke. 

Rof.  I  am  at  your  Difpoie,  Sir. 

Bet.  Now  rife,  and  woo  me  4  Jittle,  let  me  bear  nbac 
Faulty: 

But 
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But  touch  me  not^  nor  do  not  lye,  I  charge  yc. 
Begin  now. 

Rcf.  If  fo  mean  and  poor  a  Beauty 
May  ever  hope  the  Grace. 

Bil.  Ye  cog,  ye  flatter. 
Like  a  lewd  Thing  ye  lie :  May  hope  that  Grace  ? 
"Why,  what  Grace  canft  thou  hope  for  F  Anfwer  not^ 
For  if  thou  doft,.  and  lieft  again,  FU  Twinge  thee : 
Do  not  I  know  thee  for  a  peftilent  Woaian  i 
And  proud  at  both  Ends  ?  Be  not  angry. 
Nor  ftir  not  o*  your  Life. 

Rof.  I  am  counfeird.  Sir. 

Bel.  Art  thou  not  now  (confels,  for  TU  have  the 
Truth  out) 
As  much  unworthy  of  a  Man  oS  Merit, 
Or  any  of  ye  all  ?  nay,  of  meer  Man, 
Though  he  were  crooked,  coM,  all  Wants  upon  him? 
^  Nay,  of  any  dilhoncft  thing  that  bears  that  Figure, 
As  Devils  are  of  Mercy  ? 

Rof.  We  arc  unworthy, 

Bel.  Stick  to  that  Truth,  and  it  may  chance  to  lavt  the^ 
And  is  it  not  our  Bounty  that  we  take  ye  ? 
That  we  are  troubled,  vex*d,  or  tortor*d  with  yt 
Our  meer  and  fpecial  Bounty  ? 

Rof.  Yes. 

Bel.  Our  Pity, 
That  for  your  Wkrkednefs  we  fwinge  ye  ibundly  ; 
'  Tour  Stubbornnefs,  and  your'ftout  Hearts,  we  belabour  y^ 
Anfwer  to  that  ? 

Rof.  I  do  confcfs  your  Pity. 

BeL  And  doft  thou  not  defervt  in  thine  own  PeHbn? 
Thou  impudent,  thou  pert — Do  not  change  Coontenance. 

Rof.  I  dare  not.  Sir. 

Beh  For  if  ye  do. 

Rof.  I  am  fettled. 

Bel.  Thou  Wagtail,  Peacock,  Puppy,  k>ok  on  m^ 
I  am  a  Gendeman. 

Rof.  It  fecms  no  Icfs,  Sir. 

Bel.  And  dareft  thou  in.  thy  Surquedry  ? 
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Rof.  I  bifccch  ye. 
It  was  my  Wcaknefs,  Sir,  I  did  not  view  ye, 
I  took  no  notice  of  your  noble  Parts, 
(40)  Nor  caird  your  Perfon,  nor  your  proper  Falbiontf 

Bel.  This  is  fome  amends  yet. 

Rof.  I  fhall  mend.  Sir,  daily. 
And  ftudy  to  deferve. 

Bel.  Q)me  a  little  nearer ; 
Canft  thou  repent  thy  Villany  ?  ^*^  • 

Rof.  Moftlerioufly. 

Bel.  And  be  afham'd  ? 

Rof.  I  am  afham'd. 

Bel.  Cry, 

Rof.  It  will  be  hard  to  do,  Sir. 

Bel.  Cry  now  inftantly ; 
Cry  monftroufly,  that  all  the  Town  may  hear  thee  t . 
Cry  feriouflyj  as  if  thou  hadft  loft  thy  Monkey  ^ 
And  as  1  like  thy  Tears-— 

Enter  Lilliai  and  four  Women  laugbin^^ 

.   Rof.  Now; 

Bel.  How  ?  how  ?  do  you  jeer  me  ? 
Have  ye  broke  your  Bounds  again.  Dame  i 

Rof.  Yes,  and  laugh  at  ye. 
And  laugh  moft  heartily. 

Bel.  What  are  thefe.  Whirl-winds? 
Is  Hell  broke  loofe,  and  all  the  Furies  fluttered? 
Am  I  greasM  once  again  ?    * 

Rof.  Yes  indeed  are  ye  ; 
And  6nce  again  ye  fhall  be,  if  ye  quarrel ; 
Do  you  come  to  vent  your  Fury  on  a  Virgin  ? 
Is  this  your  Manhood,  Sir  ? 

I  Worn.  I^et  him  do  his  beft. 
Let's  fee  the  utmoft  of  his  Indignation  i 
1  long  to  fee  him  angry ;  Come,  proceed)  Sif. 

(46)  Ngr  called  jpocrr  Perfon,  norysur  proper  Fajbion,']  If  the  Paflligb 
was  defigned  to  be  imperfe£l  by  the  Poet,  'cii  to  no  Purpofe  to  under«^ 
take  the  Corredionof  it ;  if  not,  probably  we  (hould  z\Ut  calleJ mto 
iomething  like  skiWdt  i.  i.  had  no  Knowledge  oT^  or  did  not  know 
your  Perfon^  {jTr/ was  fo  proper. 

H^n^ 
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Hang  him,  he  dares  not  ftir,  a  Man  of  Timber. 

2  H^om.  Come  hither  to  fright  Maids  with  thy  fioli- 

faces? 
To  threaten  Gentlewomen  ?  Thou  a  Man  ?  A  Afigr-Pok, 
A  great  dry  Pudding. 

3  fFom.  G)me,  come,  do  your  worft,  Sir  % 
Be  angry  if  thou  dar*ft. 

Bel.  The  Lord  deliver  me ! 

4  IFom.  Do  but  look  icurvily  upon  this  Lady, 
Or  give  us  one  foul  Word — We  arc  all  miftaken. 
This  is  Tome  mighty  Dairy-maid  in  Man's  Clothes* 

UK  I  am  of  that  mind  too. 

BeL  What  will  they  do  to  me  ?  [Afide. 

LiL  And  hired  to  come  and  abufc  us ;  a  Man  has 
Manners  y 
A  Gentleman,  Civility  and  Breeding : 
Some  Tinker's  Trull,  with  a  Beard  glew'd  on* 

I  ff^om.  Let's  fearch  him,  ; 

And  as  we  find  him. 

Bel.  Let  me  but  depart  from  ye. 
Sweet  Chriftian- Women. 

LiL  Hear  the  Thing  fpcak,  Neighbours^ 

Bel.  'Tis  but  a  fmall  Rcqucft ;  if  e'er  1  trouble  ye^ 
If  e'er  I  talk  again  of  beating  Women, 
Or  beating  any  thing  that  can  but  turn  to  me ; 
Of  ever  thinking  of  a  handfom  Lady 
But  virtuoufly  and  well,  of  ever  fpeaking 
But  to  her  Honour ;  this  I'll  promife  ye, 
I  will  take  Rhubarb,  and  purge  Choler  mainly. 
Abundantly  I'll  purge, 

Zj7.  I'll  fend  ye  Broths,  Sir. 

Bel  I  will  be  laugh'd  at,  and  endure  it  patiently, 
I  will  do  any  thing. 

Rof.  I'll  be  your  Bail  then ; 
When  ye  come  next  to  woo,  'pray  come  not  boiftcroufly. 
And  fumifh'd  like  a  Bear-ward. 

J?^/.  No  in  truth,  Forfooth. 

Rof.  I  fccntcd  ye  long  fince. 

Bel.  I  was  to  blame  fgre, 
I  will  appear  a  Gendeman. 
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Rof.  'Tis  the  beft  for  ye, 
For  a  true  noble  Gentleman's  a  brave  thingi 
Upon  that  hope  we  ouit  ye.    You  fear  ferioufly  I 

BtU  Yes  truly  do  Ii  1  canfefe  I  fear  yc. 
And  honour  ye,  and  any  thing. 

Rof.  Farcwel  then. 

JFom.  And  when  ye  come  to  woonen  bring  mem  Mdrcy^ 

Enter  two  Gentkmen. 

Bel  A  Dairy-maid  I  a  Tinker's  Trull !  Heav'n  blefi  ok  ! 
Sure  if  I  had  provok'd  'em,  they  had  quartered  me« 
I  am  a  mod  ridiculous  Afit  now  I  percdye  it  i 
A  Coward,  and  a  Knave  toa 

1  Cent.  'Tis  the  mad  Gentleman, 
Let's  fet  bur  Faces' right; 

Bel.  No,  no,  laugh  at  me. 
And  laugh  aloud. 

2  Gent.  We  are*  better  manner'd.  Sir. 

Bel.  I  do  deferve  it ;  call  me  Patch,  and  Puppy^ 
And  beat  me  if  you  plcafe. 

J  Gent.  No  indeed,  we  know  ye* 

Bel.  Death,  do  as  I  would  have  ye« 

2  Gem.  You  are  an  Afs  then, 
A  Coxcomb^  and  a  Calf. 

Bel.  I  am  a  great  Calf, 
Kick  me  a  litde  noW :  Why,  when  ?  Su/Scient : 
Now  laugh  aloud,  and  (corn  me  ;  fo  God  b'ye ; 
And  ever  when  ye  meet  me  laugh. 

I  Gera.  We  will.  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

S      C      E     N      E       III. 

Enter  Nantolct,  La  Caftre,  De  Gardp  Lugicr,  emd 

Mirabel!. 

Mir.  Your  Patience,  Gentlemen :  Why  do  ye  bait  me  ? 

Nan.  Is't  not  a  fhame  you  are  fo  ftubbom*  hearted. 
So  ftony  and  (b  dull  to  fuch  a  Lady, 
Of  her  Perfedlions,  and  her  Mifery  ? 

Lug. 
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iMg.  Does  Ihc  not  Jove  ye  ?  Does  not  her  Diftraftion 
IBox  your  fake  only,  her  moft  pitied  Lunacy 
(41)  Of  all  but  you,  Ihew  ye?  Does  it  not  conipel  ye? 

Mir.  Soft  and  fair.  Gentlemen,  pray  ye  proceed  teox- 
perately.  ^ 

iMg.  If  ye  have  any  Feeling,  any  Senfc  in  ye. 
The  lead  Touch  of  a  noble  Heart 

La  Ca.  Let  him  alone. 
It  is  bis  Glory  that  be  can  kill  Beauty. 
Ye  bear  my  Stamp,  hut  not  mv  Tcndcrnefs ; 
Your  wild  unfavoury  Courfes  (ct  that  in  ye  f 
For  ihame,  be  forry,  though  ye  cannot  cure  her. 
Shew  ibmething  of  a  Man,  of  a  fair  Nature. 

Adir.  Ye  make  nfie  mad. 

De  G0.  Let  me  pronounce  this  to  ye. 
You  take  a  ftrange  Felicity  in  flighting 
And  wronging  Women,  which  my  poor  Sifter  feels  now, 
HeavVs  Hand  be  gentle  on  her:  Mark  me.  Sir, 
That  very  Hour  (he  dies,  there's  fmall  hope  othcrwifc. 
That  Minute,  you  and  I  muft  grappk  for  it  ^ 
'Either  your  LifeK>r  mine.  • 

Mir.  Be  not  fo  hot.  Sir, 
I  am  not  to  be  wrought  on  by  thefe  Policies, 
In  truth  I  am  not ;  nor  do  I  fear  the  Tricks, 
Or  the  high- founding  Threats  of  a  Savoyan  ; 
I  glory  not  in  Cruelty,  ye  wrong  me ; 
Nor  grow  up  watered  with  the  Tears  of  Women  i 
This  let  me  tell  ye,  howfoe*er  I  (hew  to  ye. 
Wild,  as  ye  pleafe  to  call  it,  or  felf-wilPd  j 
When  I  fee  caufe  I  can  both  do  and  fuffer. 
Freely,  and  feelingly,  as  a  true  Gentleman. 

Enter  Rofalure,  and  Lillia. 

Rdf.  O  Pity,  Pity,  thoufand,  thoUfand  Pkics ! 

iSl.  Alas  poor  Soul  1  ihe  will  die }  (he  is  grown  fenfelefs ; 

(41)  Of  allhmt  yu^  {ktw  yif  Dois  ii  not  cmpil  ye  fj  The  true 
Reading,  1  make  no  doubt,  is/ueyt;  i.  e.  Doei  not  the  Diftra^lion 
of  this  unhappy  Lady,  for  your  fake,  court  you,  and  even  compel  yoa 
to  gratify  her?  This  Correction  does  not  only  make  the  Place  mora 
czpreflivey  but  haodfomly  introduces  the  half  Line  that  follows  it. 

Vol.  V.  Q.  Shs 
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She  will  not  UnoWj,  nor  fpcak  now. 

Rof.  Die  for  Love  ? 
And  Love  of  fuch  a  Youth  ?  Pd  die  for  ^  Dog  firft. 
'He  that  kills  me,  V\\  give  him  leave  to  cat  me  j 
ril  know  Men  better,  e'er  I  figh  for  any  of  'em. 

UU  Ye  have  done  a  worthy  aft.  Sir,  a  moft  famous ; 
Ye  have  kill'd  a  Maid  the  wrong  way,  ye  are  a  Conqueror* 

B.of.  A  Conqueror  ?  A  Cobler ;  hang  him  Sowter  ; 
Go  hide  thyfclf  for  flume,  go  lofe  thy  Memory, 
Live  not  'mongll  Men,  thou  art  a  Beaft,  a  Monfter, 
A  blatant  Beaft. 

Lii  If  ye  have  yet  any  Honefty, 
Or  ever  heard  of  any,  take  my  Counfel ; 
Off  with  your  Garters,  and  feek  out  a  Bough, 
A  handfom  Bough-,  for  I  would  have  ye  hang  like  a 

Gentleman  J 
And  write  fome  doleful  Matter  to  the  World, 
A  Warning  to  hard-hearted  Men. 

My.  Out  Kitlings: 
What  Catterwauling's  here?  What  Gibing? 
Do  you  think  my  Heart;  is  foftened  with  a  black  Santis  ? 
Sliew  me  fome  Reafbn. 

Enter  Oriana  on  a  Bed. 

• 

Rof.  Here  then,  here  is  a  Reafon. 

Nant.  Now,  if  ye  be  a  Man,  let  this  Sight  ffiakc  ye. 

La  Ca.  Alas  poor  Gentlewoman !  do  you  know  me. 
Lady? 

Lug.  How  flie  looks  up,  and  flares ! 

Oria.  I  know  ye  very  well  i 
You  are  my  Godfather,  and  that*s  the  Monfieur. 

De  Ga.  And  who  am  I  ? 

Oria.  You  are  Amadis  de  Gaul^  Sir. 
Oh,  oh,  my  Heart!  were  ye  never  in  Love,  fwect  Lady  ? 
And  do  you  never  dream  of  Flowers  and  Gardens? 
I  dream  of  walking  Fires ;  take  heed,  it  comes  now. 
Who's  that  ?  Pray  fland  away,  I  have  fcen  that  Face  furc  i 
How  light  my  Head  is! 

Rof.  Take  fome  Reft. 

Oria.  I  cannot. 

For 
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For  I  muft  be  up  to*morrow  to  go  to  Church, 
And  I  muft  drcfs  me,  put  my  new  Gown  on. 
And  be  as  fine  to  meet  my  Love :  Heigh  ho ! 
Will  not  you  tell  me  where  my  Love  lies  buried  ? 

Mxr.  He  is  not  dead :  Befhrew  my  Heart,  fhe  ftir^  mrl 

Oria.  He  is  dead  to  me. 

Afir.  Is't  poffiblc,  my  Nature 
Should  be  fo  damnable,  to  let  her  fuflfer  ?  l4fiJe.* 

Give  me  your  Hand, 

Oria.  How  foft  you  feel,  how  gentle  1 
I'll  tdl  your  your  Fortune,  Friend. 

Mir.  How  fhe  ftares  on  me !  [JJlde. 

Oria.  You  have  a  flattering  Face,  but  'tis  a  fine  one  i 
IVarrant  you  have  a  hundred  Sweet-hearts  j 
Will  ye  pray  for  me  ?  I  (hall  die  to-morrow. 
And  will  ye  ring  the  Bells  ? 

Mir.  I  am  moft  unworthy, 
I  do  confefs,  unhappy  |  [^jl/tde.]  Do  you  know  hie  ?j 

Oria.  I  would  I  did« 

Mir.  Oh  fair  Tears,  how  ye  take  me!  [jt/tdd 

Oria.  Do  you  weep  too  ?  You  have  not  loft  your  Lover ; 
You  mock  me ;  Kll  go  home  and  pray. 

Mir.  Pray  ye  pardon  me : 
Or  if  it  pleafe  ye  to  confider  juftly. 
Scorn  me,  for  I  deferve  it :  Scorn  and  fliame  me,^ 
Sweet  Oriana. 

Lii  Let  her  alone,  (he  trembles ; 
Her  Fits  will  grow  more  ftrong,  if  ye  provoke  her. 

La  Ca.  Certain  (he  knows  ye  not,  yet  loves  to  fee  ye : 
How  (he  fmiles  now  I 

Enter  Belleur. 

Bel.  (42)  Where  are  ye?  Oh,  why  do  not  you  laugh? 
Come  laugh  at  me  1 

What 

(42)    Wlin  are  ytf  Oh,  luhy  Jo  you  laugh  f  Comi  laugh  at  «#;] 
What  a  Contradiction  is  here  in  chefe  few  Words  ? 

— —  Why  Jo  you  laugh  at  mt  f  Come  laugh  at  me  ; 
And  ytt,  as  plain  as  it  is»  I  read  this  Paflage  feverai  times  over,  wtth- 
•dt  gbferving;  it;  and  *(is  owing  to  the  Copy  of  1652,  that  the  Writers 

0^2  havt 
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^hat  a  Pevil,  art  thou  (ad>  and  fitch  a  Sutajed^ 
Such  a  ridiculous  Subje&  as  I  am 
Before  thy  Face  ?         / 

Mir.  Prithee  put  oflF  this  Lightnefi, 
This  is  no  time  for  Mirth,  nor  Place;  I  have  us'd  too 

much  on't : 
I  have  undone  myfelf,  and  a  fwect  Lady, 
By  being  too  indulgent  to  my  Foolery^ 
Which  truly  I  repent ;  look  here. 

Bel.  What  ails  fhe? 

Mir.  Alas,  ihe^s  mad* 

Bel.  Mad? 
.    Mr.  Yes  too  fure,  for  nie  too. 

BeL  Doft  thou  wonder  at  that  ?  (43}  by  this  good  Light 
they're  all  fo. 
They're  coi^ning  mad,  they're  brawling  mad,  they^ 

proud  mad  ; 
They're  all,  all  mads  I  came  bom  a  World  of  mad 

WomeOf 
Mad  as  MarclhUzxt^i  Get  'em  in  Chaina,  then  deal 

with  'em. 
There's  one  that's  mad ;  fhe  feems  well,  but  flie  is  dog- 
mad.  , 
Is  fhe  dead  doft  think  ? 

Mir.  Dead!  Hcav'n  forbid.] 

Bel.  yeav'n  further  it ; 
For  till  they  be  Key-cold  dead,  there's  no  trufting  of  'em* 
Whatever  they  fecm,  or  howfoe'er  they  carry  it. 
Till  they  be  Chap-fain,  and  their  Tongues  at  Peace, 
Nail'd  in  their  Coffins  fure^  PU  ne'er  beliere  'cm. 
Shall  I  talk  with  her? 

Mir.  No,  dear  Friend,  be  quiet, 
And  be  at  Peace  a  while. 

Bel.  I'll  walk  afide. 
And  come  again  anon :  But  take  heed  to  her. 

have  their  own.    The  Abruptncfs  of  Beliiur^s  coming  upon  the  Sttge 
I  have  prevented  the  Reader*s  Surprifc  at,  by  infcrting. 
Enter  Belleur,  6'e/ori  bt  J^taks. 

(43)  ^9  this  Lifrbi  thfy  an  allfi,'\  Thus  read  the  Copies  of  every 
Dale,  but  that  of  1652. 

You 


J 


The  mid-Goofe  Chafe.  245 

You  fay  (he  is  a  Woman  ? 

Mir.  Yc3, 

Bel.  Take  great  heed : 
For  if  ffae  do  noi  cozen  diee,  then  hang  me. 
L.et  her  be  mad,  or  what  (he  wil},  flie'U  cheat  thee- 

lExii. 

Mir,  Away,  wild  Fool :  How  vild  this  fhews  in  him 
now  r 
Now  take  my  Faith,  before  ye  all  I  (peak  it. 
And  with  it,  my  repentant  Love. 

La  Ca.  This  feems  wdL 

Mr.  Were  but  this  Lady  clear  again,  whoie  Sorrows    , 
My  very  Heart  iftelts  for,  were  (he  but  perfe6fc,  > 

(For  thus  to  marry  her  would  be  two  M iferies) 
Before  the  richeft  and  the  nobleft  Beauty, 
France^  or  the  World  could  (hew  me,  I  woukl  take  her  i 
As  (he  now  is,  my  Tears  and  Prayers  fhall  wed  her. 

De  Ga.  This  makes  (ome  fmall  Amends. 

JRef.  She  beckons  to  ye. 
To  us  too,  to  go  off. 

Nam.  Let's  draw  afide  all. 

Oris.  Oh  my  beft  Friend ;  I  would  fainJ 

Mir.  What?  (he  fpeaks  wdh 
And  with  another  Yoke. 

Oria.  But  I  am  (earful. 
And  Shame  a  little  dops  my  Toi^ue^. 

Mr.  Spe^k  boldly. 

Oria.  Tell  ye,  Fm  well,  Pm  perfeft  well:  Pray  ye 
mock  not ; 
And  that  I  did  this  to  provoke  your  Nature  1 
Out  of  my  infinite  and  reftlefs  Love, 
To  win  your  Pity  ;  pardon  me. 

Mir.  Go  forward ; 
Whpfctyeon? 

^Oria.  None,  as  I  live,  no  Creature; 
Not  any  knew,  or  ever  dream'd  what  I  meant : 
Will  ye  be  mine  ?    , 

A£r.  *Tis  true,  I  pity  ye ; 
But  when  I  marry  ye,  ye  muft  be  wifer. 
Nothing  but  Tricks  ?  Devices  ? 

0,3  Oria 
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Oria.  Will  yc  (hamc  mc  ? 

Mir,  Yes  marry  will  I :  Come  near,  come  near,  a  Miracle ; 
The  Woman's  well ;  (he  was  only  mad  for  Marriage, 
Stark  mad  to  be  fton'd  to  Death ;  give  her  good  Counfel^ 
Will  this  World  never  mend  ?  Arc  yc  capght,  Damfel? 

Enter  Bcllcur,  La  Caftrc,  Lugier,  Nantolet,  De  Gard, 

Rofalure,  and  Bianca.      * 

Bel.  How  goes  it  now  ? 

Mir.  Thou  art  a  kind  of  Prophet, 
The  Woman*s  well  again,  and  would  have  gull'd  me^ 
Well,  excellent  well ;  and  not  a  Taint  upon  her. 

Bel.  Did  not  I  tell  ye  ?  Let  'em  be  wiiat  can  be. 
Saints,  Devils,  any  thing,  they  will  abufe  us; 
Thou  wert  an  Afs  to  believe  her  fo  long,  a  Coxcomb ; 
Give  'em  a  Minute  they'll  abufe  whole  Millions. 

Mir.  And  am  not  I  a  rare  Phyfician,  Gentlemen, 
That  can  cure  defperate  mad  Minds  ? 

De  Ga.  Be  not  infolent. 

Mir.  Well,  go  thy  ways :  From  this  Hour  I  difclaim 
thee, 
Unlefs  thou  haft  a  Trick  above  this :  Then  I'll  love  thee. 
Ye  owe  me  for  your  Cure  \  pray  have  a  Care  of  her, ' 
For  fear  (he  fall  into  Relapfe.     Come  Belleur^ 
We'll  fet  up  Bills  to  cure  difeafcd  Virginsl 

Bel.  Shall  we  be  merry  ? 

Mir.  Yes. 

Bel.  But  ril  no  more  Projefts : 
If  we  could  make  'em  mad,  it  were  fomc  Maftery.    [Exe. 

UL  I  am  glad  (he  is  well  again. 

Hof.  So  am  I,  certain ; 
Be  not  afhamed. 

Oria.  I  (hall  never  fee  a  Man  more. 

De  Ga.  Come,  ye  are  a  Fool  5  had  yc  but  told  mc  this 
Trick, 
He  (hould  not  have.gloried  thus. 

Lug.  He  (hall  not  long  neither. 

JU  Ca.  Be  rurd,  and  be  at  Peace:  yc  have  my  Confent, 
And  what  Power  I  can  work  with. 

mnt. 
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Nant.  Come,  leave  blufhing ; 
We  arc  your  Friends ;  an  honeft  way  compelled  ye ; 
Hcav*n  will  not  fee  fo  true  a  Love  unrccompcnc*d ; 
Come  in,  and  flight  him  coo. 

LMg.  The  next  (hall  hie  him.  \ExtUfa. 


A  C  T    V.      S  C  E  N  E     L 

Entir  De  Gard,  and  Lugier. 

DrG^.'rp WILL  be difcovcr'd. 

X        <^<S*  '^'^^s  (he  word  can  happen : 
If  there  be  any  way  to  reach,  and  work  upon  him ; 
Upon  his  Nature  fuddenly,  and  catch  him — That  he  loves. 
Though  he  diflemble  it,  and  would  fliew  contrary, 
And  will  at  length  relent.  Til  lay  my  Fortune, 
Nay,  more,  my  Life. 

ht  Ga.  Is  (he  won  ? 

Lug.  Yes,  and  ready,  . 
And  my  Defignments  let. 

De  Ga.  They  arc  now  for  Travel  j 
All  for  that  Game  again ;  they  have  forgot  wooing. 

Lug.  Let  'em,  we'll  travel  with  'em. 

DeGa.  Where's  his  Father  ? 

Lug.  Within ;  he  knows  my  Mind  too,  and  allows  it; 
Pities  your  Sifter's  Fortune  moft  fincerely  i 
And  has  appointed,  for  our  more  Afliftance, 
Some  of  his  fecret  Friends. 

£>e  Ga.  'Speed  the  Plough.  .     . 

Lug.  Well  faid ; 
And  be  you  ferious  too. 

De  Ga.  I  fhall  be  diligent     , 

Lug.  Let's  break  the  Ice  for  one,  the  reft  will  drink  too 
(Believe  me,  Sir)  of  the  lame  Cup ;  my  young  Gentle- 
women 
Wait  but  who  fets  the  Game  arfootj  tho'  they  fcem 
ftubborn, 

0^4  RcfcrvM, 
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Rcferv'd,  and  proud  now,  yet  I  know  their  Hearts, 

Their  Pulfcs  how  they  beat,  and  for  what  Caufc,  Sir, 

And  how  they  long  to  venture  their  Abilities 

In  a  true  Quarrel :  Husbands  they  muH  and  will  have» 

Or  Ntinneries,  add  thin  Collations 

To  -cool  their  Bloods :  Let^s  all  about  our  BuTinefs, 

And  if  this  fail,  let  Nature  work, 

Be  Ga.  Ye  have  arm'd  mc.  [^ExetM. 

>  ■      . 

SCENE       ir. 

Enter  Mirabel!,  Nantolet  and  La  Caftre. 

La  Ca.  Will  ye  be  wilful  then? 

Mir.  Tray,  Sir,  your  Pardon, 
For  I  muft  travel  5  lye  lazy  here. 
Bound  to  a  Wife  ?  Chained  to  her  Subtleties, 
Her  Humours,  and  her  Wills,  which  are  meer  Fetters  i 
To  have  her  to-day  pleas'd,  to-morrow  peevilh. 
The  third  Day  mad,  the  fourth  rebellious? 
You  fee,  before  they  are  marry'd,  what  Morifcees^ 
.  What  Masks  and  Mummeries  they  put  upon  us. 
To  be  ty*d  here,  and  lufFer  their  Lavalio^sf 

Nant,  *Tis  your  own  feeking.  ^ 

Mir.  Yes,  to  get  my  Freedom ; 
Were  they  as  I  could  wifti  Vm     ■ 

La  Ca.  Fools,  and  Meacocks^ 
To  endure  what  you  think  fit  to  put  upon  *cm ; 
Come,  change  your  Mind, 

Mir.  Not  before  I  have  chang'd  Air,  Father. 


And  run  all  Hazards,  Mifery,  and  lE^overty^ 

Enter  Pinac  and  Belleur* 

So  I  cfcape  the  dartgfenous  Bay  of  Matrimony, 
Pin.  Are  ye  refolv'd  ? 
Jlfifr.  Yes  certain  j  I  will  out  again. 

Pin. 
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Pin.  We  arc  for  ye.  Sir ;  we  arp  your  Servanu  once 
mor^i 
Oace  mo€c  we'll  feek  our  Fortune  in  &xzsi%t  Gountria ; 
Ours  is  ^00  icornfiil  for  us* 

Bel.  Is  there  ne'er  a  Land 
That  ye  bave  read,  or  heard  of,  (for  I  care  aoc  how  fiur 

it  be. 
Nor  under  what  pe(U£^fX>u8  Star  it  lies) 
A  happy  Kingdom  where  there  are  no  Women  f 
Nor  have  been  ever  i  Nor  no  mention 
Of  any  fuch  lewd  things,  with  lewder  Qualities? 
For  thither  would  I  travd;  where  'tis  F^ony 
To  confefs  ye  had  a  Mother ;  a  Miftrefi,  Treaibii, 

Ia  Ca.  Are  yoii  for  Travel  too? 

Bel.  For  any  thing ; 
For  living  in  the  Moon,  and  ftof^ing  Hedges, 
Ere  I  flay  here  to  be  abus'd,  and  baffl'd. 

NaiU.  Why  did  ye  not  break  your  Minds  to  me ;  they 
arc  my  Daughtersi 
And  fure  I  think  I  fhould  have  that  Command  over  'em. 
To  fee  'em  well  beftowM :  I  know  ye  are  Gentlemen, 
Men  of  fair  Parts  and  States ;  i  know  your  Parents  1 
And  had  ye  told  me  of  your  fair  Afiedk^ns— *-— « 
Make  but  one  Trial  more,  and  let  me  ieoond  ye. 

BeU  No^  rU  make  Hob-nails  firft,  and  mend<^d  Kettles: 
Can  ye  lend  me  an  Armour  of  high  Proof,  to  appear  in. 
And  two  or  thr^  Ftekl-pieces  to  defend  me  ? 
The  King's  Guard  are  meer  Pygmies. 

NafU.  They  will  not  eat  ye. 

Bel.  Yes,  a^  ydu  txx),  and  twenty  fatter  Monfieurs, 
If  their  high  Stomachs  hokl :  They  came  wkh  Ch(M)ping» 

Knives, 
To  cut  me  into  Rands,  and  Sirloins,  and  fo  powder  me. 
Conie,  (hall  we  go  ? 

Nant.  You  cannot  be  fo  diicourteous. 
If  ye  intend  to  go,  as  not  to  vifit  'em, 
And  take  your  leaves. 

Mir.  Xhat  we  dare  do,  and  civilly. 
And  thank  'em  too. 

Pin. 
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Pin.  Yes,  Sb,  we  know  that  (44)  Honeft^. 

Bel.  I'll  come  i*ih'  Rear,  forty  Foot  off,  Til  affurc  ye. 
With  a  good  Gun  in  my  Hand ;  I'll  no  more  Amazons, 
I  mean  no  more  of  their  Frights ;  Vll  make  my  three 

L«gs, 
Kifi  my  Hand  twice,  and  if  I  fmell  no  Danger, 
If  the  Interview  be  clear,  may  be  I'll  fpeak  to  her; 
I'll  wear  a  privy  Coat  too,  and  behind  me. 
To  make  thofe  Parts  fecure,  a  Bandog. 

La  Ca.  You  are  a  merry  Gentleman, 

Bel.  A  wary  Gentleman,  I  do  aflure  ye, 
I  have  been  warn'd,  and  muft  be  arm'd. 

LaO^.  Well,  Son, 
Thefe  are  your  hafty  Thoughts,  when  I  fee  you  arc  bent 

to  it) 
Then  I'll  believe,  and  join  wkb  ye,  fo  we'll  leave  ye. 
There's  a  Trick  will  make  ye  flay. 

Nant.  I  hope  fo.  [Exeunt. 

Mir.  We  have  won  immortal  Fame  now,  if  we  leave 


'em. 


Pin.  You  have,  but  we  have  loft. 

Mir.  Pinacj  thou  art  cozen'd ; 
I  know  they  love  ye ;  and  to  gain  ye  liandfomivy 
Not  to  be  thought  to  yield,  they  would  give  Milions ; 
Their  Father's  willingnefs,  that  muft  ne^s  (hew  ye— - 

Pin.  If  I  thought  fo. 

Mir.  Ye  fhall  be  hang*d,  ye  Recreant, 
Would  ye  turn  Renegado  now? 

Bel.  No,  let's  away.  Boys, 
Out  of  the  Air  and  Tumuk  of  their  Villanies; 
Though  I  were  married  to  that  Grafhopper, 
And  had  her  faft  by  th'  Legs,  I  ihould  think  (he  wouU 
cozen  me. 

Enter  a  young^Faffor. 

Fac.  Monficur  MirabeU^  I  take  it  ? 
Mir.  Y'are  i'th*  right,  Sir. 

(44)  ^^Hfftiify,'}  i.  e.  Good-breeding,  Good-ouumers. 

Fac. 
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Fat.  I  am  come  to  feek  yc.  Sir ;  I  have  been  at  your 
Father's, 
And  undcrftanding  you  were  here. 

AGr.  Ye  are  welcome : 
May  I  crave  your  Name  ? 

Fac.  Fofs^  Sir,  and  your  Servant ; 
That  you  may  know  me  better,  I  am  Faftor 
To  your  old  Merchant,  Lt  Verdure. 

ilfir.  How  does  he  ? 

Fac.  Well,  Sir,  I  hope,  he  is  now  at  Orkanee^ 
About  fome  BufineTs. 

Mir.  You  are  once  more  welcome ; 
Your  Matter's  a  right  honeft  Man,  and  one 
I  am  much  beholding  to,  and  mu^  very  fhort|y 
Trouble  his  Love  again.        . 

Fac.  You  may  be  bold.  Sir. 

Mtr.  Your  Bufinefs  if  you  pleafe  now  ? 

FaA  This  ic  is.  Sir. 
I  know  ye  well  remember  in  your  Travel  » 

A  Genoa  Merchant. 

Aiir.  I  remember  many. 

Fac.  But  this  Man,  Sir,  particularly ;  your  own  Benefit 
Muft  needs  imprint  him  in  ye :  One  Alberto^ 
A  Gentleman  you  fav'd  from  being  murder'd 
A  little  from  BoUonia. 

I  was  then  myfelf  in  Italy^  and  fupplyM  ye. 
Though  haply,  you  have  forgot  me  now. 

Mtr.  No,  I  remember  ye. 
And  that  jllberio  too  \  a  noUe  Gentleman ! 
More  to  remember  were  to  thank  myfelf.  Sir. 
What  of  that  Gentleman  ? 

Fac.  He  is  dead. 

Mir.  1  am  forry. 

Fac.  But  on  his  Death-bed^  leaving  to  his  Sifter 
AH  that  he  had,  befide  fome  certain  Jewels, 
Which,  with  a  Ceremony,  he  bequeathed  to  you. 
In  grateful  Memory  ;  he  commanded  ftriftly 
His  Sifter,  as  fhe  lov'd  him  and  his  Peace, 
To  fee  thofe  Jewels  fafe,  and  true  delivered ; 
And  with  them,  his  laft  Love.    She,  as  tender  to 

Obfcnrc 
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Ob&rve  his  Will^  not  milling  Friend  nor  Servant 
With  fuch  a  Wtight,  is  come  hcrfclf  to  Paru^ 
And*s  at  my  Mailer's  Houfe. 

Mir.  You  tell  me  a  Wonder. 

fac.  I  tell  ye  a  Truth,  Sir :  She  is  young  and  hand- 
fome. 
And  well  attended ;  of  much  State  and  Riches ; 
So  loving,  and  obedient  to  her  Brother, 
That  on  my  Confcience,  if  he  had  given  her  alio. 
She  would  naoll  willingly  have  made  her  tendo*. 

Mir.  May  not  1  fee  htr  ? 

Fac.  She  defines  it  heartily. 

Mir.  And  prefently  ? 

Fac.  She  is  now  about  fome  Bufinels, 
Fading  Accounts  of  fome  few  Debts  here  owing. 
And  buying  Jew.els  of  a  Merftaht. 

Mir.  Is  Ihe  wealthy  ? 

Fac.  r  would  ye  had  her.  Sir,  at  all  Adventurer 
Her  Brother  had  a  main  State. 

Mir.  And  fair  too  ? 

Fac.  The  Prime  of  all  thofe  Parts  of  //<ffy. 
For  Beauty,  and  for  Courtelie. 

Mir.  I  mull  needs  fee  her. 

Fac.  'Tis  all  herBufineli,  Sir.  Ye  may  now  foe  her. 
But  to  morrow  will  be  fitter  for  your  Vifitation, 
For  Ihe  is  not  vet  prepared. 

Mir.  Only  her  Sight,  Sir, 
And  when  you  Ihall  think  lit,  for  further  Vilic. 

Fac.  Sir,  ye  may  fee  her,  and  I'll  wait  your  coneung. 

Mir.  And  Til  be  with  ye  inllantly :  I  know  the  Hoi^ 
Mean  time,  my  Lx)ve,  and  Thanks,  Sir. 

Fac.  Your  poor  Servant.  >  \E9^. 

'  Pin.  Thou  hall  the  llrangell  Luck.  (45)  What  was 
th^t  ^berto? 

Mir. 

{45)  ' firangifi  luck^  nvbmi  'wms  tbatf\  Mirabel/ iBOnft  know 

Pin/ir^s  Meaning  by  his  Mumping,  if  this  is  to  flaad  fo.  For  the 
Reader'*  Diveriion  f  will  give  him  the  Text  of  the  Copy  of  1679, 
and  chat  of  171 1,  aHd  by  tim  Means  he  will  be  better  faiisiied  with 
the  true  Readiog  when  *ti9  (hewn  kin. 

Fac. 
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Mir.  An  honcft  noble  Merchant,  'cwas  my  Chance 
To  refcue  from  fotne  Rogues  had  sUmoft  (lain  him« 
And  he  in  Kindnefs  to  remember  this. 

Bd.  Now  we  (hall  have  you. 
For  all  your  Proceftacions,  and  your  Forwardneis^ 
Find  out  ftrange  Fortunes  in  this  Lady's  Eyes^ 
And  new  Enticements  to  put  off  your  Journey  i  , 
I  And  who  Hiall  have  Honour  then  I 

Mir.  No,  no,  never  fear  it : 
I  muft  needs  fee  her  to  receive  my  Legacy. 

BeL  If  it  be  cy*d  up  in  her  Smock,  Heaven  help  thtt: 
May  not  we  fee  too  ? 

Mir.  Yes,  afore  we  go. 
I  muft  be  known  myfelf  e'er  I  be  able 
To  make  thee  welcome :  Would  ft  thou  fee  more  Women? 
I  thought  you  had  been  out  of  Love  with  alL  ^ 

Bel.  I  may  be, 
I  find  that,  with  the  leaft  Encouragement ; 
Yet  I  defire  to  fee  whether  all  Countries 
Are  naturally  poflefs'd  with  the  fame  Spirits, 
For  if  they  be,  V\\  take  a  Monaftery, 
And  never  travel ;  for  I  had  rathpr  be  a  Frier, 
And  live  mewM  up,  than  be  a  Fool,  and  flouted 

il/ir.'Well,  well,  I'll  meet  ye  anon,   then  teH  yoo 
more,  Boys ; 

Fac.  Tour  poor  Sn^amt  ^^^-^Exit  Alberto. 

Pin.  TJkom  kmjt  tbt flrangefi  Luck^  nvkai  ^was  that? 

That  nads  tho  Copy  of  1679.  '^^  EcUtor  of  171 1  conhig  to  dui 
Place,  and  fooing  Ejfit  Albn-tQ^  rightly  ooDcMcd,  as  he  thought,  that 
Alhtrf  being  none  of  the  Dramatis  Ferfona^  of  conicquence  had  no 
Right  to  ^mA  after  Exit^  and  fo  ac  one  DaOi  ilrikes  him  out  and 

Fac,  Ymir  poor  Servant  ■  'Exit, 

bat  had  he  confider*d  that  the  ?  flood  in  the  wron^  Place,  and  that 

Alberto  was  put  above  its  proper  Line,  by  not  having  Room  in  the 
Page  to  ibnd  in  its  Order,  it  would  eafil/  have  made  him  fee,  that 
the  Copy  of  1679,  which  moilly  is  the  Authority  he  follows  in  that 
(171 1)  Edition,  was  exceeding  rights  and  Alherte  was  as  noceflary 
to  .be  kept  in  the  Text  after  £;ri/,  as  Emt  after  j9ur  f^r  Str^pani^ 
and  that  the  whole  fhould  have  run  chuf* 

■  ftrangeft  Luck^  what  nvas  that  Albe/to  ? 

and  then  Mirabtir%  Anfwer  is  clear  as  the  Light. 

Howe'cr 
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Howc'cr  ftand  prepared,  (46)  prcft  for  our  Journey ; 
For  certain,  we  fliall  go,  I  think,  when  I  have  feen  her. 
And  viewed  her  well. 

Pin.  Go,  go,  and  we'll  wait  for  yc ; 
Your  Fonune  direds  ours. 

Bel.  You  (hall  find  us  i*th*  Tavern, 
Lamenting  in  Sack  and  Sugar  for  our  Lofles ; 
If  (he  be  right  Italiaftj  and  want  Servants, 
You  may  prefer  the  prop*reft  Man— -^ 
How  1  could 

Worry  a  Woman  now  ?  Pin.  Come,  come,  leave  prating; 
Ye  may  have  enough  to  do,  without  this  boafting. 

lExcunL 

SCENE         IIL 

» 

Enter  Lugier,  De  Gard,  Rofalure,  4nd  LilliA. 

Lug.  This  is  the  laft  Adventure. 

De  Ga.  And  the  tiappiefl:. 
As  we  hope  too. 

Rof.  We  (hbuld  be  glad  to  find  it. 

JJl.  Who  (hall  conduct  us  thither  ? 

Lug.  Your  Man  is  ready. 
For  I  muft  not  be  feen ;  no,  nor  this  Gendeman  % 
That  may  beget  Sufpicion ;  all  the  reft 
Are  People  of  no  Doubt ;  I  would  have  ye.  Ladies, 
Keep  your  old  Liberties,  and  do  as  we  inftruft  ye : 
Cbme,  look  not  pale,  you  (hall  not  lofe  your  Wi(hes, 
Nor  beg  'em  neither,  but  be  yourfelvcs,'and  happy. 

Rof.  I  tell  ye  true,  I  cannot  hold  off  longer. 
Nor  give  no  more  hard  Language. 

De  Ga.  You  (hall  not  need. 

Rof.  I  love  the  Gentleman,  and  muft  now  (how  it  $ 
$hall  I  beat  a  proper  man  out  of  Heart  ? 

Lug.  There's  none  advifcs  ye. 

Lil.  'Faith  I  repent  me  too. 

Lug.  Repent,  and  fpoil  all; 
Tell  what  you  know,  ye  had  beft. 

(46)  Prejf]  Prepared,  ready. 

LU. 
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_      rU  tell  what  I  think; 
For  if  he  ask  me  now»  if  I  can  love  him, 
V\\  tell  him  yes»  I  can  :  The  Man's  a  kind  Man, 
And  out  of  his  true  Honefty  affcds  n)e, 
Akhough  he  plaid  the  Fool,  which  I  requited, 
Muft  I  ftill  hold  him  at  the  Staves  end  ? 

Lug.  You  arc  two  ftrange  Women. 

Rof.  We  may  be,  if  we  fool  ftill.  ' 

Ijig.  Dare  ye  believe  me  ? 
Follow  but  this  Advice  I  have  fet  you  in  now. 
And  if  ye  lofc— Would  ye  yield  now  {o  bafely  i 
Give  up  wkhout  your  Honours  iaved  i 

De  Go.  Fie,  Ladies. 
Prclcrve  your  Freedom  ftill. 

IM.  Well,  well,  for  this  time. 

Lug.  And  carry  that  full  State. 

R^.  That's  as  the  Wind  ftands ; 
If  it  begin  to  chop  about,  and  fcant  us. 
Hang  me — but  I  know  what  1*11  do ;  come  dired  us, 
I  make  no  doubt,  we  fliall  do  handfomely. 

De  Ga.  Some  Part  o'  the  way  we'll  wait  upon  yoU|* 
Ladies; 
The  reft  younMan  fupplies. 

Lug.  Do  well,  Pll  honour  ye.  ^^EMunl^ 

S    C    E    N    E.    IV. 

Enter  FiSor  and  Mirabtll,  Oriana,  and  two  Merchants. 

Fac.  L^k  ye.  Sir,  there  (he  is,  you  fee  how  bufie ; 
Methinks  you  are  infinitely  bound  to  her,  for  her  Journey. 

Mir.  Ho^  glorioufly  flieihews!  She  is  a  tall  Woman. 

Fac.  Of  a  fair  Size,  Sir.  My  Mafter  not  being  at  home, 
I  have  been  lb  out  of  my  Wits,  to  get  her  Company : 
I  mean.  Sir,  of  her  own  fair  Sex,  and  FaHiion. 

Mir.  Afkr  off,  (he  is  moft  fair  too. 

Fac.  Near,  moft  excellent.     ^' 
At  length,  I  have  entreated  two  fair  Ladies, 
And  happily  you  know  'en;),  the  young  Daughters 
Of  Monueur  Nantokt. 

Mir. 
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Mir.  I  know  *cm  well.  Sir. 
What  arc  thofc  ?  Jeweb  ? 

Fac.  All. 

Mir.  They  make  a  rich  flicw  ? 

Fac.  There  is  a  matter  of  ten  thoufiind  Pounds  toa 
Was  owing  here :  You  fee  thofe  Merchants  witii  hier  ^ 
They  have  brought  it  in  now. 

Mtr.  How  handfomely  her  Shape  fliews ! 

Fac.  Thofe  are  ftill  neat ;  Your  liaHaas  are  moft  curiousi 
Now  (he  looks  this  way. 

Mir.  She  has  a  goodly  Prefenee, 
How  full  of  Courtefie?  Weil,  Sir,  TU  leave  ye. 
And  if  I  may  be  bold  to  bring  a  Friend  or  two. 
Good  noble  Gentlemen  ■ 

Fac.  No  doubt,  ye  oMty,  Sir. 
For  you  have  moft  conMnand. 

Mir.  I  have  feen  a  Wonder.  lExil. 

Oria.  Is  he  gone  ? 

Fac.  Yes. 

Oria.  How? 

Fac.  Taken  to  the  utmoft, 
A  Wonder  dwells  about  him. 

Oria.  He  Hid  not  guefs  at  me  ? 

Fac.  No,  be  fecure ;  ye  (hew  another  Woauui, 
He  is  gone  to  fetch  his  Friends. 

Oria.  Where  are  the  Gentlewomen  ? 

Fac.  Here,  Here,  now  they  arc  come. 
Sit  flill,  and  let  them  fee  ye. 

£;f/^^ofalure,*Lillia,  and  Servant. 

Rof.  Pray  ye,  Where's  my  Friend,  Sir? 

Fac.  She  is  within,  Ladies,  but  here's  another  Gentle- 
woman, 
A  ftranger  to  this  Town :  So  pleafe  you  vifit  ber^ 
'Twill  be  well  taken. 

Lit.  Where  fs  (he?       *  ^ 

Fac.  There,  above.  Ladies. 

Ser,  'Blefsme:  What  thing  is  this?  TwoPinacles 
Upon  her  Pate !  Is't  not  a  Glode  to  catch  Woodcocks? 

Rof.  Peace,  ye  rude  Knave. 

Ser. 
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Str^  What  a  bouncing  Bum  (he  has  tool 
There-s  Sail  enough  for  a  Cartack. 

i2^y;  Whae  is  this  Lady? 
Fot  a^  I  live,  fhe's  a  goodly  Woman. 

Fac.  Guefs,  %\S^. 

Lil.  I  have  noD  focn  a  nobler  Preience^ 

Ser.  'Tis  a  lufty  Wtfnch :  Now  could  I  Ipend  my 
Forty -pence. 
With  all  my  Heart,  to  have  but  One  fling  at  her  ; 
To  give  her  but  a  Wafhing  blotv. 

IM.  Ye  Rafcal 

Sn'.  Ay  that's  all  a  Man  hi^  Tor's  good  will :  Twill 
be  long  enough. 
Before  ye  cry.  Come  jUibtnuf  and  ki&  me. 

Lil.  V\\  have  ye  whidt.  ^ 

Rof.  Has  my  Friena  feen  this  Lady  ? 

Fac.  Yes,  yes,  and  is  w'elt  known  to  her. 

Rof.  I  much  admire  her  Freience; 

LiA  Sodoltoo: 
For  I  proteft,  (he  is  the  handfomeft^ 
The  rareft,  and  the  neweft  to  mine  Eye 
That  ever  I  faw  yet. 

^  Rof.  I  ior^  to  know  her; 
My  Friend  ma;f  1  do  that  Kindnd). 

Oria.  So  Ihe  fhaH  Laidi^, 
Come,  pray  ye  come  up. 

Rof.  Ome! 

IM.  Hang  me  if  I  knew  her : 
Were  I  a  N^n  Oiyfelf,  I  iliould  now  loVe  ye  1 
Nay,  I  (hould  doat. 

Rof  I  dare  not  truft  mine  Eyes ; 
For  as  I  live  ye  are  the  ftrangelieft  alter'd  % 
I  muft  come  up  to  know  the  Truth, 

Ser.  Somuft(,  Lady: 
For  I  am  a  kind  of  Unbeliever  too. 

Lil.  Get  ye  gone,  Sirrah } 
And  whdt  ye  have  feen,  be  fecret  in:  Yott  are  paid  elfir# 
No  more  of  your  long  Tongue. 

Fac,  Will  ye  go  in  Ladies, 
And  taUc  with  her  ?  Tbefe  Venturers  wUl  come  Ilraight: 

Vot.  V.  R  Away 
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Away  with  this  Fellow.  ' 

Lil.  There  Sirrah,  go  difport  ye.  [mc 

Ser.  1  would  the  trunk-hos'd  Woman  would  go  with 

\Exit. 
S    C    E    N    E.     V. 

Enter  Mirabell,  Pinat,  and  BcUeur. 

Pin.  Is  (he  fo  glorious  hahdfortie  ? 

Mir.  You  would  wonder  5 
Our  Women  look  like  Gipfies,  like  Gills  to  her  j 
Their  Cloaths  and  Fafhions  beggarly,  and  Bankrupt, 
Bafe,  old,  and  fcurvy.  . 

Bd.  How  looks  her  Face  ? 

Mir.  Mod  heavenly. 
And  the  becoming  Motion  of  her  Body        ' 
So  fets  her  off. 

BA.  Why  thea  we  fhall  ftay.      ' 

Mir.  Pardon  mcy 
That's  more  than  I  know,  if  fhe  be  that  Woman, 
She  appears  to  be. 

Bel.  As  'tis  impoflible. 

Mvr.  I  fhall  then  tell  ye  mott.- 

Pin.  Did  ye  fpeak  to  her  ? 

Mir.  No,  no,  I  only  Ciwher,  fliewasbufie;  ' 
Now  I  go  for  that  End ;  and  mark  her.  Gentlemen, 
If  (he  appear  not  to  ye  one  o'th*  fweeteft. 
The  hand(bme(l,  the  faireft  in  Behaviour — — * 
We  (hall  meet  the  two 
Wenches  there  too,  they  cOiiie  to  vifit  her. 
To  wonder,  as  wqd6. 

Pin.  Then  we  (hall  meet  'tm. 

Bel.  I  had  rather  meet  two  Bears. 

Mir.  There  yoii  may  take  your  Leaves,  dijpatch  that 
Bufinefs, 
And  as  ye  find  their  Humours. 

Pin.  Is  your  Love  there  too? 

Mir.  Noccrrain,  (hchasrip-^reaf  Heart  to  fctout  again^ 
this  is  the Houfe,  1*11  li (her  ye,  -        •' 

Bel.  niblefsme,  '•  -        ^         '      /     .      . 

And  take  a. good  H^rt  if  I  can.  .  r      .    *  , 

Mir,  Come,  nobly.     '  '       '  '{Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VI. 

Enter  FaSlor^  Rofalure^  Lillia,  and  Oriana. 
Fac.  They  arc  come  in  j  fit  you  two  ofF  as  Strangers, 

•    Enter  Boy. 

Thcic  Lady :  Whereas  the  Boy  ?  be  ready.  Sirrah, 
And  clear  your  Pipes  i  thcMufick  now;  they  enter.  [Afij^tfit/ 

Enter  Mirabel!,  Pinac,  and  Belleur. 

Pirn  What  a  Sute  ihe  keeps!  How  far  off  they  (k 
from  her ! 
How  rich  fhe  is !  I  marry,  this  fhews  bravely. 

Bel.  She  is  a  lufty  Wench,  and  may  allure  a  good  Man, 
But  if  fhe  have  a  Tongue,  I'll  not  give  Two-Pence  for 

her: 
There  fits  my  Fury^  bow  I  fhake  ta  fee  her^ 

Fac.  Madam,  this  is  the  Gencfeman.        ^ 

Mir.  How  fweet  fhe  kifTcs!  [Mfide^l 

She  has  a  Spring  dwells  on  her  Lips,  aParadifo^  ^ 

This  is  the  Legacy. 

SON    G. 

From  the  honoured  dead  I  bring 
ftbus  bis  Love  and  taft  Offering. 
Take  it  nobly 9  *tis  your  due^ 
From  a  Friendjhip  ever  true.  ' 
From  a  Faitb^  &c. 

Ori.  Mofl  nob!c.  Sir, 
This  from  my  now  dead  Brother,  as  his  Love, 
And  grateful  Memory  of  your  great  Benefit  \ 
From  me  my  Thanks,  my  Wiflies,  and  my  Service. 
'Till  I  am  more  acquainted  I  am  filent. 
Only  I  dare  fay  this,  you  are  truly  Noble. 

Mir.  What  fhould  I  think  ? 

Pin.  Think  ye  have  a  bandfome  Fortune, 
Would  I  had  fuch  another.  ' 

Rof.  Yc  are  well  met,  Gentiemen, 

R  2  We 


26o         T!he  Wiid-Godfi  Cbaf^.: 

Vfe  hear  ye  arc  for  Travel  ? 
Pin.  Ye  hear  true.  Lady, 
And  come  to  take  our  Leaves. 

Lil.  Vf  en  Along  wit^^Cp 
We  ice  youare  pown  fo  witty  by  your  Journey^ 
We  cannot  chuifc  but  ftep  out  too :  This  Lady 
We  mean  to  wait  upon  as^  Far  as  Italy. 

Bel.  I'll  crave]  into  JVaUs^  anH)ng(l  {beMonmaiMi 
I  hope  they  cannot  iiod  nic. 

Rof.  If  you  go  further. 
So  good  and  free  Society  we  hold  ye, 
W^'Jl  jfag  along  too.  -- 

Pin.  Are  ye  fo  valiant.  Lady  ? 

ni:  Andiitre'll  bfe  ineri^^  Sir^  aodi^u^k 
,  JPfef.  Ittnay  be 
Wefll-gQ  by  Sea. 

Lil.  Why  'tis  the  only  Voyage ; 
I  love  a  Sca-voyagev  and  a  Muftrmg  TtflDfieft  ; 
And  let  all  ipfct.     . 

P£ir.  This  is  a  dainty  Danlfel :  : 

I  think  'twill  tame  yc :  Can)  ye  ride  Poft  ?> 

Lil.  Q  excellently:  I  am  never  weary  that  i#ay  ; 
A  hundred  Mile  a  Day  is  nothing  with  me. 

Bel.  I'll  travel  under Grddnd.  \j^de.']  Do  you  hear, 
fweet  Lady  ? 
I  find  it  will  be  dangerous  for  a  Woman., 

Rof.  No  danger.  Sir,  I  warrant  5  I  love  to  be  under. 

Bel.  I  fee  ftie  will  abgTe  m?  all  the  World  over  : 
But  fay  we  pafs  through  Germany^  and  drink  hard^ 

Rof.  We'll  learn  to  drink  and  fwaggcr  too. 

Bel.  She'll  beat  me.  [j^^ 

Lady,  Pll  liyc  atHohic       ' 

Rof.  AndrillivciviAthcc; 
And  we'llkccp  Houfejccgetber. 

Bel.  ril  keep  Hounds  firft.; 
And  thofc  I  hate  right teartiiy. 

Pin.  I  go  for  ^utky^ 
And  fo  it  may  be  up  into  P&fiai 

Lil.  We  cannot  know  too  much,  1*11  tiAvd  Widi  yc. 

Pin.  And  you'll  abufciBe:? 

LH.  Like  enough.  Pin. 


Pin.  'Tk-dainty.     \ 

Bel.  I  will  li^e  in  a  Bawdy'^houfir. 

Rdf.  I  A2ctt  come  to  ye.  : 

^^/.  Say,  Pnli  difpod^l  to  luhg  rriyfelf  ? 

Rof.  There  I'll  ,  ^ 

Leave  yc.    Bet,  t  amgkd  I  know  haw  ta  avoid  je[  , 

Mir.  May  I  fpeak  yet?   Fac.  She  bcckcns  toyc.  Mr. 
Lady, 
[  (X)uld  wHK  1  knew  bow  to  i^ompencei 
Even  with  the  Serviee  of  my  Lifei  tboTe  PainS) 
And  thofe  high  j^avoursyoir  have  thrown  upQQ  me  1 

rill  I  be  more  defertfol  in  v^p  Bye, 

A.nd  till  my  Duty  fhall  mak^  ktfovm  I  honoor  ye, 

Nobleft^o^Wotfien,  do  nfie  but  tKid  Favour 

To  accept  this  back  again,  as  a  po^  Teftimony. 

Oria]  I  muft  have  you  too- with -i?m  5  clfe  the  Will, 
That  fays  they  huift  reft  with  jk,  is  infring^d,^  Sir  \ 
Which  pardon  me,  I  dare  not  do. 

Mir.  Take  me  then ;    ^ 
And  take  me  with  the  trueft  Love. 

Oria.  *Tis  certain. 
My  Brother  ktv^d  ye  dearly,  and  f  ought 
As  dearly  to  preferve  that  Love.    But,  Sir, 
Though  I  were  willing,  thefe  are  but  your  Ceremonies. 

Mir.  As  I  have  Life,  I  f^k  my  Sdul. 

Oria.  I  like  ye. 
But  how  you  can  like  me,  without  1'^  TefHmojiy, 
A  Stranger  to  ye.— — — 

Mir.  V\\  marry  ye  immediatdy^ 
A  fair  State  I  dare  promife  y<^. 

Bel.  .Yet  fhe'U  cozen  thee.  - 

Oria.  Would  fome  fair  Gentleman  diirft  promife  for  ye. 

*Mir.  By  all  that's  good.— — 

Enter  La  Cadre,  Nantolet,  LMgier,  and  dc  Gardi 

M.  And  wcMI  make  up  the  reft.  Lady. 

Oria.  Tl^en  Oriana  takes  ye  v^  nay,  fhe  has  caught  ye ; 
If  ye  ftart  now  let  all  the  World  cry  (hame  on  ye : 
I  have  out-travell*d  ye. 

Bel.  Did  not  t  %  (he  would  cheat  thee  ? 
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Mir.  I  thank  ye,  I  am  pleasM  ye  have  deceived  me ; 
And  wilh'ngly  I  fwalbw  it,  and  joy  in'c ; 
And  yet  perhaps  I  knew  ye :  W  hofe  Plot  was  this  i 

Dig.  He  is  not  a(ham*d  that  caft  it:  He  that  executed, 
FolJowcd  your  Father's  Will. 

Mir.  What  a  Wbrki's  this,  nothing  but  Craft  and  Co- 
zenage? 

Ori.  Who  begun.  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Well ;  I  do  take  thee  upon  n^eer  Compaffion ; 
And  I  do^think,  I  fhall  Jove  thee.     As  a  Teftimony, 
I'll  bum  my  Book,  and  turn  a  new  Leaf  over. 
But  thele  fine  Cloaths  you  Ihall  wear  ftill. 

Orl  I  obey  you,  Sir,  in  all. 

Nant.  And  how !;  how,  Dai^hters !  what  Jpty  you  te 
thefe  Gentlemen  ? 
[What  fey  ye.  Gentlemen^  to  the  Girls  ? 

Pin.  By  my  troth— —if  Ihc  can  love  me. 

HI, «  ..  How  long  ? 

Pin.  Nay,  if  once  ye  love. 

Lil.  Then  take  me. 
And  take  your  Chance. 

P/«.  Moft  willingly,  y<^  are  mine,  Lady, 
And  if  I  ufc  ye  not,  that  ye  may  love  me. 

IM.  A  Match  i'faith. 

Pin.  Why  now  ye  travel  with  me. 

Rof.  How  that  thing  Hands ! 

Bel.  (47)  It  will  tf  ye  urge  it. 
Blcfs  your  five  Wits. 
.     Rof.  Nay,  'prithee  if  ay,  V\\  have  thee. 

Bel.  You  muft  ask  me  Leave  firft. 

i^^.  Wik  thou  ufe  me  kindly. 
And  beat,  me  but  oftce  a  Week .? 
■  \Stf/.  If  ye  dcfcrve  no  TOore.  •   • 

Rof.  Ajid  wilt  thou  get  me  with  Child  ? 

Bet.  Dofi:  thou  ask  me  ferioufly  ? 

Rof.  Yes  indeed  do  I. 

Bel.  Yes,  I  will  get  diee  with  Child,  come  prefently, 

(47)  Bell.  //  luill  if  yi  ur^i  ii.]  The  want  of  a  Negative  makes 
Billeur  ky  JH(b  the  contrary  to  what  he  de%n*d, 
//  w///  not  //  ye  urge  it^ 

And'ij 
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And't  be  but  in  Re^enK,  Til  do  thee  that  Courtefie. 
Well,  if  thou  wilt  fear  God,  and  me,  have  at  thee. 

Rof.  I'll  love  ye,  and  1*1]  honour  ye. 

Bel.  I  am  pleas'd  then. 

Mr.  This  WUd-Gcofe  Chafe  is  done»  we  have  won  o^both 
fides. 
Brother,  your  Love,  and  now  to  Church  of  all  Handsi 
Let's  lole  no  time. 

Pin.  Our  ttavelh'ng,  C48)  lay  by. 

Bel.  No  more  for  Ttafy  \  for  the  Low  Countries^*  L 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


'layly. 


(4«)       .   ^ 

Bell.  ^0  mari  fir  Italy,  fir  ibi  Low  CoantriesJ  The 
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prefeffttime,  viz.  of  makiiigcacn  Drama  conclade  in  a  Jingle. 
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PROLOGUE. 

YO IPR  E  wekome^  Gentlemen^  and  wouU  our  Feaft 
Werefo  well  feafon^d^  Of  pUafe  ev^ry  Gueft ; 
Ir^enuous  Appetites  J  1  hope  we  JhalU 
And  their  Examples,  may  prevail  in  aBj 
Our  noble  Friend^  who  writ  this^  hid  me  fay ^ 
Hid  rather  drefs^  upon  a  Triumph-Bay^ 
My  Lord  Mayor^s  Feaft^  and  make  him  Sasues  too^ 
Sauce  for  etf^fev'ral  Mouthy  nay  further  go^ 
Hid  rather  buildup  thofe  invincible  Pies 
And  Caftle-Cuftards  that  affright  all  Eyes^  * 
Nay  eat  *em  all  and  their  Artilkrif^ 
^nban  drefi  for  fuch  a  curious  Company 
One  Jingle  t)ijh ;  yet  Jne  has  pleased  ye  too, 
Jindyou^ve  confefs^d  he  knew  well  what  to  do\ 
Be  hungry  as  you  were  wont  to  be^  and  bring 
Sharp  Stomachs  to  the  Stories  hejhalljing. 
And  ha  dare  yet  y  he  fays^  prepare  a  7'able 
SMI  make  you  fo)^ 9  well  dreft^  and  he  well  able. 
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ALphonfo,  Ying  ^Naples,  elder  Brother  /(?  Frederick. 
Frederick,  tmn^tural  trnd  Hbidikous  BiKUbm^  t(K$l' 

phonfoy,  ^  Ufurp^r  of  kis  Kifss^m^  . 
Sorano,  a  Lord^  Brother  to  Evanthe,.  Fi^dcficJ^V  wwi^^ 

Inftrument. 
Valcrio,  a  noble  young  Lord^  Servapt^  afietzat^rd  marriifl 

to  Evanthe. 
Camillo,   j 

Clc^nthfiM^^  dwee^  botte^ 
Menallo,  j  I 

Rugio,  an  bonejl  f/irdx  Friend  to,  Alptumfo. 
Marco,  tf  Fr/«r,.  Aslpbpnfo'sir/W. 
Podramo,  a  neckjfary  Creature  to  Sofa(io* 
Tonie,  Kf^FrtdtncV^^Knavi/bPool: 
Caftruccio,  Captain  of  the  Citadel^  ah  boneff^l^an. 
Cupid)  Graces,  mir&  qtbei^  M(hfqUers. 

Citizens^    Lawyer^  Phy^cian^  Captain^  Qet-pur/e^   Foef^ 

and  jlHendants. 


W  Q  Wl  £  N. 
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^een^  ^/if /o  Frederick,  a  virtuous  Lady. 
Evanthe,  Sifler  /e?  Sorano,  the  ehafiefffifeofVa]mOy  or 
a  fVife  for  a  Month.  ^  7^ 

Caflandra,  anoldBawd^  ff^aiting-woman  to  Evsinthc. 

Ladies. 

City  IVives. 
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A  C  T    I.      S  GEN  E    I. 

£iifer  King  PredtriClc,  Sortno,  Valerio,  CamiJIo,  Clantha, 
Meoallo,  ajtd  JHfndaittf. 

SO  R  J  NO. 
BILL  your  Grace  fpcak? 
]      Fred.  Let  mc  aionty  Sormo, 
Although  ■nyThDUghiBfteiarad/ttey'n'tt^  ' 
rarnc  to  me. 
Sor.  Tou  know  Prti  privMc  at  yoQr  fttOK 
Wifhts, 

Ready  «>  fling  my  Soul  upon  yourfierWce, 
£re  your  Connnand  be  on't. 
^prid-  Bid  thoft  depln. 
Sor.  You  muft  retire,  my  Lords. 
Cam.  WhRC  new  Defign 
Ij  hammefiflg  in  his  Head  now  ? 

CU.  Let's  pray  heartily 
None  of  our  Headi  meet  with'ti  my  WifetB  old. 
That's  all  my  Comforr. 

Men.  Mine's  ugly,  that  I  ^m  furc  on. 
And  I  think  honcil  too,  'twould  make  me  Ihrt  elfe. 
Cam.  Mine's  troubled  in  the  Country  with  a  Ferer, 
And  fooie  km  kfirmities  elie ;  he  look*  agaiQ* 

Come 
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Come  let's  retire,  certain  'tis  fome  She-bufincfi 

This  new  Lord's  employed  in.    VaU  VW  not  be  far  off, 

Becaufe  I  doubt  the  Caufe.  {Exii. 

Fred.  Are  they  all  gone? 

Sar.  All  but  your  faithful  Servant. 

Fred.  I  would  tell  thee, 
But  'tis  a  thing  thou  canft  not  like, 

•  Sor.  Pray  ye  fpeak  it, 
Is  it  my  Head  ?  i  have  it  ready  for  ye.  Sir : 
Is'caoy  Action  in  my  Powei*  ?  My  Wit? 
I  care  not  of  what  Nature,  nor  what  follows. 

Fred.  I  am  in  Love.  • 

Sor.  That's  th*  leaft  thing  of  a  Thoufand, 
The  eafieft  to  atchieve. 

Fred.  But  with  whom,  5^raw  ? 

Sor.  With  whomybu  pleafe,  you  muft  not  be  deny^d.  Sir* 

Fred.  Say  it  be  with  one  of  thy  Kinfwomen. 

Sar.  Say  with  all, 
I  ihall  more  love  your  Grace,  ^  I  fhall  more  honour  ye. 
And  would  I  had  enough  to  ferve  your  Pleafure. 

Fred.  Why  'tis  thy  Sifter  then,  the  fair  Evanibe^ 
Fll  be  plain  with  thee. 

Sor.  ril  be  as  plain  with  you.  Sir, 
She  brought  not  her  Perfeftions  to  the  World, 
To  lock  them  in  a  Cafe,  or  bang  'em  by  her. 
The  ufe  is  all  (be  breeds  'em  for ;  fhc's  yours.  Sir. 

Fred.  Doft  thou  mean  ferioufly ! 

Sor.  I  mean  my  Sifter ; 
And  if  I  had  a  Dozen  more,  they  were  all  yours : 
Some  Aunts  I  have,  they  have  been  handfom  Women, 
My  Mother's  dead  indeed,  and  fonie  few  Coufins 
That  are  now  (hooting  up,  we  (hall  (ee  ihordy. 

Fred.  No,  'tis  Evanthe.  • 

Sor.  I  have  lent  my  Man  to  her 
Upon  fome  Bufmefs  to  come  (i)  prefently. 
Hither  (he  (hall  come ;  your  Grace  dare  fpeak  unto  her  ? 

(1) preftnihf 

YMv\itr,  Jbt  Jhall  comt\ ]  HUhtr^  L  t,  into  your  Apart- 
ments. Bat  Soran§  could  uot  fty  that  he  hzA/entfor  her  to  come  thither. 
The  Comwta  therefore  fhould  be^  aa  I  have  pat  it|  9£w[  frefinth. 

Largp 
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Large  golden  Prodoifes,  and  fweet  Language,  Sir, 
You  know  what  they  work ;  lhe*s  a  compleat  Courtier  r 
Befides  TU  fet  in. 

ir^^.  She  Walloon  my  Queen. 
What  Jealoufv  and  Anger  may  ariie, 
Incenfing  her  r 

Sor.  You  have  a  ^txxl  fweet  Lady»  ^ 

A  Woman  of  to  crn  and  ftill  a  Ten^xr, 
She  knows  not  Anser  %  fay  flie  were  a  Fury, 
Pd  thought  you  had  been  ablblute,  .the  great  King, 
(a)  The  Fountain  of  alt  Honours,  Plays  and  PleaTureii 
Your  Will  and  your  Commands  unbounded  allQ  s 
Go  g^  a  Pair  of  Beads  and  learn  to  pray.  Sir. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  your  Servant  ftays. 

S0r.  Bid  him  come  hither, 
And  bring  the  Lady  with  him.    B'ed.  I  will  woo  her, 
jAnd  either  lofe  myfelf,  or  Win  her  Favour. 

Sor.  She's  coming  in. 

Fred.  Thy  Eyes  fhoot  through  die  Door, 
They  are  (b  piercing,  that  the  Beams  they  dart 
Give  new  Light  to  the  Room. 

Mfit^r  Ppdramo  ^nd  Evanthe. 

Evan.  Whither  doft  thou  go  ? 
This  is  the  King^s  fide,  and  his  private  Lodgings, 
What  Bufinefs  have  I  here  i 

Pod.  My  Lord  fene  for  ye. 

(2)  ni  Fottntaim  0/  all  H^nwrs,  Plays  mnJ  PliM/uris, 

Tmr  Will  and  ymr  .Commands  unbmmdid  alfi  i\   The  Cenfurt 
cliis  P^iflage  is  liable  to  I  would  endeavour  to  wipe  off»  by  readings 

'  P*ix)t  and  Plea/unst 
Or  throvviog  a  Word  in  at  the  be^^mung;  of  the  iecond  Line»  and  alter- 
ing the*  Pointing  in  the  firil ; 

7bi  FomntatH  of  all  Honours  i  Pains  4md  fltafura 
Waiting  jrMff  Wiil^  and  your  Commands  unbonnded. 
/.  #.  I  took  you  to  be  a  great  Kinff  that  could  punifli  or  reward  by  ar- 
binary  Willy  and  with  an  unboonded  Authority.  But  the  true  Readio|^ 
as  well  as  the  ndoft  obvious^  is  this, 

Tbi  Fountain  of  all  Honours^  Place  and  Pleafuns. 
So  in  the  laft  Aa  of  this  Play  Urbino  (Falerio  difguis'd)  (ays» 
/  lo<vi  my  Friend^  not  uuafnr^d  out  by  Timf^ 
Nor  bir'd  by  Circnmftana  of  Place  snd  Hondur. 

Evan. 
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Evan,  Hit  Lodgingi  art  bek>W|  fOu  are  miftdicat 
Wekft  chtm  M ifae  Scafr-fboc« 

Tod.  Good  fweet  Madam. 

Evan.  I  am  no  Couns'iior^  nor  knportttnc  Siftof^ 
Nor  have  no  private;  Bofincfi  through  thefe  ChAmberf g 
To  feck  him  this  way  \  o*  my  Life  thou'rt  dmnkg 
Or  worfe  than  drunk^  hir*d  i»  ^ftrcjr  oat  hkher  . 
To  fome  bafe  Ends  §m^  1  Idolt  an  {^  tetter^ 
Thou  haft  a  bMTdy  Faoe»  and  I  aUior  ibe^ 
A  bealUy  bawvdy  Faee^  Tli  ^  d^  tafthcn 

iSl^r.  Naf  fltrifik  not  back»  kidded  you  ftalJ^  gioiod  Sifter, 
Why  do  fdtt  btofli  i  the  good  King  waU  not  httt  ye^  ' 
He  honours  yt,  and  h>vcs  ye. 

Evan,  Is  this  the  lBuIine&  i 

Sor.  Yes,  and  the  belt  vou  ever  will  arrive  at. 
If  you  be  wife.    EDaH.  Nly  Father  was  no  Itawd,  Sir, 
Nor  of  that  worftipful  Stock,  as  I  remcAber. 

Sor.  YouawdFooh  • 

Evan.  You're  that  1  fbxttit  td  teM  ;e. 

Fred.  Gende  Evantbe  ! 

Evan.  The  gradous  Qacen,  Sir, 
Is  well  and  merry,  Heaven  be  thaftkad  fot  ft. 
And  as  I  think  (he  waits  yOu  in  ^t  Garden. 

Fred.  Let  h«r  wait  chtfe,  I  talk  not  of  ^  Garden^ 
1  talk  of  thce,'fwect  Flower. 

Evan.  YcMrf  Gfacc  is  plea&nc. 
Thus  to  miftake  a  Nettle  for  1  Refe. 

Fred.  No  Rofe,  nor  Lily  >  nor  Do  glMious  Hyiuumli^ 
Are  of  that  fweetnefs,  whicenefs,  tendernefs, 
Sofcnefs,  and  Satisfying  Bleflednefs^ 
As  my  Rvanlbg. 

Evan.  Your  Grace  fpeaks  vrtj  fediflgly ; 
I  would  not  be  a  handfom  Wencn  hi  your  Way,  Sir, 
For  a  new  Gown. 

Fred.  Thou  art  all  Handlbmnefs  i 
Nature  wiii  be  afbam'd  to  frame  another 
Now  thou  art  made,  thoa'ft  rctobM  her  of  her  Cunning  t 
Each  feveral  part  atx>ut  thee  is  a  Beauty. 

Sor.  ly  you  hear  this.  Sifter  ? 

Evan.  Yes,  unworthy  Brother, 

But 
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But  all  this  will  not  do.      Fred.  But  XovtEvantht. 
Thou  (halt  have  more  than  Words>  Wealth,  Eafe,  and 

Honours, 
M7  tender  Wench. 

Evan,  Be  tender  of  my  Credit, 
And  I  (hall  love  you.  Sir,  and  I  (hall  honour  ye. 

Fred.  1  love  thee  to  enjoy  thee,  my  Evantbe^ 
To  give  thee  the  Content  of  Love. 

Evan.  Hold^  hold.  Sir, 
Ye  are  too  fleet ;  I  have  fomc  Bufinefs  this  way. 
Your  Grace  can  ne*cr  content.    Sor.  You  ftubborn  Toy.' 

Evan.  Good  my  Lord  Bawd  [  thank  ye. 

Fred.  Thou  (halt  not  go,  believe  me,  fweet  Evanthe^ 
So  high  I  will  advance  thee  for  this  Favour, 
So  rich  and  potdnt  I  will  raife  thy  Fortune, 
And  thy  Friends  mighty. 

Evan.  Good  your  Grace  be  patient, 
I  (hall  make  the 

Worft  honourable  Wench  that  ever  was. 
Shame  your  Di(cretion,  and  your  Choice. 

Fred.  Thou  (halt  not. 

Evan.  Shall  I  be  rich  do  you  fay,  and  glorious, 
And  (hine  above  the  reft,  and  (corn  all  Beauties, 
And  mighty  in  Command  ? 

Fred.  Thou  (halt  be  any  thing; 

Evan.  Let  me  be  honeft  too,  and  then  V\\  thank  ye. 
Have  you  not  fuch  a  Title  to  bcftow  too  ? 
If  I  prove  otherwife,  Pd  know  but  this.  Sir ; 
Can  all  the  Pow'r  you  have,  or  all  the  Riches, 
But  tye  Mens  Tongues  up  from  difcourfing  of  mo^ 
Their  Eyes  from  gazing  at  my  glorious  Folly, 
Time  that  (hall  come,  from  wondVing  at  my  Impudence, 
And  they  that  read  my  wanton  Life,  from  Curfes  ? 
Can  you  do  this ?  Have  ye  this  Magick  in  ye? 
This  is  not  in  your  Power,  though  you  be  a  Prince,  Sir, 
No  more  than  Evil  is  in  holy  Angels, 
Nor  I,  I  hope.    Get  Wantonnefs  confirmed 
By  Aft  of  Parliament  an  Honeft y, 
And  fo  received  by  all,  V\\  hearken  to  ye. 
Heav'n  guide  your  Grace. 

Vol.  V.  S  Fred. 
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Fred.  Evantbe^  ftay  a  little, 
rU  no  more  Wantonnefs,  V\\  marry  thcc* 
Evan.  W  hat  (hall  the^  Queen  do  ? 
Fred.  V\\  be  divorced  from  her. 
Evan.    Can  you  tell  why  ?    What    has  fhe  done 
againft  ye  ? 
Has  (he  contrived  a  Treafon  'gainft  your  Perfon  ? 
Abused  your  Bed  ?  Does  Difobedience  urge  ye  ? 
Fred.  That's  all  one,  *tis  my  Will. 
Evan.  'Tis  a  moft  wicked  one, 
A  moft  abfurd  one,  and  will  (how  a  Monfter. 
rd  rather  be  a  Whore,  and  with  lefs  Sin, 
T*  your  prefent  Luft,  than  Queen  to  your  Injufticc* 
Yours  is  no  Love,  Faith  and  Religion  fly  it. 
Nor  has  no  Tafte  of  fair  AfFeftion  in  it. 
Some  helli(h  Flame  abufes  your  fair  Body^ 
And  hellifh  Furies  blow  it;  look  behind  ye^ 
Divorce  you  from  a  Woman  of  her  Beauty^ 
Of  her  Integrity,  her  Piety  ? 
Her  Love  to  you,  to  all  that  honours  yei 
Her  chafte  and  virtuous  Love,  are  thefe  fit  Caufes? 
What  will  you  do  to  me,  when  I  have^cloy*d  ye? 
You  may  find  Time  out  in  Etiernity, 
Deceit  and  Violence  in  heavenly  Juftice, 
Life  in  the  Grave,  and  Death  among  the  Blefled^ 
Ere  Stain  or  Br^ck  in  her  fwect  Reputation. 

Sor.  You've  fool'd  enough,  be  wife  now,  and  a  Wo- 
man ; 
You've  (hew'd  a  Modefty  fulEcient, 
If  not  too  much  for  Court.. 
'  Evan.  YouVe  (hew'd  an  Impudence, 
A  more  experienc'd  Bawd  would  blufh  and  (hake  at } 
You'll  make  my  Kimdrcd  mighty  ? 
Fred.  Prithee  hear  me. 
Evan.  I  do  Sir,  and  I  count  it  a  great  Offer. 
Fred.  Any  of  thine. 

Evan.  'Tis  like  enough  you  may  cjap  Honour  on  them. 
But  how  'twill  (it,  and  how  Men  will  adore  it. 
Is  ftill  the  Queftion.    Til  tell  you  what  they'll  fay,  Sir» 
What  the  Report  will  be,  aod  'twill  be  true  too. 

And 
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(3)  And  it  tntift  needs  be  Comfort  to  your  Mailer, 
Thcfc  are  the  Iffucs  of  her  Impudence. 
rJl  tell  your  Grace,  fo  dear  I  hold  the  Queen, 
So  dear  that  Honour  that  fhe  nursed  me  up  in, 
I'd  firft  take  to  me,  for  my  Luft,  a  Moor, 
One  of  your  Gally-flaves,  that  Cold  and  Hunger, 
Decrepit  Mifery,  had  made  a  mock-Man^ 
Than  be  your  Queen. 

Fred.  YouVe  brai^cly  refblute. 

Evan,  rd  rather  be  s  Leper,  and  be  fhunM, 
And  die  by  Pieces,  rot  into  my  Grave, 
Leaving  no  Memory  behind  to  know  me. 
Than  be  a  high  Whore  to  Eternity. 

Fred.  You  have  another  Gamcfter  I  perceive  by  ye, 
You  durft  not  flight  me  elfe. 

Sor.  rn  find  him  out. 
Though  be  lye  next  thy  Heart  hid,  Pll  difcover  him, 
(4J  And  ye  proud  Peat,  Til  make  you  curfe  your  InfolenceJ 

Vol.  Tongue  of  an  Angel,  and  the  Truth  of  Heaven, 
How  am  I  Weft!  \Ex\t  Val 

Sw.  Podramo  go  in  haftc 
To  my  Sifter's  Gentlewoman,  you  know  her  wdl. 
And  bid  her  fend  her  Miftrefs  prefcntly 
The  leflcr  Cabinet  fhe  keeps  her  Letters  in. 
And  fuch  like  Toys,  and  bring  it  to  me  inftautly.  Away. 

Pod.  I  am  gone.  ^Exit. 

Enter  the  ^ueen  wkb  two  Ladies. 

Sor.  The  Queen. 

Fred.  Let*s  quit  the  Places  fhe  may  grow  jealous; 

[^Exeunt  Fred,  and  SoranoJ 
^een.  So  fuddenly  departed !  what's  the  Reafon  i 

(3)  And  it  muft  needs  he  comfort  /#  yeur  Mafter]  Who  was  Treit' 
rick's  Mailer  ?  Preferment  had  been  promisM  to  her  Kindred,  by  whom 
her  Brother  Scrano  is  chiefly  intended*  who  was  Pandar  and  Minijttr 
of  Frederick^  Lufts,     I  read  therefore. 

And  it  muft  needs  be  Comfort  to  your  Minifter. 

Mr.  Seward. 

(4)  Andji  pound  Peat^----*]  This  Reading  it  itcv!Mx  to  theCopy 
of  1711.  • 

S  a  Does 
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Does  my  Approach  difplcafe  his  Grace?  arc  my  Eyes 
So  hateful  to  him  ?  or  my  Converfation 
Infcftcd,  thae  he  flies  me?  Y2AX  Evanthe^ 
Are  you  there  ?  then  I  fee  his  Shame. 

Evan.  'Tis  true.  Madam, 
*T  has  pleas'd  his  Goodnefs  to  be  pleafant  with  me. 

^een.  *Tis  ftrange  to  find  thy  Modefty  in  this  Place. 
Does  the  King  offer  fair  ?  Does  thy  Face  take  him  ? 
Ne'er  blufh,  Evantbe^  'tis  a  very  fweet  one. 
Does  he  rain  Gold,  and  precious  Promifes 
Into  thy  Lap?  Will  he  advance  thy  Fortunes  ? 
Shalt  thou  be  mighty.  Wench? 

Evan.  Never  mock.  Madam ; 
'Tis  rather  on  your  part  to  be  lamented. 
At  leaft  reveng'd ;  I  can  be  mighty.  Lady, 
And  glorious  too,  glorious  and  great  as  you  arc. 

^een.  He'll  marry  thee  ? 

Evan.  Who  would  not  be  a  Queen,  Madam  ? 

Siueen.  'Tis  true,  Evantbe^  'tis  a  brave  Ambition, 
A  golden  Dream,  that  may  delude  a  good  Mind; 
What  (hall  become  of  me? 

Evan.  You  muft  learn  to  pray. 
Your  Age  and  Honour  will  become  a  Nunnery. 

^eert.  Wilt  thou  remember  me?  [If^eepsl 

Evan.  She  weeps.    Sweet  Lady, 
Upon  my  Knees  I  ask  your  facred  Pardon, 
For  my  rude  Boldnefs  5  and  Jcnow,  my  fweet  Miftrcls, 
If  e*er  there  were  Ambition  in  Evanthe^ 
It  was  and  is  to  do  you  faithhil  Duties: 
'Tis  true  I  have  been  tempted  by  the  King, 
And  with  no  few  and  potent  Charms,  to  wrong  ye. 
To  violate  the  chafte  Joys  of  your  Bed  5 
And  thofe  not  taking  hold,  t'  ufurp  your  State  ; 
But  (he  that  has  been  bred  up  under  ye, 
And  daily  itdr  upon  your  virtuous  Precepts, 
Still  growing  ftrong  b'  Example  of  your  Goodnels, 
Having  no  errant  Motion  from  Obedience, 
Flies  from  thefe  Vanities,  as  meer  Illufions ; 
And  arm'd  with  Honefty,  defies  all  Promifes. 
In  token  of  this  Truth,  I  lay  my  Life  down 

Under 
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Under  your  fagrcd  Foot,  to  do  you  Service.  ^ 

^een.  Rife  my  true  Friend,  thou  virtuous  Bud  of  Beauty, 

Thou  Virgins  Honour,  fwectly  blow  and  flourifli ; 

And  that  rude  nipping  Wind,  that  feeks  to  blaft  thee. 

Or  taint  thy  Root,  be  curft  to  all  Pofterity  5 

To  my  Proteftion  from  this  Hour  I  take  ye. 

Yes,  and  the  King  (hall  know— — 
Evan.  Give  his  Heat  way.  Madam, 

And  *twill  go  out  again,  he  may  forget  all.         \Exmnt. 

Enter  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  and  Menallo. 

Cam.  What  have  we  to 
Do  with  the  Times  ?  wc  cannot  cure  'em. 
Let  'em  go  on,  when  they  are  fwoln  with  Surfeits 
They'll  burft  and  ftink,  then  all  the  World  (hall  fmell  'em. 

Qe.  A  Man 
May  live  a  Bawd,  and  be  an  honed  Man. 

Men.  Yes,  and 
A  wife  Man  too,  it  is  a  virtuous  Calling. 

Cam.  To  his  own  Wife  efpecially,  or  his  Sifter, 
The  nearer  to  his  own  Blood,  ftill  theiionefter: 
There  want  fuch  honeft  Men,  would  we  had  more  of  'em.* 

Men.  To  be  a  Villain  is  no  fuch  rude  Matter. 

Cam.  No,  if  he  be  a  neat  one,  and  a  per  fed. 
Art  makes  all  excellent:  What  is  it,  Gentlemen, 
In  a  good  Caufe  to  kill  a  Dozen  Coxcombs, 
That  blunt  rude  Fellows  call  good  Patriots  ? 
Nothing,  nor  ne'er  look'd  after.    Mm.  'Tis  e'en  as  much. 
As  eafy  too,  as  honeft,  and  as  clear, 
To  ravifli  Matrons,  and  deflow'r  coy  Wenches  \ 
But  here  they  are  fo  willing,  'tis  a  Complement. 

Qe.  To  pull  down  Churches  with  pretcnfion 
To  build  *em  fairer,  may  be  done  with  Honour, 
And  all  this  time  believe  no  Gods.    Cam.  I  think  (b, 
'Tis  faith  enough  if  they  name  'em  in  their  Angers, 
(5)  Or  on  their  rotten  Tombs  engrave  an  Angel  5 

^5)  Or  on  their  rotten  Tombs  engrame  an  Angil\\  But  why  r9Uen 
^omhif  A  Commentator  perhaps*would  anfwer,  Becau/e  they  coniata 
rsiiin  Carcafes ;  and  fo  thcBufinefi  is  done.  But  I  ihould  rather  prefer. 
Or  o*er  their  rotten  Bones  engrave  an  Angela 

S  3  Wdl, 
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WelU  brave  Alpbonfoy  how  happy  had  wc  been. 
If  thou  had'ft  rcign'd ! 

Men.  Would  I  had  bis  Difeafe, 
Ty'd  like  a  Lcprofy  to  my  Pofterity, 
So  he  were  right  again. 

Cle.  What  is  his  Malady  ? 

Cam.  Nothing  but  lad  and  filent  Melancholy, 
Laden  with  Griefs  and  ThoughtSi  no  Man  knows 'why 

neither  \ 
The  good  Brandino  (6)  Father  to  the  Pruices 
Ufed  all  the  Art  and  Induftry  that  might  be. 
To  free  Alpbonfo  from  this  dull  Calamity, 
i)knd  feat  him  in  his  Rule*,  he  was  his  ddeft 
And  nobleft  too,  had  not  fair  Nature  ftopt  in  him. 
For  which  Caufe  this  was  chofen  to  inherit, 
Frederick  the  younger. 

Cle,  Does  be  ufe  Ms  Brother 
With  that  RefpeA  and  Honour  that  beBts  him  f 

Cam.  He  is  kept  privately,  as  they  pretend. 
To  give  more  eafe  and  comfort  to  his  Sicknels  i 
But  he  has  honed  Servants,  the  grave  Rugio^       / . 
And  Friar  Marcoj  that  wait  on  his  Ferfon, 
And  in  a  Monaftery  he  lives. 

Men.  'Tis  full  of  Sadnefs, 
To  fee  him  when  he  comes  t*  his  Father's  Tomb, 
(As  once  a  Day  that  is  his  Pilgrimage, 
Whilft  in  Devotion,  the  Quire  fings  an  Anthem  \) 
How  pioufly  he  kneels,  and  like  a  Virgin 
That  fome  crofs  Fate  had  cozen'd  of  her  Love, 
Weeps  'till  the  ftubborn  Marble  fweats  with  Pity, 
And  to  his  Groans  the  whole  Quire  bears  a  Chorus. 

J&nler  Frederick,  Sorano  wUb  the  Cabinet^  and  Podrama 

Cam,  So  do  I  too.    The  King  with  his  Contrivers, 
This  IS  no  Place  for  us.  [Exeunt.  Jjnrds. 

Fred.  This  is  a  Jewel, 

(6)  —  Father  to  thi  Princcfs]  The  true  Leftion  m, 

.  Father  t9  the  Prince*. 

pi8.  Mr.  neohald  had  obierved  iq  his  Margin,   and  Mr»  Sewartt 
ftf rejn  concurred  with  ui  boil»,  ^ 

I-»y 
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Lay  it  afide ;  what  Paper's  that  ? 

Pod.  A  Letter, 
But  'tis  a  Woman's,  Sir,  I  know  by  th*  Hand, 
And  th*  felfe  Orthography,  they  write  old  Saxon. 

Fred.  May  be  her  ghoftly  Mother's  that  inftrufts  her. 

Sor.  No,  'tis  a  CouHn's,  and  came  up  with  a  great  Cake. 

Fred.  What's  that? 

Sor.  A  Pair  of  Gloves  the  Ducbels  gave  her, 
For  {o  the  oucfide  lays  ? 

Fred.  That  other  Paper  ? 

Sor.  A  Charm  for  the  Tooth-ach,  here^s  nothing  but 
Saints  and  Crofies. 

Fred.  Look  in  that  Box,  methinks  that  fhould  hold 
Secrets. 

Pod.  'Tis  Paint,  and  Curls  of  Hair,  fhc  'gins  to  exerciiew 
A  Glais  of  Water  too,  I  would  fain  tafte  it. 
But  I  am  wickedly  afraid  'twill  filence  me ; 
Never  a  Conduit-Pipe  to  convey  this  Water? 

Sor.  Theie  are. all  Rings,  Deaths-heads,  and  fuch  Me-' 
mentors.    . 
Her  Grandmother,  and  Worm-eaten  Aunts  left  to  her. 
To  tell  her  what  her  Beauty  muft  arrive  at. 

Fred.  That,  that. 

P^i.They're  written  Songs,  Sir,  to  provoke  young  Lad  csj 
Lord  here's  a  Prayer-book,  how  thefe  agree ! 
Here's  a  ftrange  Union.    Sor.  Ever  by  a  Surfeit 
You  have  a  Julep  fet,  to  cool  the  Patient. 

Fred.  Thofc,  thofe. 

Sor.  They're  Verfes  to  the  bicft  Evanthe. 

Fried.  Thofe  may  difcover, 
Read  them  out^  Sorano. 

To  the  bleft  Evanthe. 

Let  thofe  complain  that  feel  Loves  Cruelly^ 

And  in  fad  Legends  write  their  IVoes^ 
With  Rofes  gently  Vas  correHed  me^ 
My  War  is  without  Rage  or  Blows : 
My  Miflrefs  Eyes  Jhine  fair  on  my  Defir:s^ 
And  bopefprings  up  injlam'd  with  her  nejo  FiT^s. 

S  4  No 
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No  more  an  Exik  will  I  dwells 

With  folded  Arm^^  and  Sighs  all  Days 
Reckoning  the  Torments  of  my  Hell^ 
jind  flinging  my  fweet  Joys  away  : 
I  am  caWd  home  again  to  quiet  Peace j 
My  Miftrefs  [miles ^  and  all  my  Sorrows  ceafe. 
Tet  what  is  living  in  her  Eye  ? 

Or  being  ble/i  with  her  fweet  Tongue^ 
If  thefe  no  other  Joys  imply  ? 
A  golden  Gyve  J  a  pie  aft  ng  wrong: 

To  be  your  own  but  one  poor  Month  Pdgive 
My  Touthy  my  Fortune^  and  then  leave  to  live. 

Fred.  This  is  my  Rivals  that  I  knew  the  Hand  now. 

Sor.  I  know  it,  1  have  feen  it,  'tis  Falerio\ 
That  hopeful  Gentleman's,  that  was  brought  up 
With  ye,  and  by  your  Charge,  nourifli'd  and  fed 
At  the  lame  Table,  with  the  fame  Allowance. 

Fred.  And  all  this  Courtefie  to  ruin  me  ? 
Crofs  my  defires  ?  h*ad  better  have  fed'humblier. 
And  ftood  at  greater  Diftance  from  my  Fury  : 
Go  for  him  quickly,  find  him  inftantly, 
Whilft  my  impatient  Heart  fwells  high  with  choler  : 
Better  have  lov'd  Defpair,  and  fafer  kifs'd  her.  [£x.  Lords. 

Enter  EvsinthCj  and  Czttkndn. 

Evan.  Thou  old  weak  Fool,  doft  thou  know  to  what 
end. 
To  what  betraying  end  he  got  this  Casket? 
Durft  thou  deliver  him  without  my  Ring, 
Or  a  Command  from  mine  own  Mduth,  that  Cabinet 
That  holds  my  Heart  ?  you  unconfid'rate  Afs, 
You  brainlefs  Idiot. 

Caf.  I  faw  you  go  with  him, 
At  the  firrt  Word  commit  your  Pcrfon  to  him. 
And  make  no  fcruplc  j  he's  your  Brother's  Gentleman, 
And  for  any  thing  I  know,  an  honeft  Man ; 
And  might  not  I  upon  the  fame  Security 
Deliver  him  a  Box  ?    Evan.  A  Bottle-head. 

fred.  You  flull  have  Caufe  to  chafe,  as  1  will  handle  it. 

Evan. 


i 


J 


A  Wife  for  a  Month.  281 

Evan.  Pd  rather  thou'dft  dclivcr'd  mc  to  Pirates^ 
Betray'd  me  to  uncurable  Difeafes, 
Hung  up  my  Pi£ture  in  a  Market-place, 

(7)  And  fold  mc  to  wild  Bawds. 
Caf.  As  I  take  it,  Madam, 

Your  Maid'n-bead  lies  not  in  that  Cabinet, 
You  have  a  clofer,  and  you  keep  the  Key  too. 
Why  are  you  vex*d  thus  ? 

Evan.  I  could  curfe  thee  wickedly. 
And  wifli  thee  more  deformed  than  Age  can  make  thee  i 

(8)  Perpetual  Hunger,  and  no  Teeth  to  fatisfy't. 
Wait  on  theeftill,  nor  fleep  be  found  to  eafe  it ; 
Thofe  Hands  that  gave  the  Casket,  may  the  Palfie 
For  ever  make  unufeful,  ev'n  to  feed  thee. 

Long  Winters,  that  thy  Bones  may  turn  to  Ificles, 
No  Hell  can  thaw  again,  inhabit  by  thee. 
Is  thy  Care  like  thy  Body,  all  one  crookednefs  ? 
How  fcurvily  thou  cpyeft  now !  like  a  Drunkard, 
I'll  have  as  pure  Tears  from  a  dirty  Spout ; 
Do,  fwear  thou  didft  this  ignorantly,  fwear  it. 
Swear  and  be  damn*d,  thou  half  Witch. 

Caf.  Thefe  are  fine  Words, 
Well,  Madam,  Madam,    Evan.   *Tis  not  well,   thou 

Mummy, 
*Tis  impudently,  bafely  done»  thou  dirty- 

Fred.  Has  your  young  SanAity  done  railing,  Madam, 
Againft  ydur  innocent 'Squire  ?  Do  you  ^fee  this  Sonnet, 
This  loving  Script?  D'you  know  from  whence  it  came 
too? 

Evan.  I  do,  and  dare  avouch  it  pure,  and  honed. 

Fred.  YouVe  private  Vifitants,  my  noble  Lady, 
That  in  fweet  Numbers  court  your  goodly  Virtues, 
And  to  the  height  of  Adoration. 

(7)  And  fold  me  to  wild  Bmvds.ll  This  may  poifibly  be  right,  but 
fiad  any  of  the  Copies  ran  thus,  to  vild  Bands,  I  (hould  have  made 
no  icruple  to  prefer  it  as  better. 

(8)  Perpetual  Hunger  ^  and  uoTttiYi  to  fatisfie  //,]  ThataPcrfonmay 
te  perpetually  l^nngry  whether  he  has  Teeth  or  no  is  very  evident  i  may 
^e  not  then  wi(h  that,  inftead  of  Teeth,  the  Poets  had  wrote 

■    ■  i    No  Meat  to  fatisfie  it. 

Evan. 
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Evan.  Wdl,  Sir, 
There's  neither  Hcrcfic  nor  Treafon  in  it. 

Fred.  A  Prince  may  beg  at  th'  Door,  whilft  thefe  feaft 
with  ye  I 
(9)  A  Favour  or  a  Grace,  from  fach  aa  I  am. 

Enter  Valerio,  and  Podramo. 

Courfe  common  Things--*You're  vrekomei  pray  come 

near.  Sir, 
D*you  know  this  Paper  ? 

Val.  I'm  betray'd ;  I  do  Sir, 
'Tis  mine,  my  Hand  and  Heart,  if  I  die  for  her, 
I  am  thy  Martyr,  Love,  and  Time  (hall  honour  me. 

Caf.  You  faucy  Sir,  that  dime  in  my  Lady's  Name 
For  her  gilt  Cabinet,  yoa  cheating  Sir  too. 
You  fcurvy  U(her,  with  as  fcunry  Legs, 
And  a  worfc  Face,  thou  poor  bate  hanging*holder. 
How  durft  thou  come  to  me  with  a  Lye  in  thy  Nfaiith  ? 
An  impudent  Lye? 

Pod.  Hollow,  good  Gi//,  yra  hobble, 

Caf.  A  (linking  Lye,  more'  ftinking  than  the  Teller, 
To  play  the  pilfering  Knave?  there  have  been  Rafcals 
Brought  up  to  fetch  and  carry,  like  your  Wor(hip, 
That  have  been  hang'd  for  lefs,  whipt  they  are  daily. 
And  if  the  Law  will  do  me  right- 

Pod.  I  What  then,  old  Maggot  ? 

Caf.  Thy  NJother  was  cartol  younger ;  PU  have  thy 
Hide, 
Thy  mangy  Hide,  embroidered  with  a  Dog-whip, 
And  it  is  now  with  potent  Pox,  and  thkker. 

Frtd.  Peace  good  Antiquity,  I'll  have  your  Bones  elie 
Ground  into  Gunpowder  to  (hoot  at  Cau  with  \ 
One  Word  more,  and  Pll  blanch  thee  like  an  Almond^ 

(9)  A  favour  or  a  Grace  from  fuch  as  I  am  ^ 

Courfi  common  Things']  1  he  Senfe  here  it  cafy  enough,  but  tbe . 
ExpreiGon  labours.    I  would  read, 

jf  Favour  or  a  Graee^  ior  fnch  as  lam 
Courfe  common  things        Tou^n  tuelcome^  &c. 

I.  e.  fueh  courfe  commoa  things  as  I  4m  are  not  worthy  of  a 
Grace,  i^c. 

There's 
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There's  no  fuch  Cure  for  the  (he-falling  Stcknefi 
As  th*  Powder  of  a  dryM  Baw'd's  Skin }  be  filent 
You're  very  prodigal  of  your  Service  here,  Sir, 
Of  your  Life  more,  icfeems. 

Val.  I  rq)ent  neither, 
Becaule  your  Grace  fliall  underfland  it  comes 
From  the  beft  part  of  Love,  my  pare  Afl»ftion,' 
And  kindled  with  chafte  flame,  I  will  not  fly  from'C  \ 
If  it  be  Error  to  defirc  to  marry. 
And  marry  her  that  Sandity  would  dote  on» 
I*ve  done  amifs ;  if  it  be  a  Treafon 
To  graft  my  Soul  to  Virtue,  and  to  grow  there. 
To  lovd  the  Tree  that  bears  iiich  happinefi, 
(Conceive  me^  Sir,  thi^  Frutt  was  ne'er  forbidden ;)    ' 
Nay,  to  defire  to  tafte  soo,  I'm  Travtor ; 
Had  you  but  Plants  enough  of  this  bleft  Tree,  Sir, 
Set  round  about  your  Court,  to  beautifie  it. 
Deaths  twice  fo  many,  to  difinay  the  Approachers, 
The  Ground  would  icarce  yield  Grayes  to  noble  Lovers. 

Fred.  'Tis  well  maintained,  you  wifli  and  pray  to  Fortune, 
Here  in  your  Sonnet,  and  (he's  heard  your  Prayers  \ 
So  much  you  dote  ufxm  your  own  undoing. 
But  one  Month  to  enjoy  ner  as  your  Wife, 
Though  at  the  expiring  of  that  time  you  die  for't. 

Vd.  I  could  wiih  many,  many  Ages,  Sir, 
To  grow  as  old  as  Time  in  her  Embraces, 
If  Heav'n  would  grant  it,  and  you  fmile  upon  it ; 
But  if  my  Choice  were  two  Hours,  and  then  periih, 
J  would  not  pull  my  Heart  back. 

Frti.  You've  your  wifli. 
To  morrow  I  will  fee  you  nobly  married. 
Your  Month  take  out  in  all  Content  and  Pleafure ; 
Thefirfl:  Day  of  the  following  Month  you  die  for't ; 
Kneel  not,  not  all  your  Prayers  can  divert  me. 
Now  mark  your  Sentence,  mark  it,  fcornful  Lady^ 
If  when  VdUrio^%  dead,  within  twelve  Hours, 
For  that's  your  lateft  time,  you  find  not  out 
Another  Husband  on  the  (kme  Condition 
To  marry  you  again,  you  die  yourfelf  too, 
.   MiVm^  Now  you  are  merciful,  I  thank  your  Grace. 

Fred. 
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Fred.  If  when  you're  married,  you  but  feck  to  'fcapc 
Out  of  the  Kingdom,  you,  or  flie,  or  both, 
Or  to  infed  Mens  Minds  with  hot  Commotions, 
You  die  both  inftantly  5  Will  you  love  me  now.  Lady  ? 
My  Tale  will  now  be  heard,  but  now  I  fcorn  ye,     [Exit. 
,  [Manent  Valerio  and  Evanthc. 

Evan.  Is  our  fair  Love,  our  honeft,  our  entire. 
Come  to  this  hazard  ?   Val.  •Tis  a  noble  one. 
And  I  am  much  in  love  with  Malice  for  it. 
Envy  could  not  have  ftudied  me  a  way. 
Nor  Fortune  pointed  out  a  Path  to  Honour, 
Straighter  and  nobler,  if  (he  had  her  Eyes ; 
When  I  have  once  enjoyed  my  fweet  Evantbej 
And  Weft  my  Youth  with  her  mod  dear  Embi^ces, 
I've  done  my  Journey  here,  my  Day  is  out  5 
All  that  the  World  has  clfe  is  foolery. 
Labour,  and  lofs  of  Time ;  what  fliould  I  live  for  ? 
Think  but  Man's  Life  a  Month,  and  we  are  happy. 
I  would  not  have  my  Joys  grow  old  for  any  thing  ^ 
A  Paradife  as  thou  art,  my  Evanthc^ 
Is  only  made  to  wonder  at  a  little. 
Enough  for  human  Eyes,  and  then  to  wander  from: 
Come,  do  not  weep.  Sweet,  you  diflionopr  me. 
Your  Tears  and  Griefs  but  queftion  my  Ability, 
Whether  I  dare  dies  Do  you  love intircly  ? 

Evan.  You  knovi*  I  do. 

Val.  Then  grudge  not  my  Felicity. 

Evan.  V\\  to  the  Queen. 

Val.  Do  any  thing  that's  honeft. 
But  if  you  fue  to  him,  in  Death  I  hate  you.  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T    IL      SCENE     I. 

^     Enter  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  and  Menallo, 
Cam.' 


w 


'Tis  the  old  Proverb,  now  they  come  together. 
Ch.  But  a  Month  married,  then  to  lofc  his  Life  for*t  ? 
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1*4  have  a  long  Month  fure,  that  pays  the  Soldiers. 

Enter  Tony  with  an  Urinal. 

Cam.  Or  get  all  th*  Almanacks  burnt,  that  were  a  rare 
trick. 
And  have  no  Month  rcmembrfcd.    How  now,  7ony  ? 
Whofe  Water  are  you  calling ? 

I'ony.  A  fick  Gentleman's, 
Is  very  fick,'  much  troubled  with  the  Scone,   ^ 
He  (hould  not  live  above  a  Month,  by's  Urine, 
(10)  About  St.  Davids  Day  it  will  go  hard  with  him. 
He'll  then  be  troubled  with  a  Pain  in  s  Neck  too. 

Men.  A  peftilent  Fool  i  when  wilt  thou  marry,  T'anyf 

TofTf.  When  I  mean  to  be  hang'd,  and  •tis  the  furer 
Contraft. 

Cle.  What  think  you  of  this  Marriage  of  Falerio^si 

Tony.  They  have  given  him  a  hot  Cuftard, 
And  mean  to  burn  his  Mouth  with't ;  had  I  known 
He  had  been  given  to  die  honourably, 
1  would  have  hclp'd  him  to  a  Wench,  a  rare  one. 
Should  have  kill'd  him  in  three  Weeks,  and  fav'd  the 
Sentence.  ftoo. 

Cam.  There  be  them  would  havefparedten^Days  of  that 

Tony.  It  may  be  fo,  youVe  Women  of  all  Virtues:  * 
There  +«  fome  Guns  that  I  could  brirtg  him  to. 
Some  Mortar-pieces  that  are  placed  i'  th*  Suburbs, 
Would  tear  him  into  Quarters  in  two  Hours  ; 
There  be  alfo  of  the  Race  of  the  old  Cockatrices, 
That  would  difpatch  him  with  once  looking  pn  him. 

Men.  What  Month  wouldft  thou  chufe,  Tony^  if  thou 
had'ft  the 
Like  Fortune  ?   Tony.  I  would  chufe  a  muU'd  Sack  Month 
To  comfort  my  Belly,  for  fure  my  Back  would  akc 
For  it,  and  at  the  Month's  end  I'd  be  moft 
Difmally  drunk,  and  fcorn  the  Gallows.     Men.  1  would 
Chufe  Marcby  for  I  would  come  in  like  a  Lion. 

Tony.  But  you'd  go  out  like  a  Lamb  when  you  went 
to  hanging. 

(lo)  ThiiPlay  a£ted  about  the  latter  End  oi  January.  Mr.  Theobald, 

Cam, 
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Cam.  I  would  take  j^Sf  take  the  fweet  o'  ch*  Year^ 
And  kifs  my  Wench  upon  the  tender  Flowrets, 
Tumbk  on  ev^cry  Green,  and  as  the  Birds  fung. 
Embrace,  and  melt  away  my  Soul  in  Pkafure. 

Tony.  You'd  go  a  Maying  gayly  to  the  Gallows. 

CU.  Prithee  tell/s  fome  News. 

Tony.  rU  tell  ye  all  I  know ; 
You  may  be  honed,  and  poor  Fools,  as  I  am^ 
And  blow  your  Fingers  ends. 

Cam.  That's  no  News,  Fool. 

ftony.  You  may  be  Knaves  then  when  you  pleafe,  ftark 
Knaves,   ' 
And  build  fair  Houfes,  but  your  Heirs  (hall  have 
None  of  'em. 

Men.  Thefc  are  undoubted. 

Tifgr.  Truth's  not  worth  the  hearing. 
rU  tell  you  News  then ;  there  was  a  drunken  Sailor, 
That  got  a  Mermaid  with  Child  as  fhe  went  a  Milking^ 
And  now  fhe  fues  him  in  the  Bawdy-Court  for't ; 
The  Iirfant  Monfttr  is  brought  up  in  Fijb'ftrett. 

Cam.  Ay,  this  is  fomethmg. 

Tony,  ril  tell  you  more,  there  was  a  Fifh  taken, 
A  monfhx)us  Fifh,  with  a  Sword  by's  Side,  a  long  Sword  ^^ 
A  Pike  in's  Neck,  and  a  Gun  in's  Nofe,  a  huge  Gun, 
And  Letters  of  Mart  in's  Mouth,  from  the  Duke  di  Fhrencr^ 

Cle.  This  is  a  monflrous  Lye. 

Tony.  I  do  confefs  it: 
D'you  think  Pd  tell  you  Truths,  that  dare  not  hear  'cm  f 
You're  honefl  things,  we  Courtiers  fcorn  to  converfe  wkh« 

[Emt. 

Cam.  A  plaguy  Fool :  But  let's  confider,  Gentlemen, 
Why  the  Queen  ftrives  not  to  oppofe  this  Sentence, 
The  Kingdom's  Honour  fuffers  in  this  cruelty 

Men.  No  doubt  the  Queen,  though  fhe  be  virtuous^, 
Winks  at  the  Marriage,  for  by  that  only  means 
The  King's  Flame  leflens  to  the  youthful  Lady, 
If  not  goes  out ;  within  this  Month,  I  doubt  not^ 
She  hopes  to  rock  afleep  his  Anger  alfb ; 
Shall  we  gp  fee  the  Preparation  ? 
'Tis  time,  for  Strangers  come  to  view  the  Wonder. 

Cam. 
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Cam.   Come,   let*^  away,  fend  my  Friends  happer 
Weddings.  \]ELxtwU. 

Enter  ^een  and  Evanthe. 

^een.  You  Ihall  be  merry,  come,  I'll  have  it  fo ; 
Can  there  be  any  Nature  h  unnohle. 
Or  Anger  io  inhuman,  to  purfue  this  ? 

Evan.  I  fear  there  is. 

S^ueen.  Your  Feara  are  poor  and  foolifh. 
Though  he  be  hafty,  and  his  Anger  Death, 
His  Will  like  Torrents  not  to  be  refitted. 
Yet  Law  and  Juftice  go  along  to  guide  him ; 
And  what  Law,  or  what  Juftice  can  he  find 
(11)  To  juftify  his  Will?  what  Aft  or  Statute, 
By  Human  or  Divine  Eftablifhment 
I^ft  to  direft  us,  that  makes  Marriage  Death  ? 
Honeft  fair  Wedkxdc  ?  'twas  giv'n  for  increafe. 
For  prefervation  of  Mankind,  I  take  it ; 
He  muft  be  more  than  Man  then  that  dare  break  it. 
Come,  drefs  ye  handfomly,  you  (hall  have  my  J^ewels, 
And  put  a  Face  on  that  contemns  bale  Fortune, 
^  Twill  make  him  more  infult  to  fee  you  fearful, 
Oudook  his  Anger. 

Evan.  Q  my  Vakrio ! 
Be  witnefs  my  pure  mind,  'ds  thee  I  grieve  for.  ^ 

^een.  But  mew  it  not ;  1  would  fo  crucifie  him 
With  an  innocent  neg}e£t  of  what  he  can  do, 
A  brave  ftrong  pious  icom,  that  I  would  (hake  him } 
Put  all  the  wanton  Cupids  in  th|ne  Eyes, 
And  ^  the  Graces  on  that  Nature  gave  thee ; 
Make  up  thy  Beaiity  to  that  height  of  Excellence, 
(ril  help  thee,  and  Forgive  thee,)  as  if  Fenus 
Were  now  again  to  catch  the  God  of  War, 

(11)  TojuJiiJ^  his  Wai  ?  ^— ]  Rc^ 

To  Jufiify  this  with  ?]  viz.  this  arhitrmy  $e0enci^  So  the  goqd ' 
CJueen  a  little  before ; 

Can  there  be  any  Nature  fi  unnohle t 

Or  Anger  fo  inhuman^  to  pur/ue  this  ? 
Bat  if  the  Reader  is  of  opinion,  that  JFill  ought  at  all  Events  to  retain 
\t%  place,  ]^et  I  wou'd  fuppofe  the  poets  to  exprefs  the  Sentiment  more 
properly  wrote*  —  T  o^ujlifii  this  Will  ? 

Vol.  V.  In 
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In  his  meft  tugged  Anaa^»  ^^^  tkaa  h^  km  > 

(As  'tis  impoffible  he  Inould  refift  thee)  . 
And  kneeling  at  xhy  congucrii^  F^t  for  Mercy, 
Then  Ihew  thy  Virtue^  then  again  (kfjp'ik  hhu^ 
And  all  his  Power ;  then  with  a  look  of  Honour 
Mingled  with  noble  Chaftity,  (hike  hiip  ijc^d*. 

Evan.  Good  Madam  ^refi  ine^j 
You  arm  me  bravely, 

^een.  Make  him  know  his  Cruehy 
Begins  with  him  firft,  he  rauft  fuffer  for  it ; 
And  that  thy  Sentence  is  fo  welcome  to  dice. 
And  to  thy  noble  Lord,  you  tong  tq  incct  k. 
Stamp  fuch  a  deep  impreffion  of  thy  Beaqty 
Into  his  Soul,  and  of  thy  Worthincfs, 
That  wKen  VaUrio  ^xidEvantbc  fleep 
In  one  rich  Earth,  hupg  round  about  widt  JBleffing^ji 
He  m^y  run  mad,  and  cqrfe  his  ABi ;  be  Iqfty, 
1*11  teach  thee  how  to  die  top,  if  thou  feaf*ft  it.    \ 

Evan.  I  thank  yoqr  Grace,  you  have  prepared  mc  (Ifpnglfji. 
And  my  weak  Mind '- 

^een.  Death  is  unwelcome  never, 
Unlefs  it  be  to  tortur'd  Minds  and  fick  Sou|s, 
That  make  tbqir  own  Hell^ ;  it  i$  fuch  A  beneS^ 
When  it  comes  crown'd  withHopour^  fhews  fo  fwcet  toot 
Though  (hey  paint  it  Mgly,  that's  but  to  rejoin  us^^ 
For  every  BVing  thing  woiild  lov^  it  elfe. 
Fly  Ipoldly  to  their  Peace  ere  Nature  calM  'cm  \ 
The  Reft  we  have  from  labour  and  from  trouble 
Is  fome  Intipement ;  every  thing  alike, 
(12)  The  ppor  Slave  that  lies  private  has  his  libertyt 
As  amply  as  hi$  M^fter^  in  4iat  Tomb, 

(l  2)  The  poor  £!ave  that  Rgs  fri'oatt  hashh  fjiert^, 
jfs  amffy  04  his  Mafier,  in  that  Tomi, 

Tb(f  Earth  as  light  upon  him  — — -1  PHvaii  in  its  conunon  Ac- 
ceptation v^Quld  \m  flat  hpre,  but  in  its  oneinal  Senfe  priyatm  deprivc4 
ot  Life  and  Motion,  it  gives  the  proper  Idea.  But  why  in  that  Tonib  ? 
1^0  particular  Tom))  h^  heei^  fpecified;  I 'read  tb^  Tomb  and  add  a 
V^fp  to  tbp  npx(  Sentence.  . 

,  \   As  amply  as  iis  Mafier\  in  the  Tgfitb 

Thf  fartVs  ^  lifhi  up09  himf  )4x.Snvard^ 
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\     The  Earth  as  light  upon  him,  and  the  Flowera 
I      That  grow  about  him,  fiiKll  as  fvcct,  and  flourifli, 
I      But  when  we  love  with  Honour  to  our  ends. 

When  Memory'  and  Virtpes  are  our  Mourners, 

What  plcafures  there  1  they're  infinite^  EvarUbe; 
\     Only,  my  virtuous  Wench,  we  want  our  Seoles, ' 

That  benefit  we're  barr*d,  'twould  make  tu  proud  eUe, 
[     And  lazy  to  look  up  to  happier  life,  ■ 
!     The  Bleflings  of  the  People  would  fo  fwell  us. 
I         Evan.  Good  Madam,  drefs  me,  you havedreft  my  Soul, 

The  merrieft  Bride,  I'll  be  for  all  this  miftry. 

The  proudeft  to  fome  Eye^  too. 
^een.  'Twill  do  better. 

Come,   fhrink  no  more.     £u».    I  am  ttw  confidenn 

Enttr  Frederkk  and  Sorano. 
Sor.  You're  too  remifs  and  wanttxi  in  your  Angers, 
You  mould  things  handfomly,  and  then  ncgleft  'em ; 
A  pow'rftfl  Prince  ftoald  be  oonftant  to  his  Power  flitl* 
And  hold  up  what  he  builds,  then  People  fiear  him : 
When  he  lets  loofe  his  Hand  it  (hews  a  weakneTs, 
And  Men  examine  or  contemn  his  Grcatncfs : 
A  Scorn  of  this  high  kind  ihonid  have  call'd  up 
A  Revenge  equalj  not  a  Pity  in  you. 
Fred.  She  is  thy  Sifter. 
Sor.  And  (he  were  my  Mother, 
Whilft  1  conceive  'tis  you  fli'as  wrong'd,  I  hate  her, 
Aud  fliakeher  ncarncfsoff;  Iftudy,Sir, 
To  fatisfy  your  Angers  that  are  juft. 
Before  your  Pleafures. 

Fred.  I've  done  that  already, 
I  fear  has  pull'd  too  many  Curfes  on  me. 

Sor.  Curies  or  Envies,  on  yaterio'i  Head : 
Would  y.ou  take  my  counfel.  Sir,  they  Ihould  all  light, 
I  And  with  the  weight  not  only  crack  Iiis  Scull, 
But  his  fair  credit ;  th*  cxquifice  vexation 
I  have^cvis'd,  fo  pleafc  you  give  way  in't, 
f   And  let  it  work,  thall  more  affiifh/his  Soul, 
I  And  trench  upon  that  Honour  that  he  brags  of, 
,    Than  fear  of  Death  in  all  the  frights  be-  carries  ; 
I       Vol.  V.  T  If 
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If  you  fit  down  here  Aey  wiU  feoth  aiMife  f«»  4 
Laugh  at  your  poor  ffetenthig  pow€r>  and  Jbcm  yc 
What  fatisfaftion  can  ifctfr  Dcal^s  bring  to  you^ 
That  are  prcpat"d,  and  {>rciwdtodie,  and  witttiig^jr^ 
And  at  their  ends  wtH  thahk  yoe  for  dial:  4ioiiotari 
How  att  you  nearer  i!he  Diifipe  you  aiiti  atf     ^ 
Or  if  it  %t  ReWnge  ypur  Anger  con^s, 
How  can  their  finale  Ocaflisigive  you  tdlnlttiC)  Sir? 
Petty  revenge  end  5n  Btood,  flight  angd^s^ 
A  Prfhee^s  Rage  Should  find  out  niw  Difeafta^ 
Death  were  a  pleafore  too,  to  pay  prodI  Fodls  ^tiriifa^ 

/t^//.  Whatfliouldldo? 

S&r.  Add  but  your  Powei^  iintd  me, 
Klake  nie  btit  ilrong  by  your  Prote6lfk)l*»    • 
And  yoU  (hall  fee  what  joy,  and  what  delight. 
What  infinite  pltefiire  this  poor  Nfoilth  Ihrfffyield  hitn. 
ril  mi|ke  him  wi(h  he  were  dead  on's  Marmge-day^ 
Or  Bed-rid  with  old  Age  1  Til  onakc  him  oitjei 
Aad  cry  and  ourfe,  givfe  me  but  Powicr^ 

Fnd,  Yociliaveit, 
Here,  take  my  Ring,  I  am  conient  he  p^  for% 

Sor.  It  fluli  be  now  RevengOi  as  I  mil  hmcUe  ilr» 
He  (hall  lii^e  afber  d)is  to  beg  h^Life  loo : 
Twenty  to  one  by  this  Thread,  as  Pll  weave  it» 
Evantbe  fiiall  be  yours.    Fred.  Take  aill  Autborit/t 
And  be  moft  happy.    Sor.   Good  Sk,  110  more  Pity. 

[E^eimt. 
Enter  Towy^  three  Citizensy  and  three  Wltrn. 

I  Wife.  Good  Mafter  Tony  put  me  in, 

Twy.  Where  do  you  dwell  ? 

1  Wife.  Forfooth,  at  the  Sfgn  of  the  great  Shoukfcr  of 

Mutton.  [Rantlyt 

Tony.  A  hungry  Man  would  hunt  your  Houfe  out  in- 
Kcep  the  Dogs  from  your  Doors ;  Is  this  Lettioe  RuflF your 
Husband  ?  a  fine  (harp  Sallet  to  your  SIgiiw 

2  tVife.  Will  you  put  me  in  too? 

3  Wife.  And  me,  good  Matter  Tmty. 
Tony.  Put  ye  all  in  ? 

You  had  bcft  come  twenty  more;  you  think 'ds cafie, 
A  Trick  of  Legerdemain,  to  put  ye  all  in,  » 

.     Twould 
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•TwouW  .pplpa^dlow^hatJ|iad.tw,i^  nay  ^y, 
';rhoijgh  it  nyci^t  ^11  m^dc  iruo  Chines  gpq  I^illccs.    [4iat. 
2  W^e.  P)uk>  ipto  the  Wcddm^;,  S^r,  ,wc  i^pql^  fain  ^ 
1  Wife.  And  the  brave  Mafquie  100.  *  ^ 

7(7^.  Yoy  two  are  preity  \\fomeq. 


"To 

Tiiat  fvrarm  JiHe  ©ces  ip  4^^,  ybqn  l^icy  Jieie  7c>yng 

Wqncbes ;  w    ' 

You  muft  apt  ifqijiq^k. 

3  /iP7/if.  Ii^o,  Sir,  we're  better 

^ony.  Nor  ff  a  young  Ldrd  offer  you  the  courtefie- 

X  Wife.  vWe  know  what  'tk,  $tr. 
.  75v!X-  N^ry^u.muft  iiotB[U«bl^ 
If  you  be  thruft  up  tiard,  we  thruil  moft  iurioMfly. 

I  lVif0.  We  knof^  the  worft. 

TCony.  Get  you  two  in  then  quietly. 
And  Of ift  ^  ryo(]Fielve8 ;  we  imift  iv^ve  no  Q|d  Wp^Dcn, 
They're  out  of-ufe,  unlcfs  they  (vtye  i^etitiQo$, 
Befides  they  cough  fb  loud,  they  drpwn  the  Mufick. 
Y-ou  wcnrid go ia loo i  but ther^fsno  Place fpr  ye » 
J!fn  forry  for't,  go  and  forgjpt  your  iWi?e^ 
'Or  pray  fffey  va^n  be  able  to  fuflfer  p«jpie^tly. 
You  may  have  (^ejrs  niuy  prove  wife  Aldernipp^ 
Go,  or  ril  call  the  Guard,    3.  C/,  Wc  wjlljgft  in. 
We'll  v^nturHbroken  Pates  elfc.  l^ony.  •Tis  ioipolTible, 

[fix.  Cit.  and^omcH. 
You're  too  fpcyrclyarm'd  \  hqw  they  flock  hither. 
And  with  what  JQy  the  Wocncn  run  by  l;ieap8 
To  fee  thi^  Marriage  1  They  tickle  to  think  of  it, 
Th^y  hope  for  every  ^Ionth  a  Husband  too ; 
Still  how  they  run,  and  how  the  W  ittals  follow  'em, 
Tiie  w^ak  ttuogs:  that;  are  worn  between  the  Legs, 
That  brufhing,  dreding,  nor  new  Naps  can  mend^ 
How  do  they  poft  to  fee  their  own  Confijfion : 
This  is  a  merry  World. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fre4.  Look  to  the  Doo*-  Sirrah, 

T  2  Thoa 
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Thou  art  a  Fool,  and  mayft  do  Mifchicf  lawfully. 

Tony.  Give  me  your  Hand,  you  are  my  Brother  Fool, 
ITou  may  both  make  the  Law,  and  mar  it  prefeiuly. 
D*  you  love  a  Wench  ? 

Fred.  Who  does  not.  Fool  ?  fony.  Not  I 
XJnlefs  you'll  give  n^'  a  longer  L^fe  to  marry  her. 

Fred.  What  are  all  thefe  that  come,  what  Bufiqefi  have 
they  ? 

Tony.  Some  come  to  gape,  thole  are  my  fellow  Fools ; 
Some  to  g^  home  their  Wives,  thole  be  their  awn  Foo^^ 
Some  to  rejoice  with  th^,  thole  be  the  times  Fools  ; 
And  Ibme  I  fear  to  curfe  thee,  thofe  are  poor  Fools» 

Enter  Caflander,  m  old  Laif  p^tng  over. 

(13)  A  fet  People  call  them  honeft.  Look,  look  Itingi^ 

Jook, 
A  weather-beaten  Lady  new  Careened. 

Fred.  An  old  one. 

Tony.  The  Glaffes  of  her  Eyes  are  new  rub'd  over. 
And  the  worm-eaten  Records  in  her  Face* 
Arc  daub*d  up  neatly  5 

She  lays  her  Breads  out  too,  (14)  like  two  poch'd  E^s 
That  had  the  Yolks  fuckt  out  %  they  get  new  Heads  alfiy 
New  Teeth,  new  Tongues,  for  the  oW  arc  all  worn  out,. 
And  as 'tis  hopM,  new  Tails.    Fred.  For  what? 

Tony.  For  old  Courtiers, 
The  young  ones  are  too  ftirring  for  their  Travels. 
•    Fred.  Go  leave  your  KnavVy,  and  help 
To  keep  the  Door  well.  Til  have  nofuchprcls. 

Tonf.  hvf  thy  Hand  o'thy  Heart,  King, 

Fred.  TH  haveyewhipt. 

Tony.  The  Fool  and  thoU  art  parted.  {ExU. 

(13)  A  fct  Piopk  call  V/91  bonejt — ]  Mr.  Siward  propoTei  ccr- 

refiing  diisjPUce  tfau», 

Yec  Pfj^/f  call^tm  bomfi. 
I  had  put  in  my  Margin 

And  yci  People,  &c. 
The  Preference  is  lefc  to  the  Reader's  Judgment. 

(14)— — Like  to  foci' £  Eggs}  Mr.  Sswani  coDQ\xti*i  with  mc 
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Fnd.  Sorano  work^  and  free  me  fiotn  this  SpcUf  / 
^Twixt  Love  and  Scorn  there's  nothing  fek  but  Hell.  [^ExU, 

Entir  Valerio,    Camillo,    Cleaothes,     'MenaMo,   and 

Servants. 

Val.  Tie  on  my  Scarf,  you  aiv  to  long  about  nie— « 
Good  my  Lords  help,  give  me  my  other  Cloak, 
That  Hat  and  Feather,  Lord  what  a  Taylor's  this. 
To  make  me  up  thus  ftraight !  One  Sigh  wopld  burft  me, 
I  have  not  room  to  breath,  come,  4)utton,  button. 
Button,  apftoe. 

Cam.  Vm  glad  to  iee  you  merry.  Sir. 

Val.  'Twould  make  you  merry  had  you  fuch  a  Wife, 
And  fuch  an  Age  t'  enjoy  her  in. 

Men.  An  Age,  Sir? 

Val.  A  Month's  an  Age  to  him  that  is  contented. 
What  fhould  I  feek  for  more?  Give  me  my  Sword. 
Ha  my  good  Lords,  that  every  one  of  you  now 
Had  but  a  Lady  of  that  Youth  and  Beauty 
To  blefs  yourfelves  this  Night  with,  would  ye  not  P 
Pray  ye  fpeak  uprightly. 

CU.  We  conrefs  ye  happy. 
And  we  could  well  wi(h  fuch  another  Banquet, 
But  on  that  price,  my  Lord — 

Vat.  *T were  nothing  elfc  ; 
No  Man  can  ever  come  to  aim  at  Heav*o, 
But  by  the  knowledge  of  a  HdL  Theie  Shoes   arc 
heavy. 

And  if  I  (hould  be  caird  to  Pance  they'll  clog  me^ 
Get  me  fome  Pumps ;  Til  tell  ye  brave  Camillo, 
And  you  dear  Friends,  the  King  has  honoured  me. 
Out  of  his  gracious  Favour  has  much  honoured  me. 
To  limit  me  my  time,  for  who  would  live  long? 
Who  would  be  old  ?  'tis  fuch  a  wearinefi^ 
Such  a  difeafe,  that  hangs  like  L^ad  upon  us. 
As  it  increafes,  fo  Vexations, 
Griefs  of  the  Mind,  Pains  of  the  feeble  Body, 
Rheums,  Coughs,  Catarrhs  %  we're  but  pur  living  Co& 
iins; 

T  3  BcWcs, 
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BcfidUjs  '(i$}tht  Hir^tiH  b!d  aio;  k  gx6v9ll  cOVtttfW; 
Wftich ffitw all Hdhi^  \k depanedftorti ds; 

C/^.  You  make  fair  ufe^  Sir. 

Val.  I  would  i)ot  live  tp  learn  to  lyci  Cleanibcs^ 
For  all  the  World-,  oTd  Men  ai-e  prone  to  that  1665 
Thou  that  hafi:  bieh  a^ldier^  Menaltct^ 
A  noWe' Soldier,  and  defied  all  Danger, 
Adopted  tliy  brave  J^tiii  the  Heir  to  Vti^b^,         tthce?' 
Wouid'ft  thbii  liVe  fo  lbn]g  (16)  till  thy  Strcngtk  JTorfool 
Till  thou  grew*ft  onl¥  a  long  tedious  Story 
Of  what  thou  hadftbceft?  tili  tliy  Swoi-d  hartk  by^ 
And  lazy  Spiders  fiird:  kfie  Hilt  with  Cob wcK  ^ 

Men.  No  fure,  I  would  hot. 

yuL  'Tis  not  fit  ye  jhould. 
To  difc  a  youn^  Man  is  to  be  an  Angel  j 
Our  (17)  great  ^bdd  Part^'  put  Wings  linlb  biir  Soiils : 
We*ll  have  a  roufe  before  we  go  to  Bed,  iM-iehds, 
Pray  ye  tell  me,  is^  i  nandfbhie  Maisk  we  fiaire? 

Cam:  l^e  uridcrftankl  fd 

J^al.  And  the  young  Gentlemcri  dktffet 

Cle.  They  do  Sir,  and  fpnte  dance  ^IL 

Val.  Thby  rtiuft  before  tfitS  Ladies. 
We'll  have  a  roufe  before  we  go  to  6ed,  FVichdis 
A  Jufty  one,  ^twill  make  rpy  Blood  dance  tba    [Afujick. 

Cam.  Ten,  if  you  plcafe. 

f^af.  And  we'ir  be  WbiidA>us  merry . 

(15)^-^^^  rt#^?r  SeuTs  old  ici,  tt  grtrjjs  cwtduj,]  TdeSentenc* 
feems  to  labour  uMtr  the  wiitotdf  a  Veris  whith  1  wcbM  (kp^y  thiii; 
•— /ii/  fair  Smi  gfrwi  hit  tt^*  gnius  c9nHfokt  $kt*^ 
( 1 6)^^-^ till  BtriwgtbfufJ^k  iha]  Thm  a6  Co^  but  ihit  of  1 71  i. 

(17)  rtri0t  g§0ll Parti ^i  ■       r  >]  Opt  (hda%illo> ^ten"^]  wfdl 

A  Word  meerly  becaufe  it  apptars  a  little  ftiiF:  Woixls  become  fo  lA 
one  Age  that  Vf^ s&acfc  not  fo  ni  the  former:  Great  Parts  is  yet  a 
common  Phrafe^  b6t  we  ih«t)td  not  ttow  choofe  to  join  /rr^V  and  ^m^ 
to  them,  which  when  joined  to  Paris  «ve  m'uch  the  fame  Iddi; 
only  gwi  Parts  fi^nifies  k  hb  degr^  of  bnglht  Pkrti  than  greats  «M 
Ijbttt^k^m  4nti'C/ima^^  If  the  Reader  tjicreforf  fliould  thtnlc  any 
(^hanjge  ncceflary,  I  propofe 

Our  yet  ^W  Parts*         m 
wMch  perfc^y  foiti  the  Content.  Mr.  Srward. 

They 


They  ftay  fiirc,  comc^  I  hear  the  Mufick  v  fortf^rc^ 
Voir  (hall  have  att  Giovot  pielsntly.    \ExU7\^J4en.  We 

attoid,  Sir,  ; 

But  firft  we  muM  idok  to  ih*  Dpor6»        \KmHm  ^V^/». 
The  King  has  diargod  m»  \Kiitunt. 

jB»;?r  two  Servants. 

1  Ser.  What  a  No.y^ 

Da  you  keep  there?  c^U  my  Felj^wi  q*  the  Guard ; 
You  muft  ceafe  niQw  until  the  King  be  entered  *, 
He*s  gone  to  th*  Temple  now. 

2  Ser.  Look  to  that  banpk  Door, 

And  keep  it  faft  i  the^  fwarm  like  Bees  about  it. 

Enter  C^nuUo,  Cleanthes,  MenallQ,  Tony  following. 

(Urn.  Keep  bick  thofe  CitkDieoiSt  ^nd  let  (heir  Wivea  in. 
Their  handfonKJ  Wiv(jf  • 

ftonj.  TheyVe  q?Qwded  me  taVeguicc, 
I  fweat  like  a  Buttq:-'9ox. 

I  Ser.  Stand  further  off  ;here. 

Men.  Take.  |he  Woma  aijyde,  and  t^lk  with  *em  in  • 
jH'ivatf  I 
Give  'em  that  ^ty  caiB^  fee. 

^ony.  The  who^  v^Pit  caonot  c}i^  it  ^ 
Befides,  the  next  Mii^r  if  we  ute  'cm  ^ 
They'll  come  by  Millions  to  expcft  our  lafgefs : 
We've  broke  a  hundred  Heads, 

Cle.  Are  they  ib  femlcT  ? 

Tony.  But  'twas  behind,  befbite  they  have  all  Murrions. 

Cam.  Let  in  thofe  Ladits,  msdce  'em  room  for  fhame 
there. 

Tony.  They  are  ni^  L^diei,  tbeit^s  one  bald  before  'em, 
A  Gent,  bald,  rhey  ^rc  curtaifd  Queans  in  hir^  Clothes  i 
They  come  out  of  Spain  I  think,  they're  very  fultry. 

Men.  Keep  'eni  in  Breath  for  an  Amfaaffadon 

[Knocks  witbtn. 
Methinks  nny  Nofe  ihakes  at  their  Memories. 
What  bouncing's  that  i 

mtbln.  I'm  one  o'th'  Mufick,  Sir. 
H^itbin.  I've  Swcct-mcats  for  thq  Banquet. 

T  4  Cam^ 
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CatH.  Let  'cm  in. 

Tony.  They  lye,  my  Ijord,  they  come  to  fccfc  their  Wives, 

Two  broken  Citizens. 

Cam.  Break  'em  more,  they  are  bat  brufled  yet. 
Bold  Rafcals,  offer  to  difturb  your  Wires? 
Ck.  Lock  the  Doors  faft,  the  Mufick,  hark  the  King 
comes. 

>f  Curtain  drawn. 

The  Kingj  ^^^»>  Valerio,  Evanthe,  Ladies^  Jttendants^ 
Camillo,  Cleanthes,  Sorano,  Meoallo. 

1 

A    M  J  S  K. 

Cupid  defcendsy  the  Graces  fitting  by  bim^   Cupid  being 
bound  the  Graces  unbind  bim^  be  fpeaks. 

Cupid.  Unbind  me,  my  Dehght,  this  Night  is  mine; 
Now  let  me  look  upon  what  Stars  here  ffaine. 
Let  me  behold  the  Beauties,  then  clap  high. 
My  coloured  Wings,  proud  of  my  Deity  5 
I'm  fatisfy'd,  t^ind  me  again,  and  faft, 
My  angry  Bow  will  make  too  great  a  wafte 
Of  Beauty  elfe;  (18)  now  call  my  Maskers  in. 
Call  with  a  Song,  and  let  the  Sports  begin ; 
Oil  all  my  Servants  the  ]Sfieds  of  Love, 
And  to  a  Nfe^fune  let  them  nobly  move. 

One  of  the  Graces  fings. 

Come  you  Servants  of  proud  Love^ 

Come  away: 
Fflirfy^  nobly  J  gently  move. 
Too  longy  too  long  you  make  us  ftay ; 
Fancy^  D^e^  Deligbt^  Hope^  Fear^  . 
Piftrn/f^and  JealouJie3  be  you  too  bere  f 

{17)  —        New  calf  my  Mai  fir j  in 

Call njuitb  m  Song^'  ■■]  Cttfid  bids  fome  of  his'  A ttendanCi 
catt  in  the  Maskers  with  a  Song,  but  it  feems  it  was  to  little  purpofct 
fince  bv  the  preient  Difpofition  of  the  Scene,  he  fings  the  Song  him* 
lelfi  lomake  the  god*s  command  of  any  figni^cation  or  avail,  we 
eoght  to  infert  fome  Speaker  before,  Ceme  you  Strvamfs^  ^c.  Atd 
who  can  be  more  jproper  than  one  of  the  Craca  jNk^^ekcndpl  with 
^'  i,  and  waited  at  his  Side ^ 

Confuming 
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Qmfutning  Care^  and.  ragitig  Ire^ 
And  Poverty  in  poor  jtitin^ 
March  fakly  in%  and  iaft  Defpair  ; 
NowfuU  Mkjuk  ftrike  the  Air. 

f  19)  Enter  the  Maskers^  Fancy  ^  Befire^  Deligbi^  Hope^  Fear^ 
Diftruft^  JeaUufy^  Care^  Irt^  Povntyy  Dejfmr ;   Agi^ 
dance^  aficpwbkb  Cupid /peaks. 

Cupid.  Away,  IVc  done,  the  Day  begins  to  light. 
Lovers,  you  know  your  Fate,  good  Night,  good  Night. 

[Cupid  and  the  Graces  afcend  in  the  Charioi^ 

King.  Come  to  the  Banquet,  when  that's  ended,  Sir» 
rU  fee  y'  i^bed,  and  fo  good  Night ;  be  merry  ^ 
You've  a  fwect  Bed-fellow. 

Val.  I  thank  your  Grace, 
And  ever  Ihall  be  bound  unto  your  Noblenels. 

King.  I  pray  I  may  deferve  your  Thanks,  fet  forward-' 

lExeunl^ 


ACT    III.      S  C  E  N  E     L 

Enter  divers  Monks^  Alpbonio  going  to  the  Tomb^  Rugb 
and  Friermajco  difeover  the  Tomb  and  a  Chair. 

Mar.  rr^  H  £  Night  grows  on,  lead  foftly  to  the  Tomhp 

X    And  fing  not  'till  I  bid  ye  1  lee  the  Mufick 
Flay  gently  as  he  pailes. 

RMg.  O  fair  Piaurc, 
That  wert  the  living  Hope  of  all  our  Honours ; 
How  are  we  bani{ht  from  the  Joy  we  dreamt  of? 
Will  he  ne'er  fpeak  more  ? 

Mar.  'Tis  full  three  Months,  Lord  Rupo^ 

(19)  Enter  tbi  Maskers^ — Care,  Ire,  Defpair  J  X\it  Stage  Dire^'o^ 
here  it  &i^cy,  as  it  does  not  fet  down  the  feveral  Names  of  the  Mashn 
in  the  foregoing  Song  s  for  upon  Comptrifon  we  (hall  find,  that  oue 
of  Eleven  there  are  but  Ten  reckon*d  up,  Ptverty  being  dropC  be- 
tivixt  In  and  Dijpair.  Thu  Obferiration  I  am  not  iingular  in,  Mr« 
ni$baU  haviog  before  made  the  iame  19  his  Maryn. 

^incf 
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Since  any  artic'btft  Sond  came  from  hit  Tq^tie. 

Sei  him  down  gentljr.  [Siti  in  a  Chair. 

Rug.  Wbac  ifaoOd  di' RcafoA  be,  Sk  ? 

Mar.  As  *tis  in  Nature  widi  tkofe  loving  Husbandly 
That  fympathife  their  Wives  Pains,  and  their  Throes 
When  i\xtf  ate  breeding,  and  'tis  ufin(  too. 
We  have  it  by  ExperieQce ;  (ao)  fi>  10  him.  Sir, 
In  this  nioft  noble  Spirit  chat  nowiuflirsi 
For  when  his  honour'd  Father  good  Brmdino 
Feu  fick,  he  felt  the  Griefs,  and  laboured  with  them. 
His  Fits,  and  his  Difcafe  he  (Ull  inherited. 
Grew  the  fame  thing,  and  had  not  Nature  checked  hini» 
Strength  and  Ability,  h*ad  dy'd  that  Hour  toa 

Rug.  Emblem  of  noble  Love ! 

Mar.  That  very  Minute 
His  Father's^  Breath  fbrfook  him,  that  lame  Inftaht, 
A  rare  Example  of  his  Piety, 
And  Love  paternal,  th'  Or^  of  his  Tongue 
Was  never  heard  to  found  again ;  fo  near  Dotth 
ne^feeks  to  watt  upon  his  worthy  Father, 
But  that  we  force  his  Meat,  he  were  one  Body. 

Ri^^.  He  points  to  th^  Tdmb. 

Mar.  That  is  the  Place  he  honours. 
An  Houfe  I  fear  he  will  nM  be  long  out  of. 
tit  will  to  th'  Tomb,  good  my  Lord  lenjfpuf  Hand ; 
Now  fing  the  fun'ral  Song,  and  let  him  kneel, 
i^  then  fae^  pleased.  \Xgmig. 

Rug.  HcavV>  lend  tby  pow'ifa)  Hand, 
And  eafe  this  Prince. 

Mar.  He  will  pafs  back  again.  {^Ex»9t. 

EftUrYdkr'KK 

Val.  They  drink  abundantly,  Vm  hot  with  Wine  too, 
Luftily  warm^  Pll  ileal  now  to  my  Happinefs, 
*Tis  Midnight,  and  the  filent  Hour  invites  me^ 
Btit  fhe  is  up  ftill,  and  attends  the  Queen  ^ 
Thou  Dew  of  Wine  and  Skep  bang  on  their  Eye-Lids, 

(ac)  — Jo  in  kim^  Sir,]  The  HKpfis  of  the  Vcib  sudfes  Ais  F^llags 
a  good  deal  obfcufc. 

Steep 
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Steep  ttieir  dii]  ^(es  in  the  Healths  they  dri(ik# 

That  I  maV  quicldy  find  niy  \oy*d  EivsfMii. 

The  King  is  merry  too,  and  drank  unta  me,. 

Sign  of  fair  Peace.    O  tbi|  Nigbt^s  BleOednefi  t 

If  I  had  forty  Heada  I  would  give  all  for\ 

Is  ndt  the  end  of  our  Ambitions,  ' 

Of  all  our  human' Studies^  and  oar  TraveU| 

Of  our  I^fires^  tb'  o6taimng  of  pur  Wi/hes? 

Certain  it  is^  and  there  A(((an  nukes  his  Centre; 

I  have'  obtained  Evantbe^  I  have  married  her* 

Can  iny  Forttme  keep  me  from  enjoying  her  2 

I  have  my  Wi/h^  what's  left  me  to  aocde  now  ? 
I'm  Friends  with  all  tfte  World,  but  thy  bafe  Malice  % 
Go  glory  in  t&y  MHchiefe  thou  proud  Man,. 
And  cry  it  to  the  World  (2 1 )  thou  haft  ruin'd  Virtue ( 
How  I  contemn  thee,  and  thy  petty  Malice! 
And  wkh  what  Scorn  I  look  down  on  thy  t^raftice  t 

Sar.  You'll  finjg  me  a  new  Song  anon  Fakrio^ 
And  wifh  thefe  hot  Words-—— 

Vol.  I  defpile  thee,  Fellow, 
Thy  Threats,  or  Flatt'ries^  afl  I  fling  behind  mt  1 
I  have  my  end,  t  have  thy  tipSle  SiRer, 
A  Name  too  worthy  of  thf  Blood  -,  I've  married  her,, 
And  will  ei^^  her  too. 

Sor.  "^is  very  likely. 

Val.  At4  that  tlaAn  Month  1  h^»re  toblels  me  wkb  ber 
Pll  make  an  Ag|E;,  I'll  reckon  each  Embrace 
A  Year  of  Pleafure,  and  each  Night  a  Jufafile^ 
Ev'ry  quick  Kifs  a  Spring;  ^  aixi  when  I  mem 
To  lofe  myfelF  in  all  Deltghtfohiefs^ 
Twenty  fweet  Summers  I  will  tie  together ; 
In  fpight  of  t&ee,  add  thy  malignant  Mafter^ 
I  will  die  old  in  Ijove»  though  young  in  Pleaikre* 

Sor.  But  that  I  haoe  tbee  deadly^  I  couM  pity  thee^ 
Thou  art  the  poofeft  miferahlc  thing 
This  pay  on  Earth  j  I'll  tell  thee  why^  r^i&fft^ 

(?>)  ? tb§u  bafi  waM  t^ir/uii)  Thiis  pnly  the  Copy  of  171 1. 

All 
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All  thou  efteem'ft,  and  build'ft  upon  for  H^Dpinds, 
For  Joy,  for  Pleafurc,  for  Delight,  is  paft  thcc, 
And  like  a  wanton  Dream  already  vanifh'd. 

Val.  Is  ipy  Love  falfe  ? 

Sor.  No,-  fhe  is  conftant  to  thee, 
Conftant  to  all  thy  Mifery  ihe  ihall  be. 
And  curfc  thee  too. 

VaL  Is  my  ftrong  Body  weakened. 
Charmed  or  abusM  with  lubtle  Drink  ?  Speak,  Villain. 

Sor.  Neither ;  I  dare  fpeak,  thou  art  ftill  as  lufty 
As  when  thou  lov'dft  her  firft,  as  ftrong  and  hopeful  % 
The  Month  thou*ft  given  thee  is  a  Month  of  Mifery, 
And  where  thou  think*ft  each  Hour  (hall  yield  a  Pleafure^ 
Look  for  a  killing  Pain,  for  thou  /halt  find  it 
Before  tbou  dieft,  each  Minute  (hall  prepare  it. 
And  ring  fo  many  Knells  to  (ad  AffliftiorTs^ 
The  King  has  giv'n  thee  a  long  Motith  to  die  \t\^ 
And  mT(crabIy  die. 

Val  Undo  thv  Riddle,  , 

I  am  prepared  whatever  Fate  (hall  fallow. 

Sor.  Doft  thou  fee  this  Ring  ? 

VaL  I  know  it  too. 

Sor.  Then  mark  me : 
By  virtue  of  this  Ring,  this  T  pronounce  ^6  thee, 
It  is  the  King's  wiH  ■ 

^isil  Let  me  know  it  fuddenly. 

Sor.  If  thou  doft  offer  to  touch  Evantbe^s  Body 
Beyond  a  Kifs,  though  thou  art  marry'd  to  her. 
And  lawfully  as  thoii  think'ft  may*ft  enjoy  her. 
That  Minute  (he  (hall  die.     fV-  O  Devil  — — 

Sor.  If  thou 
Difcover  this  Command  unto  her,  or  to 
A  Friend  that  (hall  importune  thee,  and  why  thou 
Abftain'ft,  and  from  whofe  WHl,  ye  pcrifh-,  all 
Upon  the  fclf-famc  Forfeit :  Are  ye  fitted,  Sir  ? 
Now  if  ye  love  her,  ye  may  prefervc  her  Life  ftill. 
If  nor;  you  know  the  worft :  How  falls  your  Month  out  ? 

VaL  This  Tyranny  could  never  be  invented 
But  in  the  School  of  Hell,  Earth  is  too  innocent ; 
|Srpt  to  enjoy  her  when  fl;ie  is  my  Wife? 
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When'  fhe  is  willing  too, 

5(jr.  She  is  moft  willing. 
And  will  run'inad  to  mjfs ;  but  if  you  hit  her. 
Be  fure  you  hit  her  hOmr,  and  kill  her  with  % 
(Thcpc  arc  fuch  Women  that  will  die  with  Pleafore : ) 
The  Ax  will  follow  elfe,  that  will  not  fail 
To  fetch  her  Maidenhead,  and  difpatch  ho-  quickly ; 
Then  Jhall  the  World  know  you're  the  Caufe  of  Murder, 
And  as  'tis  requifite  your  Life  fliall  pay  for't. 

Vat.  Thou  dott  but  jefl,  thou  canll  not  be  To  monftroitt 
As  thoQ  proclaim'ft  thyfelf ;  thou  art  her  Brother, 
And  there  muft  be  a  feeling  Heart  within  thee 
Of  her  AffliQ;ions^  wert  thou  a  Stranger  to  us, 
And  bred  amongft  wild  Rocks,  thy  Nature  wild  tOO> 
Affeftion  in  thee  as  thy  Breeding,  cold. 
And  unrelenting  as  the  Rocks  that  nouriHi'd  thee. 
Yet  thou  mud  fliake  to  tell  me  this }  they  tremble 
When  the  rode  Sea  threatens  Divorce  among'ft  'em. 
They  that  are  fenfclefs  Things  fliake  at  a  Tempeft ; 
Thou  art  a  Man-^ — — 

S«r.  Be  thou  too  then,  "twill  try  thee. 
And  Patience  now  will  beft  become  thy  Noblenefi. 

fal.  Invent  fcmie  (Xher  Torment  to  aM\€t  me. 
All,  if  thou  pleaie,  put  all  Affliftrana  on  me. 
Study  thy  Brains  out  for  *em,  fb  this  be  none 
I  care  not  of  what  Nature,  nor  what  Cruelty, 
Nor  oF  what  length. 

Str.  This  is  cdch^  to  vex  ye. 

Fal.  The  Talc  of  Tatttaius  u  now  pror'd  true. 
And  from  me  fliall  be  rcgiftred  Authentick  i 
To  have  my  Joys  within  my  Arms,  and  lawful. 
Mine  own  Deligbts,  yet  dare  not  touch.    Even  as 
Thou  hat'ft  me  Brother,  let  no  young  Man  know  this. 
As  thou  flialt  hope  for  Peace  when  thou  moft  need'ft  it. 
Peace  in  thy  Soul ;  defire  the  King  to  kill  me. 
Make  me  a  Traitor,  any  thing,  I'll  yield  to  ft. 
And  give  thee  caufe,  fo  I  may  die  immediately ; 

f^ock  me  in  Prifon  where  no  Sun  may  foe  me, 
a  Walls  fo  thick  no  hope  may  e'er  come  at  me. 

Keep 
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Keep  me  Trom  Meat,  and  Drink^  »qd  SlmSi  I'U  hfeik  4h^  ; 
Give  me  fome  damned  Potion  {%%)  to  4wy^  oae. 
That  I  may  ncrar  know  myfelf  ^g»iOf  forgot 
My  Country,  K*ndr/cd|f  NiuQe  ajQdFprtiWf;  M, 
Tl^at  mf  €hafte  LovfC  imy  oe^er  i^i%)Cir  bfpfpre  mc^     . 
This  were  fom  (Somfoa; 

&r.  All  I  hav^  Pve  bixw^ght  jwf, 
Airf  xiHM*  good  m^y  4t  do  y^,  my  4w  Bratfoi:^ 
See  ye  obfqniie  ^t  well  \  i^W  fiixl  atwfic  ji»     ^ 
Mftoy  JE^fls  fet»  fbtt  Iball  o'^Qpkjyiwr  Adi^ 
If  you  «ai>ig9eis,  ye  jcnpw,  and  fo  1 4m^  yc.        C4#. 

(22)  V4^  Heav'n.bc«)t  ^pgiy^.fuul  j(?\|c4c^ 
And  whM  jm  ^^K^m^)!i^^ 

To  whom  I  kneel  \;^  mei:a^  junto  m^% 

Look  jNi  eiy  harmtefs  YoMrh  Angela,  pf  P^^ 

And  frpm  my  bleeding  !H«art  w^^q^^ny  $prrow|» 

TheflQW^,  the  Fridib  llie  MallGC  aod^^ 

Of  zvJt^  Men^  ^e  beot  |g»ioft  ipy  imtpqpioe. 

You  that  controul  the  mighty  Vulli.Qf  P^ific^, 

And  bow  their  ftubboni  Armes,  look.  Qn^  ^ea]kiie6. 

And  wlim  youptoaicr^  bpw,  ail^  i^3^Mi&x:wi.  [£«^. 

(22)  —  /0 deliver  mii\ /. #.  Peliftmefipm^myfelf.  Fva thought 
that  the  Paflage  ought  (a  iion  ihi|Sf  i 

I    Ji»delire,w» 
f .  f .  make  me  delirioui ;  and  I  am  not  certain  yc(  that  it  Qu^t  ,^ 
cobefo  read.  •      -> 

(23)  Val.  Heaven  be  mot^Mgpy,  aMJTwi^e  topi  jit, 

JCfflfr.Brederick. 
fo  fuAitn  'I  hteel  he  merciful  unfa,  mif 
Look  on  m^f  harmhfs  Youth  jfngeh  of  "PHj^    . 
Atdfro^  mf^hlo^ngUomn  "wifOiOff  uor Mom:tnitUp 
7hf  Fawir^  thi  Pn3e^  rtht  Malit^,  am/  bjf^to . 
Q/*  eruiljfiou  auo  itrnt  againft  mjf  Innocfpce.  •     • 
Tou  that  foHtroul  the  mi^ty  PHUs  ^  Princes 
And*  how  ihiirjtuhhoru  Armes^  hok  on  myWeaknifs^ 
Jndwheny^  fleafi^  m^d  hmwy  mUay  fitfMfttiet  [Exitl  Thr§ 
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Eatjtr  Fr^^jckf  and  Soraho. 

Fred.  Haft  thou  been  with  him  ?  . 

.    Sor.  Yes,  juxl  given  him  jfeic,  Sixy 
Will  make  him  cune  his  Birth ;  ImM  yc  wUch  w 
Did  youlncfaliim.  Sir,  bnt  iook  vpooliiiB, 
"With  whfc  aitrooblcd.Jiidtdej^^  Mature 
He  walkjB  now  in  m^Aif  ift,  wkh  Miat «  SAeaus^ 
As  if  he  ipsre  ite  SHiimbI  ^e  ikntpt  faioifeif  iiH 
And  no  more  of  TVeriHMr  hb  Shadow, 
He  ieeks  Obfcurity  xo  Ude  Jris  Tiuughtn  in, 
Yoifd  wmtdsr  anfl  admiiicfer  aU  you  Icnow  it  i 
His  JoUicyJsdiMrn)' valid  m  tfaef  Gnokuid,  Sir^ 
Aiiditts^iiighiiftpesof  iill  Delights  and  PfeaiiiM 
Are  tuisnM  Tormentors  to  him,  ftrong  Diie^« 

Fred.  But  is  there  hope  of  her  ? 

Sor^  it  «ifft<£d|  neosflary   . 
She  miift  dUUkc^Mm^xioinid  wkh  Jiis  Berfon, 
For  Women  onoe  deluaed  are  next  DenriU^ 
And  in  die  iid^t  of  idiat  tOptnion,  Sir, 
mM  fliall  put  on  amin,  and  ihe  muft  meet  ye. 

J^ed.Cmfg^m^AL 

Sor.  ril  tetl  ye  all  ijhe  Ciccumfiance 
Within  this  Hour;  but  iiire  I  heard  your  Graces 
To  day  as  I  attended,  make  fome  Stq», 
Some  broken  Spfluches,  and  foqie  Siglu  between^ 
And  then  your  Brother's  Name  I  heacd  diftinfiriy. 
And  fome  fad  Wiihes  after. 


/ 


Attempts  toward  its  Melioration  and  Amendment.   The  fecaadline  I 
vm^  ftrike  oiH  u  fiqpernumerary  and  tautological,  as  well  as  tlie  StaM 
Direction,  Entir  Frederick:  Jtrmes  too,  in  the  iaft  but  one,  is  plain^ 
corrupted  1  in  fliort/ 1  woutd|>ropofe  to  read  and  point  the  whole  thus^ 
Val.  Hea*v*H  be  9§t  angry^  mnd  P'Uifimi  hfeytft^ 
To  nubom  I  kneel  i  bi'mireifiUm9t§  me^ 
Looi  on  mjfhatrmlift  T$utbt  AMgels  tf  Fi^^ 
And  from  my  bleeding  Heart  n»ipi  off  my  Sorrows  i 
The  Pouoer;  the  Pride,  tbe  Malice  and  Injuft ice  ' 
Of  cruel  Mem  «r#  bent  againft  wn  Inmeemce, 
Ton  that  conhnonl  the  mlgl^  IVilU  efPrincesi 
And  bew  their  fiuhbofn  Arms,  look  om  mjf  Wet^n^fs^ 
And  lAihenyou  pleafe,  and  how,  allaj  ny  Miferiei. 
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Fred^  Yc'rc  i*  th*  right.  Sir, 
I  would  he  were  as  iad  as  I  could  wiih  him# 
Sad  as  the  Earth. 

Sor.  Would  ye  have  it  fo? 

Fred.  Thou  hcar*ft  roc. 
Though  he  be  Tick  with  fmall  hope  of  Recovery, 
That  hope  dill  lives,  and  Mens  Eyes  live  upon  it» 
And  in  their  Eyes  their  Wilhes;  my  S§ram^ 
Vftvt  he  but  cold  once  in  the  Tomb  he  cloces  oOf 
(As  'cis  the  fitted  Place  for  Mefauicholy,) 
My  Court  fhould  be  another  Paradlfe,  ^ 

And  flow  with  all  Delights.    Sor,  Go  tt>  your  Pleitfiira, 
Let  me  alone  with  this,  Hope  (hall  ix>t  trouble  ye. 
Nor  he  tbisee  Days.    Fred.  I  (hall  be  bound  unco  tbdr. 

^  •    Efiier  Valerio,  Camillo,  CIcanthes,  and  Menallo. 

Sor.  I'll  do  it  neatly  too,  no  Doubt  (hall  catch  mp» 

Fred.  Be  gone,  they're^  going  to  fied^  PU  bid  ^oed 
Night  to  'em.  ^ 

Sor^  And  mark  the  Man,  you'll  (carce  know  'tis  VakrUi 

lExiL 

Cam.  Chear  up  my  noble  Lord,  the  Minute's  com^ 
You  (hall  enjoy  the  Abftrad  of  all  Sweetnefs  \ 
Wc  did  you  wrong,  yoo  need  no  Wine  to  warm  ye, 
Defire  (hoots  through  your  Eyes  like  fudden  Wildfires^ 

Val.  Be(hrew  me  Lords,  the  Wine  ^as  made  me  dull, 
I  am  I  know  not  what.  ^ 

Fred.  Good  Pleafure  to  ye,. 
Good  Night'  and  long  too,  as  you  find  your  Appetite 
You  may  fall  to. 

Val.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace,        [Afide  to  Frederick. 
For  which  of  all  my  Loves  and  Services 
Have  I  delerv'd  tjus  ? 

Fred.  I'm  not  bound  to  anfwer  ye. 

Val.  Nor  I  bound  to  obey  in  unju(t  Anions. 

Fred.  Do  as  you  pleafe,  you  kno\y  the  Penalty^ 
And  as  I  have  a  Soul  it  (ball  be  execused ; 
Nay  look  not  pale,  I  am  not  us'd  to  fear.  Sir, 
If  you  rcfpeft  your  Lady»  good  Night  to  ye.         [Exit. 

f^al.  But  for  Refpea  to  her,  and  to  my  Duty, 

That 
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That  KveKad  Duty  tt^.  I  ow&  vtff  Sovereign, 
Which  Anger  has  po  Pbwer  to  fnatch  me  from, 
TlTf  gWJd  MigRt  Ifttwfdfcd  tKftife;  good l^^ifejlt:  fdx'tf^. 


The  King  is  watMJH,  ijoi^s»  h6  #d<lld  deeds-  know  ditat ' 
How  many  nick  Ch«t»*M)iiftl  make  to  Nifeht.      ' 


Men.  Myl^itfjribdbubtyDQ'irptovfe'a'periKlfGamtiftcr^ 

r<i/.  Faith  no,  I' 01  iMda^intW  #^  the  Pleafutc, 
Bungle  a  Se«  I'  ttHf:  Ho#  itty  Ifearif  trtrfjt)H 
And  beats  rtiy'Si^  is  \t  vtoM  bt^aK:  6il  Way  oat'! 
Good  Night,  WrtDbW'Frfemfe'. 

C/f .  Nay  ^  At*  fte  yt)ft 
ToW!Wy«ir'«W,  tiiy  Lorff. 

J^<2/.  Good  faith- it  rteedktfbr; 
.  *Tis  late,  and  I  ihall  trouble,  yoa.    CM.  Nb;  no. 
Till  the  Bride  cMte,  Sif-^  J^^/.  fbbreA^  you  k^emej;;^ 
You'll  make  me  bafhful  elfe,  I  am  lb  fodlifh  }- 
Befides,  I  have  fome  few'f)^tk>i^  Lorcfe, 
MA  he  thkf  ttdrpnf.  H/nh:  Ibcfi  t  Bbok  h*'i  Anxtt' 

Cam.  We'll  leave-  ye  theti,  aUd  4  fwefet  Night  wiiit 
on  ye.  ' 

Men.  Aiitf  arftfreefc  ffloe  <jf  this^lWwt  N!gHt'ci-<S#ft  p. 

Qe.  AR'N^fitVand  Dkyibd  fbcKeiH'yciQ^t-dWdtd,  Sli'. 

Vol.  I  thank  ye,  'tis  a  Curfe  furffiSent  Foi*  ittc; 
A  labour'd  one  too,  though  you'mtian  a  BhsfiiHg: 
WharftidKhdbf  rh  llkei  i^rttfihrf  t)e»tD^ .  • 
That  has  f  Sum'tbtendb'  On'rh^  Forfi^t 
Of  all  he's  worth,  ytt  dirt'  not  dtfei'  it. 
Other  Men  fee  (He'Sbti;  yiU*!  rfiofft  wink  iXxU 
And  thougrf  kttoW  ♦»»  ftertfeft  Dky,  ddhy  it  : 
MyWiftf  are^iH  On  Fire,  ahdtium  like  iS/tetfj, 
Ytidfti  aiid'  DefifC  beat  'Lartiirtr  tb  ttif  Bfodd, 

_  And  add  frelh  Fuel  to  my  waim  Afieftioiis. 

~  I  muft  enjoy*  Her,"  yet  whtn  f  cdnilidef. 
When  I  collcft -ihyftJ^  aWd  Wtli«lrHtf't)4tfgei', 
The  Tyrant's  Will,  and  his  fW^tSWght  to  Muydtf,' 
My  tender  (^re  co«wMs*ihfBfo(i8  WiSlrt  iftc,  ^ 

Andlii^aa'coft^it'df'tftX^lK  AgUd  ,   .      ; 

Creeps  to  my  Soul,  abd  nings  an  Ice  Updii  die, 

■^OL.  V,  U  Et&« 
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Eraer  ^een^  Evanthc,  Ladies  and  Fo§L 

That  locks  all  Powers  of  Youth  up :  Bot  Prc?ciitioa< 

0  what  a  BldTedoefs 'twere  «o  be  old  omr. 
To  be  unable.  Bed-rid  with  Difeaies, 

Or  h^t  on  Crutches  to  meet  holy  jhmeni. 
What  a  rare  Benefit!  But  I  aoi  curft. 
That  chat  fpeaks  other  Men  moll  freely  happy. 
And  makes  all  Eyes  hang  on  their  EaqiedbtionSy 
Muft  prove  the  rane  of  me.  Youth,  and  Ability. 
She  comes  to  Bed,  how  ihall  I  entertain  her? 

Tofr;^.  Nay  I  come  after  too,  take  the  Fool  with  ye. 
For  lighdy  he  is  ever  one  at  Weddings. 

^eeft.  JEvantbc^ 
Make  f  unready,  your  Lord  ftays  for  yc. 
And  prithee  be  merry. 

I'ony.  Be  very  merry.  Chicken, 
Thy  Lord  will  Pipe  to^ec  anon,  and  make  thee  Dance  looi» 

Lady.  Will  he  fo,  good-^mao , Ais  ? 

TofTf.  Yes,  good  Filly, 
And  you  had  fuch  a  Pipe,  that  pip'd  lb  fweetly, 
You*d  dance  to  Death,  you've  learnt  your  Sinque  apaoe. 

EfVan,  Your  Grace  ddires  that,  that's  too  fcee  in  me ; 
Pm  merry  at  the  Heart. 

TofTf.  Thou'lt  be  anon. 
The  youQg  fmug  Boy  will  give  thee  a  fweet  Cordial; 

Evan.  I  am  9:}  taken  up  in  all  my  Thoughts,        , 
So  pofleft,  Madam,  with  the  lawful  Sweeu 

1  (hall  this  Night  partake  of  wvh  my  Lofd,     ^ 
So  far  tranfported  (pardon  my  Immodefty.)?— 

Vd.  Alas  poor  Wench,  liow  (hall  I  recompence  thiee  ? 

Evan.  That  though  they  muft  be  fliort,  and  fiiauibc 
away  too  ;        ^ 

E'er  they  grow  ripe,  yet  I  Ihall  far  prfer  'em 
Before  a  tedknis  Pleafure  with  Repentance. 

Ttf/,  P  how  my  Heart  akcs ! 

Etan.  Take  off  my  Jewels,  Ladies, 
And  Itt  my  Ruff  lopfe,  1  (hall  bid  good  Night  t*ye^ 
My  Lord  days  here. 

^en.  My  Wenchi  I  thank  diee  hcardiyt 
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For  learDing  how  to  u(e  thy  few  Hours  haodlbtnly. 
They  will  be  Years  I  hope ;  off  with  your  Gown  qow» 
Lay  down  the  Bed  there.    Tmy.  Shall  I  get  into  it 
And  warm  it  for  thee?  a  Fool's  Fire's  a  fine  thing. 
And  rU  fo  bufi  thee. 

^etn.  rU  have  ye  whipt,  ye  J^afcuh 

VLotg.  That  will  prbvoke  me  oKMre  1  FU  calk  with  dij 
Husband. 
He's  a  wife  Man  I  h<^. 

Evan.  Good  night  dear  Madam, 
Ladies,  no  fur^htt*  Service,  1  am  well^ 
I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  give  us  this  leave  \ 
My  Lord  and  I  to  one  another  freely, 
And  privately,  may  do  all  other  Ceremonies ; 
Woman  and  Pag^  we'll  be  to  one  another. 
And  trouble  you  no  farther. 

Ttmy.  Art  tliou  a  wife  Man  ? 

r^n/.  t  cannot  cell  thee^  Tmf^  zSn  my  Neighbours; 

7i?»y.  If  thou  becft  fo,  goiye  with  me  to  Night, 
Th'  old  Fool  will  lye  quieter  than  the  young  one. 
And  give  thee  more  Sleep,  thbu  wilt  look  to  morrow  elfe 
Worfe  than  the  prodigal  Fool  the  Ballad  (peaks  of. 
That  was  ibueez'd  through  a  Horn« 

Vd.  (24)  I  (hall  take  thy  Counfel. 

^en.  Why  then  good  night,  good  night,  my  bcft 
Evantbe^ 
My  worthy  Maid,  and  as  that  Name  fhall  vani(h, 
(a5)  A  worthy  Wife,  a  long  and  happy  j  follow  Sirrah.) 

Evan.  That  (hall  be  my  care, 
Goodnefs  reft  with  your  Grace. 

{24)  Val.  1  fi>all  iaki  tfy  Ceunifi/. I  Th\%  is  a/ifi  if  the  Words  tro 
ligh  t  i  but  perhaps  they  would  be  better  joiii*d,  with  fome  iittle  ChaDgo^ 
CO  the  End  of  the  FooI^s  Speech : 

That  ^wasfyuet^d  through  a  Horn.  Wlk /a^'  wrf  Cmmfylf 
(25)  A  nuortby  n^ifCf  a  long  and  haffyi  follow  oirrah. 
Evan.  That  fiall  be  my  care^ 
Gooduifs  rtft  with  your  Gr^t^  Infteid  of,  folhot  Sirrab,    I 
eoold  wiih  to  amned  tJib  Verb  with  the  preceding  Words.    The  Re- 
^ve  thai  too  in  the  fecond  Line,  caa  oalv  refer  to«  a  nvortiy  l^ifi^ 
br  all  E'vantht\  Caie  and  Pradence  coald  not  poffihly  make  her  m 
^n£  and  bnfpj  one«    With  likewife  in  the  tail  feemt  to  have  little 

-         U  a  Bafincfi 
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^em.  B&lufty,  Locd,  ^  t^c  youi  hsa^  ta  yew 
And  that  Power  chat  fhs^Il  |iart  ye  be  unhappy* 

Val.  Sw^t  reft  untoye,  Vt  ye  sUlu  ivmt  Mdmi 
Ji«jy,  gpod  nighty 

yb»y.  Shall  not  the  Fool  ftay  with  thOQ  ? 
^<f^».  Come  away,  Sicrah.  {E^ewt  S^fmaniJMi 
^<m.^^  tb?  Fo^i  is  icHight  6>r  I 
i>ze7^^/  Malt  is  made  of  eafy  Fire^ 
A  bafty  Horfe  will  quickfy  tin^ 
Afudden  Leapermcks  ffb'  Mvr^% 

^^  Pbkhtmy  qmtih*  li^vib'^^fi^^ 
"  Take^b^pf  Fri^J^  l^^r^fiiHl 
Tbisfrom  an  AIm^m4  IM^% 
And  le^m^X^^f^^m  a  Fml. 
Good  night  my  9Mrd.  [finfeToDy. 

Evan.  Good  night  wife  maftcc  TS^syri  .. 
^ill  ye  to  Bed)  my  Lord  ^  Qme%  kn  v»  Mp  jc. 

Val.  To  ?»Jf;  Evantbti^,  ^  tfeq^  Q«HI  ^    ^&W-.  W^t 
I  (hall  be  worfe  if  yoi^  Ivfjik  i^i  upqp:  PMi 
Pray  ye  Ic;*s,to  Bed 
-  VaL  I  am  not  well,  ifff  l^e» 

£^^M^  rilmake  ye  weli,  th^'SfBO  iiich  PhyfidK  fix  yt 
As  your  warm  Miflrefi^'s  Arn^ 
Val.  Art  thou  ib  canniQg^? 

JE'z/^Q.  KoesLk  not  by  Exp^icDce,  *pny  ye  miftakeootf 
But  if  you  love  me— — 

Val.  I  do  love  iadearJyy 
So  muph  ^vc  the  baie  l^ent  of  IkGj^ 
I  know  not  how  to  anfw^r  thee. 

Evan.  To  Bed  then, 
Xhercsl  fhall  better  aedit  ye;  fie  my  Lord, 

BufineiSi  th^e.    In  a  word.  I.  would  propofe  readisg  the  whole  in  tlui. 
jnanner :  ^ 

Evan.  natJballbtwyCarti  thcfe 

G^odnefs  reftyeur  Gr^ice.f— TJiat.  ihiiDv-*-^ 
f.  i.  to  bea  worthy  WihQofXl  he  my  Study  and  Bodfavour ;  bot  tbifif 
i  e.  long  and  happy»  nuift  be  Itft  to  the  Godt  (or  fanething  n>  ckt 
Efiea)  aad  &•  Gt^ifi  r^fi^  &a  i.  $,  May  the  Gods  givt  your  Gace 
good  ^eft  to  Dig^ 

wiir 


A  Wife^  Jar  a  Mmtb.  305 

Win  ye  put  a  Maid  tQ%  to  teach  ]|ce  wbatlii^4o? 
An  innocent  Maidi  Are  ye  h  cold  a  Lover  2 
In  truth  you  make  me  fafuf^  'tis  Midnjghc  too^ 
And  'tis  no  ftol'n  Love,  but  auizhonied  openlyi^ 
No  Sin  we  covet  \  pray  let  me  undids  ye,, 
Yqu  ibftU^p  oic  too  2  prithee  fweec  Vdmo^ 
Be  not  ib  lad,  the  King  iidU  he  mooe  ineiPQ^ 

Vol.  Mj^not  I  bve  d^y Mipd? 

Evan.  And  I  yours  too, 
^Tis^moitiioAsleone,  adom^  with  Virtw  1 
But  if  we  love  not  one  another  really. 
And  put  our  Bodies  and  our  Mind  together. 
And  fo  make  up  the  Concord  qf  4^e^^9 
Our  Love  will  prove  but  a  bliad  Superftitkn : 
This  is  no  School  to  a]ig;ue  in,  my  Lord, 
Nor  have  we  time  to  talk  aiiray  allowed  v\ 
Pray  let's  diipatchs  if  any  pi>eihould<x>ine 
And  find  us  at  this  diftanoe,  what  would  they  think  ? 
Come,  kifs  me,  and  to  Bed     V41L  Thft  I  diire  do^ 
And  kifs  again.    Evm.  Spare  not,  they  are  y dw  owi^  Sir« 

Val.  But  to  enjov  thee  is  to  be  hixunous ; 
Too  leniual  in  my  Love,  ahd  too  umbitioas  1 
O  how  I  bum  I  to  pluck  thee  fi^m  the  Stalky 
Where  now  thou  grow'ft  a  iwcet  Bud  and  a  beaufjeoa^ 
And  bear'ft  the  prime  and  honour  of  thcGardei^ 
Is  but'  to  violate  thy  Sprinjg,  and  ipoil  thee. 

'Evan.  To  let  me  blow,  and  faO  alone,  would  anger  ye. 

Val.  Let's  fit  together  thus,  and  as  we  fit 
Feed  on  the  Sweets  of  one  another's  Souls. 
The  Happinefs  of  Love  is  Contemplation, 
The  Blcuednefs  df  Love  is  pure  Affe^ion, 
Where  no  Allay  of  adual  dull  Defires, 
Of  Pleafure  that  partakes  with  Wantonneft, 
Of  hunian  Fire  that  bums  out  as  it  kindles, 
(26)  And  leaves  the  Body  but  a  poor  Repentance^ 
Can  ever  mix^  kt's  fix  on  that,  EvaMht^ 

(26)  And  leaves  the  Body  hui  ufar  Repmiami^l  Our  Aathocs,  a»  t2i« 
Reader  wllobffrye,  are  a  little  unphilofofjihical  in  expcei&ng  t^  S«z»- 
timent,  fince  not  the  Bod/  bul  tfae  Soul «  the  ppopcr  Sabjed  of  Re* 
pcntancc/ 

V©L.  V.  U3  That's 


I 
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That's  Evtrlaftingj  th*  other  Caflial  5 
Eternity  breeds  one,  the  other  Fortunej^ 
Blind  as  herfelf,  and  full  of  all  Affli£tion$: 
Shall  we  love  virtuoufly  ? 

Evan.  I  ever  loved  ib. 

Vd.  (27)  And  only  think  our  Love  ?  the  rareft  Pleafiirej^ 
(And  that  we  moft  dcfire,  let  it  be  human,) 
If  once  enjoy'd  grows  ftde,  and  cloys  our  Appetites  j 
I  would  not  leflen  in  my  Love  for  any  thing, 
(28)  Nor  find  thee  but  the  fame  in  my  (hort  Journey, 
For  my  Love's  fafety. 

Evan.  Now  I  fee  I'm  old.  Sir, 
Old  and  ill-favour*d  too,  poor  and  defois'd. 
And  am  not  worth  your  nobk  FeHowfliip, 
Your  Fellowfhip  in  Love,  you  would  not  elfe 
Thus  cunningly  fcek  to  betray  a  Maid, 
A  Maid  that  honours  you  thus  pioufly ; 
Strive  to  abufc  the  pious  Love  me  brings  ye. 
Farewel  my  Lord,  fince  ye've  a  better  Miftrefi, 
(For  it  muft  feem  fo,  or  ye  are  no  Man,) 
A  younger,  happier,  I  ihall  give  her  room. 
So  much  I  love  ye  ftill. 

Vol.  3tay  my  Evaniie^ 
Heav'n  hear  me  Witnefi,  thou  art  all  I  Jove,, 
All  I  delire,  and  now  (29)  have  Pity  on  me, 
I  never  lyed  before,  fgr^veme,  Jufticcj 

(27)  AndonfytbinkourL^vei — ]  The  t'ointing  required  15  that  iQ 
the  Text. 

(z8)  Nor  find  thee  hut  the  fame  in  mjfjhtrtjotimeft 

For  my  LoveV  fafety.]  Falerio  would  not  fuffer  the  leaft  Ab^te- 

ment  of  her  AffedUon  if  he  might  fave, >  What  by  it  ?  his  Love  I 

fais  Life  to  be  fure  he  defiga*d  to  fay,  ai^  the  true  Reading  is. 
For  mjf  Life  /  faftty, 
•{z^  —  have  Pity  on  me^ 

1  ne*ver  lyed  before f  forgive  mtt  yuftice\ 

Youth  and  AffeSion  ftop  your  Ears  unto  mi,'\   VaUrio  goine  to 

pretend  Impotency,  prays,  afide^  tha^  Heaven  may  forgive  the  lie, 

and  (as  the  Text  at  prefent  runs)  Evanthe  not  believe,  but  fiop  her  Ears 

.  eigainft  it.    But  is  not  this  a  Contradidion  glaring  enough  ?    *Tis,  I 

*'  .V  think,  not  only  poflible  but  very[probab]e  the  Authors  Manufcript  nm^ 

,^»  pToutb  and  AJfe&ion  ope  your  Ears  unto  me, 

*    u  /.  to  hear  and  believe  what  he  was  going  to  difcover. 

Youth 


-._^. 
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Youth  and  Afieftion  flop  your  Ears  unco  roe. 

Evan.  Why  do  you  weep?  If  I  have  fpoke  too  harflilyi 
And  unbefeeming,  my  beloved  Lord, 
My  Care  and  Duty,  pardon  mc. 

Vd.  O  hear  me. 
Hear  me,  Evantbe  |  I  am  all  on  Torture, 
And  this  Lie  tears  my  Confcience  as  I  vent  it ;       I4fi^^ 
I  am  no  Man. 

Evan.  How,  Sir  ?     Fat.  No  Man  for  Pleafure^ 
No  Woman's  Man. 

Evan.  Goodnefs  forbid  my  Lord, 
Sure  you  abufe  yourfelf.    Vai.  *Tis.true,  Evantbe^ 
I  ihame  to  fay  you'll  find  it*  .     J  {Jf^etfi^ 

Evan.  He  weeps  bitterly ; 
^Tis  my  hard  Fortune,  blefs  alt  young  Makls  from  it  1 
13  there  no  help,  my  Lord,  m  Art  will  comfort  yc  ? 

Fal.  I  hope  there  is. 

Evan.  How  long  have  yoo  been  deftitute? 

VaU  Since  I  was  young. 

Evan.  'Tis  hard  to  die  for  oothing: 
Now  you  (hall  know  'tis  not  the  Pleafur^  Sir» 
^or  Pm  compeird  to  love  you  fpiritvally^ 
That  Women  aim  at,  I  affeft  ye  for, 
^Tis  for  your  Worth ;  and  kils  me,  be  at  Peace, 
Becaule  I  ever  lov'd  ye,  I  dill  honour  ye^ 
And  with  all  Duty  to  my  Husband  follow  yei 
will  ye  to  Bed  now  ?  y'  are  alhamM  it  leems ; 
PjgmaGon  pray'd,  and  his  cold  Stone  took  Life ; 
You  do  not  know  with  what  21eal  I  ihall  as|c.  Sir, 
And  what  rare  Mir'de  that  noay  work  upon  yc& 
Sdll  blufli  ?  preicribe  your  Law. 

Val.  I  prithee  pardon  me. 
To  Bed,  and  Til  fit  by  thee,  and  mourn  with  thee» 
Mourn  both  our  Fortunes,  our  unhappy  ones : 
Do  not  defpife  me,  make  me  not  more  wretched. 
I  pray  to  Heav'n,  when  I  am  gone,  Evantbe^     . 
As  my  poor  Date  is  but  a  Span  of  time  now. 
To  recompence  thy  noble  Patience, 
Tt^  Love  and  Virtue  with  a  fruitful  Husband> 
Honeft  and  honourable. 

U  4  Evan, 


Honour  and  Chaftity  \  ,^  V;|i^t  y.9u  plea&^.  Sir.   lEiC^ma, 


I  A     »  •* 


ACT    ^V,      $  C  ^N  E    I. 

Enter ^(Itm  i?W  Ri«Io  »/  ^/'^  M«rc*#  *  /Ar  sAcr 
Door  SoranO)  with  a  Rttle  Ql^i^J^ol. 

Rug.WJ  H  AT  aa?  rijk  Pfece  of  MHchicf  tp  look  M I 
.  ^f\    He  fccins  to  weep  ;oo. 

Man  Something  is  a  hacchif^g. 
And  of  fom$  bJQody  Nacur^  too.  Lord  Rn^Cp 
This  Crocodile  inouros  thus  x«i;ininriy. 

Sor.  Haa  fioly  Fartier, ' 
And  good  D^y  to  (h^  gooc)  Lord  RMgio ; . 
How  fares  tbe'fad  Prfrifec,  I  VSkech  yc^  Sir  f 

Rug*T]s  like  you  knpw,  yoq  aQcd  noraslf  th»t  Qu^ftj^, 
You  have  your  Eye«  ahd  Watches  op  his  WJfcriMi 
As  near  as  onrs^  I  would  they  weiip  as  wpder. 

Mar.  Can  you  do  hina  gpod?  fs  the  king  and  jfpi)  ap 
pointed  him,        ^ 
So  he  is  ftil!,  as  you  defir*<I  J^hjnk  too, 
For  every  Day  hc*s  worfc :  He^v'n  pardon  fAl ! 
Put  oflf  your  Sorrow,  you  may  laugh  now,  I*prd, 
He  cannot  left  long  to  dlftui^  yoyf  Maftcf, 
You  have  done  wonhy  Scrvlje  tq  his  Brother, 
And  he  moft  mcmor^le  Loire. 

Svr.  You  do  net  know^  Sir, 
With  what  Rcmorfe  I  ask,  nor  with  what  W^rlncfe 
I  groan  and  bow  under  this  Load  of  Hpqp^r. 
And  hQW  my  Soul  fighs  for  the  beaftly  3ervic^ 
I've  done  his  Pkafures,  theft  be  witpefi  with  ^ne } 
And  from  your  Piety  believe  me.  Father, 
I  would  as  willingly  uncloath  myfelf 
Of  Title,  that  becomes  me  nor,  I  knoM^i 
f  Good  Men  and  great  Names  beft  agree  tpg^her ;) 
Caft  off  the  glorious  FavourSi  and  ;he  Trappings 

Of 


j§W*fa  for  a  Month,         31  j 

or  Sound  and  HoR(9i)r,WAadii»clPrefnt6), 
His  wanton  ^kftttf  VI  hvn  Sung  on  mgr  WeokneG, 
.  And  chure  to  teire  yay  ConntTf  ^  CuiTe  and  Virtue's, 
Poorly  and  honeftty,  and  redeem  my  Ruifu, 
Ai  I  would  llppe  Jl^iOiPft  of  m^  MilQdiiefs. 

Ruf.  Old  »9d  ^pvifnc^d'rMen,  my  Lord  ^«rd«. 
Are  not  fo  quickly  <^gbt;  vkJi  gilt  Hypocrifle  % 
You  pull  your  Claws  in  now  find  fawii  upon  us, 
As  Lions  do  t*  entice  poor  fooljlh  Beafisi 
And  Beafti  we  Iboijld  bs  CM»  if  w«  belisv'd  yet 
Go  exercifc  your  Artt 

Sor.  For  He»v*n*i  Akf  £nni  nic  oot^ 
Nor  add  more  HoV  tO  my  sfilifitd  Soul 
Than  I  feel  here  \  as  you  are  honourable. 
As  you  are  charitgbk.  lopk  grndy  on  me: 
I  will  no  morp  to  Qwu  be  no  more  Dcril, 
I  know  I  mul^bc  hated  even  of  him 
That  has  my  LotquoWi  and  tjie  more  he  lovei  IM  ' 
For  his  foul  £nd%)  ^h^  ^^  Onll  once  appear  to  him, 
Mufter  before  his  Copfcience  and  accufe  hhn. 
The  fouler  and  the  mQrf  f^lU  hi«  Difpieifure  j 
Princes  are  &ding  thjuiga,  fo  vt  their  Favouri. 

Mar.  HeweqwaguiTt 
His  Heart  is  toucht  fvc  with  Reraorft.    Sor.  See  this. 
And  %vft  trie  ^r  Attention,  good  my  Lord, 
Aad  worthy  Father  fee,  within  this  Viol 
The  Remedy  and  Qire  of  all  my  Honour, 
And  of  the  fad  Prince  lyes. 
Rug.  What  new  Trick's  this  ? 
Sor.  'Tis  true,  ]  bave  done  Offices  abundantly 
III  and  prodigious  to  the  Prince  Aipbonfoy 
And  whilft  1  was  a  Knave  I  fought  his  Death  too. 
Rug.  You  an)  toplqte  convicted  to  be  g«od  yet. 
Sor.  But  Father,  when  I  felt  this  part  alBiA  me. 
This  inward  part,  and  call'd  me  to  an  audit 
Of  my  MiCleeds  aqd  Mifchkfs— — 
Mar.  Well,  go  on  Sir. 

Sor.  O  [hen,  then,  |beo,  what  was  my  Glory  then. 
Father^ 
Tbc  Favour  of  the  King,  what  did  that  cafe  mti 

What 
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What  was  it  to  be  bow'd  to  by  all  Creatira 
Worfliip^  and  coartid  ?  what  did  this  avail  ofte  I 
\  was  a  Wretdi,  a  poor  loft  Wretch. 

Mar.  Still  better. 

Sor.  'TiU  in  the  midft  of  aU  my  Grief  I  ibnnd 
Repentance,  and  a  karnM  man  to  gi'  th*  Means  to  k. 
A  Jew,  an  honeft  and  a  rare  Phyfician  ; 
Of  him  1  had  this  Jewel ;  'tis  a  Jewel, 
And  at  the  Price  of  all  my  Wealth  I  bought  k : 
If  the  King  knew  it  I  muft  lofe  my  Head, 
And  willingly,  mod  willingly  Pd  fuffer  ; 
A  Child  may  take  it,  'tis  fo  fweet  in  working. 

Mar.  To  whom  would  you  apply  it  ? 

Sor.  To  the  fick  Prince, 
It  will  in  half  a  Day  dKTolve  his  Melancholy. 

Rug.  I  do  believe,  and  give  him  deep  for  leyer. 
What  Impudence  is  this,  and  what  bafe  Malice, 
To  make  us  Ihftruments  of  thy  Abufes  ? 
Are  we  fet  here  to  poiibn  him  ?    Stir.  Miftake  not ; 
Yet  I  muft  needs  (ay,  'ds  a  noble  Care, 
And  worthy  virtuous  Servants ;  if  you'll  fee 
A  flourifliing  Eftate  again  in  Naples^ 
And  great  Alpbonfo  reign  that's  truly  good, 
An^  like  himielf  able  to  make  all  excellent. 
Give  him  his  Drink ;  and  this  good  Health  unto  hioi. 

\Prhih. 
Pm  not  lb  defp'race  yet  to  kill  mylelf  s 
Never  look  on  me  as  a  guilty  Man, 
Nor  on  the  Water  as  a  fpeedy  Poifon : 
I  am  not  mad,  nor  laid  out  all  my  Treafure, 
My  Confcience  and  my  Credit,  to  abufe  ye  : 
How  nimbly  arid  how  chearfully  it  works  now 
Upon  my  Heart  and  Head !  Sure  Pm  a  new  Man, 
There  is  no  Sadnefs  th^t  1  feel  within  me. 
But  as  it  meets  ir,  like  a  lazy  Vapour 
How  it  flies  off.    Here,  give  it  him  with  Speed, 
You  arc  more  guilty  than  I  ever  was. 
And  worthier  of  the  Name  of  evil  Subjcfts, 
If  but  an  Hour  you  hold  this  from  his  Health. 
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Rug.  (30)  'Tis  fome  rare  virtuous  thing  ftire ;  he's  a 
good  Man! 
Jt  muft  be  fa,  come,  Iet*s  apply  it  prefently, 
And  may  it  fwectly  work.  Sor.  Pray  let  me  hear  on*t. 
And  carry 't  clofe,  my  Lords.    Mar.  Yes,  good  Sorano. 

[Exeunt  Rugio  and  Marco. 

Sor.  Do  my  good  Fools,  my  honeft  pious  Coxcombs, 
My  wary  Fools  coo :  Have  I  caught  your  Wifdoms? 
You  never  dreamt  I  knew  an  Antidote, 
Nor  how  to  take  it  to  fecure  mine  own  Life ; 
I  am  an  Als ;  go,  give  him  the  fine  Cordial, 
And  when  you've  done  go  dig  his  Grave,  good  Frier  ; 
Some  two  Hours  hence  we  fhall  have  fuch  a  Bawling, 
And  roaring  up  and  down  for  Aqua  vita^ 
Such  rubbing,  and  fuch  'noindng,  and  fuch  cooling ; 
I've  fent  him  that  will  make  a  Bonfire  in's  Belly ; 
If  he  iiecover*t,  there  is  no  Heat  in  Hell  furc.  \Exit. 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Podran^o. 

Fred.  Podramoi     Pod.  Sir.  Fred.  Call  hither  Lord 
Vakrio^ 
And  let  none  trouble  us.  Fed.  ft  fhall  be  done.  Sin  \E9At. 

Fred.  I  know  he  wanes  n'  Additions  to  his  Tortures, 
He  has  enough  for  human  Blood  to  carry, 
f  Yet  I  muft  vex  him  further  j)  ^ 

So  many,  that  I  wonder  his  hot  Youth 
And  high- bred  Spirit  breaks  not  into  Fury  ^ 
I  muft  yet  torture  him  a  little  further. 
And  make  myfelf  Sport  with  his  Miferies, 
My  Anger  is  too  poor  elfe.    Here  he  comes. 

-ff»/fr  Valerio, 

Now  my  young  marry *d  Lord,  how  do  you  feel  yourfelf ; 
You  have  the  Happinefs  you  everaim'd  ar. 
The  Joy  and  Pleafure* 

Val  Would  you  had  the  like.  Sir. 

Fred.  You  tumble  in  Delights  with  your  fweet  Lady, 

(jo)  ^Tisfime  rmn  viriMus  thing'—'^l  So  Mili^n  in  ius  llpenferofi 
nfet  the  Vl^ord, 

4»d  tf  iki  VirtVOQl  RinimndGla/s,  ka. 

And 
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Am)  diaw  the  Minuw  pQ(  w  dear  Embrices^ 
Yoo  live  a  right  Lord's  Life. 

Vol.  Would  you  had  tried  ic» 
That  you  might  know  ^  Vfitue  biic  t(>liifier  r 
Your  Anger,  though  ui)e  unjuft  and  inffAtnt^ 
Sk$  handtbtner  upoq  you  than  your  Scorn  i 
To  do  a  willful  lilt  Md  g)ory  in  jt^  ^  / 

js  to  do't  double,  double  to  be  dat|ii>*d  Coa  .  . 

Fred.  Haft  thou  U9t  found  a  loving  and  fiteXViooe^ 
High  in  his  fevourstoo;  that  has  conferred 
Such  hearts  eaie,  and  fuch  heap$  ol  comfort  oil  tfaec^ 
All  thou  could*  ft  ask  ? 

Val  You're  grown  a  Tyrant  too 
Upon  fo  fufferingy  and  (q  ftill  a  SMtljoft  s 
You've  put  upon  me  fucb  a  PuniibfU^nt, 
That  if  your  Youth  were  honeft  k  would  Muih  at : 
But  you're  a  fhame  to  Nature,  as  to  Virtue. 
Pull  not  my  Rage  upon  ve,  'tis  fo  julK 
It  will  give  way  to  no  rtlped  ;  myXife, 
My  innocent  lyife,  I  dare  maintasn  it,  Sir, 
Like  a  wanton  Prodigal  you've  flung  away  ^ 
Had  I  a  thou&nd  more  I  would  aUow  'em^ 
And  be  as  carelefs  of  'em  aa  your  will  is ; 
But  to  deny  thofe  rights  the  Law  hath  giv^n  me. 
The  holy  Law,  and  make  her  Life  the  Penance^ 
Is  (uch  a  ftudied  and  unheard  of  Malice^ 
No  Heart  that  is  not  hired/rom  Hell  dare  think  of; 
To  do  k  then  too,  when  my  Hopes  were  high. 
High  as  my  Bloody  alt  my  Dcfires  upon  mc. 
My  free  Afief^ians  ready  to  embrace  her. 

Enter  Caflandta. 
And  fhc  mine  own.   D'you  fmilc  at  this?  Is't  done  well? 
Is  there  not  Hcav'n  above  you,  that  fees  all  i      [Exit  Val. 

Fred.  Come  hither.  Time,  how  docs  your  noble  Miftrcfe? 

Caf.  As  a  Gentlewoman  may 
Do  in  her  cafe  that's  newly  married.  Sir: 
(3  0  Sickly  fommmcs  and  fond  on*c,  like  your  Majefty. 

(31)  Sickly  fometimii  and foudoist\  likM  yo/va  Mmjefy.}  This  Place 
I  would  read  fo, 

Sid/j  jQmttimu  fttidfind,  an't  Iihj9ur  Majefy, 

Fred. 
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Fred.  She's  breeding  iben? 
Caf.  She  wants  much  of  ber  QA^ur, 
And  has  her  qualms  as  Ladies  ufe  to  bav^  Sr^ 
And  her  difgufts. 

Fred.  And  keeps  ber  Chamber  ? 
.  C^.  Yes,  Siri 
Fred,  And  eats  good  Broths  and  Jellfes. 
Caf.  I  am  fure  &ic  figbs,.  Sir,  and  weep s»  good  lA/if^ 
Fred,  Alas,  good  Lady,  for  it,, 
She  Ibmld  have  one.  cpuid  comfort  her,  Cajptnira^ 
Could  cum  thofe  Tears  ta  Joys,,  a  Tufty  Comfoncr« 
Caf.  A  connfortabicMaftdoes  weU  at  all  Hours, 
For  he  brings  comfortable  ihingis.    Fred.  Come  httfaer^ 
And  hold  your  Fan.  between,  you''ve  eafieir  Onions  i 
Her  Breath  ft  inks  like  a  Fox^  her  Teeth  are  contagious ; 
Thele  old  Women^m  all  Ekier-pipes ;  do  ye  mark  met 

^GhesaPurJi^ 
Caf.  Yes,  Si)*,  but  does  your  Graix  thu^  I  am  fit« 
That  am  both  old  and  virtuous  ? 

Fred.  Therefoce  the  fitter,,  tb*  older  (tiA  fhc  bottr, 
I  know  thotr  arr  as  holy  as  an  old  Cope^, 
Yet  upon  neceflary  ufe.    ■  ■    ■ 
Caf  'Tistrue,  Sin 

Fred.  Her  feeling  fenle  is  fierce  SilT,»  %eak  unto  heiv 
You  are  familiar  ^  fpcsik^  I  fay,  unto  her„ 
Speak  tache  purpofe;  tell  her  thi^  andfthTs* 

Caf.  Alas,^  ibc*s  honeft,  Sfiy  flic's  very  honeft. 
And  would  you  have  my  Gravity •——-?- i^^i.  I,  I, 
Your  Gravity  will  become  the  Caufe  the  better ; 
ITU  look  thee  out  a>  Knight  (hail  make  thee  a  Lady  ^oo, 
▲  Ipfly  Knighc,  and  ooetbac  fliall  be  ruled  by  thee» 
And  add  to  thefe,  Til  make  ^ra  good,  no  mincing, 
Nor  duckii^  out  of  nicety,  goo*  Lady, 
But  do  it  home  ;  we'll  all  be  Friends  too,  tell  her» 
And  fucbajoy* 

Caf.  That's  it  that  ftirs  me  up,  Sir, 
1  would  not  for  the  World  attempt  herChaftity,, 
But  that  they  may  live  lovingly  hereafter. 

Fred.  For  that  I  urge  it  too.     Caf  A  little. Evil 
May  well  be  fuScred  for  a  general  good,  Sir, 

rii 
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rU  take  my  leave  of  your  Majcfty,  \Emt^ 

Enter  Valeric.    - 

ft 

Fred.  Go  fortunately. 
Be  fpeedy  too :  Here  comes  Valeria^ 
If  his  Affliftion  have  allay M  his  Spirit 
My  work  has  end.  Come  hither.  Lord  Valeria^ 
How  do  you  now? 

J^al.  Your  Majefty  may  guefs. 
Not  fo  well,  nor  fo  fortunate  as  you  are. 
That  can  tie  up  (ji)  Mens  honeft  Wills  and  A£Uonst 

Fred.  You  clearly  fee  now,  brave  Valerio^ 
What  'tis  to  be  the  Rival  to  a  Prince, 
To  interpofe  againft  a  raging  Lion ; 
I  know  youVe  fuffer'd,  infinitely  fuffer'd. 
And  with  a  kind  of  Pity  I  behold  it^ 
And  if  you  dare  be  worthy  of  my  Mercy, 
I  can  yet  heal  you,  yield  up  your  Evantbe^ 
Take  off  my  Sentence  alfo. 
Val.  I  fall  thus  low.  Sir, 
My  poor  fad  Heart  under  your  Feet  I  lay. 
And  all  the  Service  of  my  Life.    Fred.  Do  this  then. 
For  without  this  'twill  be  impoffible. 
Part  with  her  for  a  while. 
Fal.  YouVe  parted  us. 
What  Ihould  1  do  with  that  I  cannot  ufe.  Sir  ? 

Fred.  'Tis  well  confider*d,  let  me  have  the  Ladjr^ 
And  thou  (halt  fee  how  nobly  Til  befriend  thee. 
How  all  this  diflerence     ■  ■ 

(32)  Mens  h^nefl  Wills  and  Aaions.l  After  this  Sprfccft,  there 

follows  in  the  Copy  of  1 647,  a  foolifli  afwdl  as  maimed  anfl  corrupcei 
Repecicion  of  the  feliowing  onety 

Fred.  You  have  tbi  Hafpinefsyou  rnvfr  aiaCdai^ 
7be  Joy  and  PUafun, 

Val.  Wou'dyou  bad  tbi  lih,  Sir. 
Fred.  Tut  tumbli  in  Deligbts  <witb  yonr  Jkntit  Lady, 
And  drtnu  tbi  Minmtis  omt  in  diar  Embraces  | 
Ton  lead  a  rigbtL9rd*s  Life* 

Val,  Wou^dyon  bad  try*d  it, 
Tbatyon  migbt  kno^  tbe  Virtue  hut  to  fiffftr  | 
If  Anger ^  tbo*  it  be  nnjnfi  and  in/olent 
Sits  band/omer  upon  yon  fbanypnr  Scorn^^^ 
Fred.  Tw  clearfy/eet  &c.  "  - 


/ 


A  Wife  Jor  a  Month.  319 

Vd.  Will  fhe  come,  d'you  chink.  Sir? 

Fre^  She  muit  be  wroughc*  I  k^ow  (he  is  too  moddl, 
And.gently  wrought)  and  cunningly.  i 

VcS.  Tis  fit.  Sir. 

Frtd.  And  fecretly  it  muft  be  done. 

VaU  As^ougbL 

Fred.  PU  warrant  ye  her  Hdnour  fhall  be  £iir  ftill^ 
No  foil  nor  ftain  fhall  appear  on  that,  Vakrio  \ 
You  lee  a  thoufand  that  bear  fober  Faces, 
And  (^^  ofi^,  as  inimitaUe  Modefties, 
You  would  be  fwQrn  too  that  they  iicere  pure  Matrons, 
And  mod  chafte  Maids ;  and  yet  t*ai^;ment  their  Fortunes^ 
And  get  them  noble  Friends  .  "^ 

Vd,  They  are  content,  Sir, 
In  privite  to  bellow  .their  Beauties  on  'em. 

Frei.  They  are  fo,  and  they're  wife,  they  know  no 
wantfor't. 
Nor  no  Eye  fees  they  want  their  Honefties. 

Fd.  IPtmightbc  carried  thus. 

Fred.  It  (hall  be.  Sir. 

Vol.  I'll  fee  you  dead  firft ;  with  this  Caution,   [^Afide^ 
Why,  fure  I  ttunk  it  might  be  done.  ' 

Fred.  Yes,  eafilj. 

Vah  For  what  time  would  your  Grace  defire  her  Body  ? 

Fnd.  A.Month  or  two;  it  fliall  be  carried  dill 
As  if  Ihe  kept  with  you,  and  were  a  Stranger, 
Rather  a  h^ter  of  the  Grace  I  of^r  % 
And  then  I  will  return  her  with  fuch  Honour       — 

Val^  'Tis  very  like;  I  dote  much  on  your  Honour; 

Fred.  And  load  her  with  fuch  Favour  too,  Valerio^    ■■■ 

Vol.  She  sevtf  fliall  daw  off :  I  humbly  thank  ye. 

Fred.  rU  make  ye  both  the  happieft,  and  the  riched. 
And  th*  mightieft  too* 

Val.  ^ut  who  fhaU  work  her,  Sir? 
For  on  my  Confcience  (he  is  very  honefl-. 
And  will  be  hard  to  cut  as  a  rough  Diamond. 

Pted.  Why,  you  muft  work  her,  any  thing  from  your 
Tongue, 
Set  off  with  golden  and  perfuafive  Language,  ^ 

Urging  your  Dangers  too— 

Vat. 


gip  A  ti^ife  fir  it  libtkJk 

Val.  But  all  this:  ciooe:  >' 

Htve  you  the  Coofcioiicfey  Sir^  US  kb^  ilie  AOCfaing^ 
Nothing  to  play  mi\aS>  Ff^  Theretea  du3UfiMd» 
Take  where  thou  wilt. 

Fal.  May  I  make  bold' wiAf  yoir  Qmw  .^ 
She's  ufelcfs  to  your  Grace,  as  it  appesM^  Sr^ 
And  biita  bysl  Wife  tbac  aisi/ bt  toft  tno>; 
I  have  a  rniMh  tt)  Ker^  and  cbt»  ^»et)«KU.* 

ir^^.  How,  Sir? 

Vol.  'Tisfo,  Sir:  choc» iMft gkiriow foipOdfeim^ 
Have  I  nof  Wvongs  e«o  v  to  fofibk-  Mdfir, 
Bk  thoa  mufli  pick,  me  out  to  make^  Moiiieri 
A  hated  wonder  to  the  World  ?  tf  f&i-  iftol " 
At  my  intrenching  on  your  prlvaiib  LibWtjf^ 
And  would  you  fovoe  ;^Hi|^^va/«htt)«igh'ifliiM  HbnMry 
And  make  mc  pave  it  tooi?  But  tl«ft  tby  X^OM 
(33)  Is  of  that  excellence  in  Honefty, 
And  guarded  with' BiviiiJcy  aboac  ka-,> 
No  loofe  thought  can  come-  Atar^*  nor  fliMe  MlUllovMcf^ 
I  would  fo  right  myfelf. 
.  Fre^.  Why,  uke  her  to  ye ; 
I  am  not  vex'd  at  this,  tboip  flii^t  efi^jdy  h«r» 
m  be  thy  Friend,  if  that  may  \vin  thy  Cdottefie. 

Vd.  I  wiU  not  be  your  Bawd,  dtoughlbryourKo/dtyi. 
Was  I  brought  up,  and  nouriKh'i^  itt  ttitf  CiMit,- 
With  thy  moft  Royal  Brothen,  an^ch9:ftiIiF, 
Upon  thy  Father's  chargpv  thy  happy  J^«fecl% 
And  fuck'd  the  fweettiefs  of  aU  hiimaiw  Aitsf, 
Learn'd  Arms  and  Honour^  to  beeoai9  ai  IfliakAf^    » 
Was-this  the  expedtacion  df  my  Youthy 
My  growth  of  Honour  ?  Doyoufpeg^ihis^croly; 
Or  do  you  try  me.  Sir?  for  I  believe  iMt^  ^ 

At  lead  I  would  not,  and  methniks^^ieitTlp<!4BbIe 
There  fhould  be  fuch  a  Devi)  iif  af  Kifijg's  Steipd^ 
Such  a  malignant  Friend; 

(33).  h-  tf  thm$  excdlenr  Hooefty]  Tke  fidkkm  4A  vA79r^  K^^ 
whence  that  of  1711  is  but  a  Tnmfcripty  has  hapjply  prcibrv*d  the 
Senfe  of  our  Aathors,  but  the  Expreflioii  11  hii  owAf.iur  thur  voi^^ 
the  Folio  1647, 

// ^/i&4i/ excellence  in  Honefty. 

FnL 
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Frtd.  I  thank  yc.  Sir, 
To  morrow  is  your  laft  Day,  and  look  to  it 


Get  from  my  fight,  away.     Vol.  Ye  arc »Oh,  my 

Heart  is  too  high  and  full  to  chink  upon  ye.         \^ExeunL 

-E»/^  Evanthe,  ^«iCaflandra. 

Evan,  You  think  it  fit  then,  mortified  CaJ/andra^ 
That  I  (hould  be  a  Whore  ?  r 

Caf.  Why  a  Whore,  Madam? 
Jf  cv'ry  Woman  that  upon  neceffity 
Did  a  good  turn,  (for  there's  the  main  point,  mark  it,) 
Were  term'd  a  Whore,  who  would  be  honcft.  Madam? 
Your  Lord's  Life^  and  your  own,  are  now  in  hazard. 
Two  precious  Lives  may  be  redeemed  with  nothing. 
Little  or  nothing  •,  fay  an  Hour's  or  Day's  Sport, 
Or  fuch  a  Toy,  ("34)  the  end  to*t  is  not  Wantonnefs, 
That  we  call  Luft,  that  Maidens  lofe  their  Fame  for 
But  a  compeird  neceffity  of  Honour, 
Fair  as  the  Day,  and  clear  as  Innocence, 
Upon  my  Life  and  Confcience,  a  dircft  way*    ■ 

Evan.  To  be  a  Rafcal. 

Ca/.  'Tis  a  kind  of  Rape  too. 
That  keeps  you  clear  5  for  where  your  Will's  compeird. 
Though  you  yield  up  your  Body,  you  ace  fafe  ftill. 

Evan.  Thou'art  grown  a  learned  Bawd,  I  ever  iook'd 
Thy  great  fufiicicncy  would  break  out. 

Caf.  You  may. 
You  that  are  young  and  fair,  fcorn  us  old  Creatures, 
But  you  muft  know  my  Years,  e'er  you  be  wife.  Lady,    ^ 
And  my  Experience  too ;  fay  the  King  loved  ye  ? 
Say  it  were  nothing  elfe  ?  Evan.  I,  marry  Wench, 
Now  thou  comeft  to  me. 

Caf,  Do  you  think  Princes  Favours  are  fuch   flight 
Things, 
To  fling  away  when  you  plcafc  ?  There  be  youig  Ladies, 

(34I  the  tnd  ta  it  is  Wantonnifi^  For  want  of  a  negadvo 

Parcicle  here,  the  old  Procurefs  is  made  to  concradidt  all  (he  was  cau- 
tending  for  ;  the  Place  ought  to  run  fo, 

«tht  end  to  it  is  not  Wantonnefs^ 
Mr.  ^eiuardVkxmit  made  the  fame  O^ervation. 

Vol.  V.  X  Botli 
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Both  fair  and  honourable,  that  would  leap  to  rcaf  h  •cm. 
And  kap  aloft  eoo. 

Evan.     Such  are  light  enough ; 
I  am  no  Vaulter,  Wench  j  but  canft  thou  tell  nie. 
Though  he  be  a  King  whether  he  be  found  or  no  ? 
I  would  not  give  my  youth  up  to  Infeftion^ 

Caf.  As  found  as  Honour  ought  to  be,  I  think,  Lady  \ 
Go  to,  be  wife,  I  do  not  bid  you  try  him ; 
But  if  he  love  you  well,  and  you  negleft  him^ 
Your  Lord's  Life  hanging  on  the  Hazard  of  it^— 
If  ydu  be  fo  wilful  proud. 

Evan.  Thou  fpeak'ft  to  the  Point  ftill ; 
But  when  Tve  Iain  with  him,  what  am  1  then.  Gentle- 
woman ? 

Caf.  What  are  you?  why,  the  feme  you*rciiow,  a  Wo- 
man^ 
A  virtuous  Woman,  and  a  noble  Woman  ; 
Touching  at  what  is  noble,  you  become  fo. 
Had  Lucrece  e'er  been  thought  of  but  for  Tarqmn? 
She  was  ixfbre  a  fimple  unknown  Woman, 
When  Ihe  was  ravi(h*d, .  (he  was  a  reverend  Saint  % 
And  do  you  think  (he  yielded  not  a  little. 
And  bad  a  kind  of  Will  t'  have  betin  re-ravi(hM  ? 
Believe  it,  yes :  There  are  a  thoufimd  Stories 
Of  wondrous  loyal  Women,  that  have  flipt. 
But  it  has  been  o'th'  Ice  of  tender  Honour, 
That  keep  them  cool  ftill  to  the  World.     I  think 
You're  bleft,  that  have  Aich  an  Occafion  ih  your  Hands 
To  beget  a  Chronicle,  a  faithful  one. 

Evan.  It  muft  needs  be  much  Honour. 

Caf.  As  you  may  make  it,  infinite,  and  fafe  too ; 
And  when  'tis  done,  your  Lord  and  you  may  live 
So  quietly,  and  peaceably  together. 
And  be  what  you  pleafe. 

Evan.  But  fuppK>fe  this.  Wench, 
The  King  fhould  fo  delight  me  with  his  G)mpany, 
I  fhould  forget  my  Lord,  and  no  more  look  on  him. 

Caf.  That's  the  main  Hazard,  for  I  tell  you  truly, 
I've  heard  report  fpeak  he's  an  infinite  PJcafure, 
Almofl  above  Belief  i  there  be  fome  Ladies, 

And 
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And  modeft  to  the  World  too,  wondrous  modefl^ 
That  have  had  th'  Blefledne/s  to  try  his  Body, 
That  I  have  heard  proclaim  hifn  a  new  Hercules. 

Evan.  So  ftrongly  able  r 

Caf.  There  will  ht  the  Ehnger, 
(You  being  but  a  young  and  tender  Lady, 
Although  your  Mind  be  good,  yet  your  weak  Bodft 
At  firft  encounter  too,)  to  meet  with  one 
Of  his  unconquer*d  Strength. 

Evan.  Peace  thou  rude  Bawd, 
Thou  ftudied  (35)  old  Corruptnefs,  tie  thy  Tongue  up,  ^ 
Your  hir*d  bafe  Tongue;  is  this  your  timely  Counfcl? 
Doft  thou  feek  to  make  me  doaton  Wickednefs, 
Becaufe  'cis  ten  times  worfe  than  thou  deliver'ft  it*? 
To  be  a  Whore,  becaufe  he  has  fufficiency 
To  make  a  hundred  ?  O  thou  Impudence ! 
Have  I  relieved  thy  Age  to  mine  own  Ruin  ? 
And  worn  thee  in  my  Bofom,  to  betray  me? 
Can  Years  and  Impotence  win  nothing  on  thee 
T'hat's  good  and  honeft,  but  thou  mud  go  on  ftiH? 
And  where  thy  Blood  wants  Heat  to  fin  thyfelf. 
Force  thy  decrepit  Will  to  make  me  wicked  ? 

Caf.  I  did  but  tell  ye. 

Evan.  What  the  damnedft  Woman, 
The  cunning'ft  and  the  skilfbrftBawd  comes  Ihort  of  j 
If  thou  hadft  liv*d  ten  Ages  to  be  damn'd  in,     * 
And  exercised  this  Art  the  Devil  taught  thee. 
Thou  couldft  not  have  exprcfs'd  it  more  exadlly.  ' 

Caf,  I  did  not  bid  you  fin. 

Evan.  Thou  wood'ft  me  to  it ; 
Thou  that  art  fit  for  Prayer  and  the  Grave, 
Thy  Body  Earth  already,  and  Corruption, 
Thou  taught'ft  the  way  ;  go  follow  your  fine  Funftion, 
There  are  Houfes  of  Delight,  that  want  good  Matrons, 
Such  grave  Inftruftors,  get  thee  thither,  Mpnftcr, 
And  read  variety  of  Sins  to  Wantoas, 
And  when  they  roar  with  Pains,  learn  to  make  Plaifters. 

{l^)''-'-^oldCorrttptnefs]  This  in  ikfifrz/tf /^s  Words  is,  nt>n  Vitiofd 
JedVitium, 

X  2  -    Caf, 
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Caf.  This  wc*ve  for  our  good  Wills. 

Evan.  If  e'er  I  fee  thee  more. 
Or  any  thing  chat's  like  thee,  tpafrightme. 
By  this  fair  Light  Pll  fpoil  thy  Bawdery, 
ril  leave  thee  neitiier  Eyes  nor  Nofe  to  grace  thee. 
When  thou  want'ft  Bread,  and  x:onimon  Pity  towards  thee. 

Enter  Frederick. 

And  art  a  ftarving  in  a  Ditch,  think  of  me. 

Then  die,  and  let  the  wandering  Bawds  lament  thee  ; 

Be  gone,  I  charge  thee  leave  me. 

Caf.  You'll  repent  this.  [Exit. 

Fred.  She's  angry,  and  t'other  crying  too,  my  fuit't 
cold  ; 
I'll  make  your  Heaft  ake,  ftubborn  Wench,  for  this. 
Turn  not  fo  angry  from  me,  I  will  fpeak  to  you. 
Are  you  grown  fo  proud  with  your  Delight,  good  Lady, 
So  pamper'd  with  your  Sport,  you  fcorn  to  know  me  ? 

Evan^  I  fcorn  ye  not,  I  would  you  fcorn'd  not  me,  Sir, 
And  forc'd  me  to  be  weary  of  my  Duty ; 
I  know  your  Grace,  would  I  had  never  feen  ye. 

Fred.  Becaufe  I  love  you,  *caufe  I  dote  upon  ye. 
Becaufe  I  am  a  Man  that  fcek  to  plcafe  ye. 

Evan.  I've  Man  enough  already  to  content  n^. 
As  much,  as  noble,  and  as  worthy  of  me, 
As  all  the  World  can  yield. 

Fred.  That's  but  your  Modefty. 
You  have  no  Man  — nay  never  look  upon  me, 
I  know  it,  Lady,  no  man  to  content  ye. 
No  Man  that  can,  or  at  the  leaft,.  that  dares, 
.  Which  is  a  poorer  Man,  and  nearer  nothing. 
Evan.  Be  nobler,  Sir,  informed. 
Fred.  I'll  tell  thee.  Wench, 
The  poor  Condition  of  this  poorer  Fellow, 
And  make  thee  blufh  for  fliame  at  thine  own  Error  j 
He  never  tender'd  yet  a  Husband's  Duty 
To  thy  warm  longing  Bed. 

Evan.  How  (hould  he  knaw  that  J  \  \jlfide. 

Fred.  Pm  fure  he  did  not,  for  I  charged  him  no. 
Upon  his  Life  1  charg'd  him,  but  to  try  him  \ 

Could 
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Could  any  brave  or  noble  Spirit  flop  here ; 
Was  Life  to  be  preferred  before  Affcftion  ? 
Lawful  and  long'd  for  too  ? 

Evan.  Did  you  command  him  ? 

Fred.  I  did  in  Policy  to  try  his  Spirit/ 

Evan.  And  could  he  be  fo  dead  cold  to  obferve  it? 
Brought  I  no  Beauty,  nor  no  Love  along  with  me  ? 

Fred.  Why,  that  is  it  that  nuakcs  me  fcorn  to  name  him. 
J  (hould  have  lov*d  him  if  he*d  ventured  for't, 
Nay,  doted  on  his  Bravery. 

Evan.  Only  charg'd  ?  ' 

And  with  that  fpell  fit  down  ?  dare  Men  fight  bravely 
For  poor  flight  things,  for  Drink,  or  Oftentation ; 
And  there  indanger  both  their  Lives  and  Fortunes  ? 
And  for  their  lawful  Loves  fly  off  with  fear  ? 

Fred.  *Tis  true. 
And  with  a  cunning  bafe  fear  too  t'  abufe  thee, 
Made  thee  believe,  poor  innocent  Evantbcy 
Wretched  young  Girl,  it  was  his  Impotency ; 
Was  it  not  fo?  deny  it.     Evan^  O  my  Anger! 
At  my  Yeaft  to  be  cozen'd  with  a  young  Man ! 

Fred.  A  ftrong  Man  too,  certain  he  lov'd  ye  dearly, 

Evan.  To  have  my  Shame  and  Love  mingled  together. 
And  both  flung  on  me  like  a  Weight  to  fink  me: 
I  would  have  dy'd  a  thoufand  times^ 

Fred.  So  would  any. 
Any  that  had  the  Spirit  of  a  Man  % 
I  would  have  been  kill*d  in  your  Arms. 

Evan.  I  would  he*d  been, 
And  buried  in  mine  Arms,  that  had  been  noble  \ 
And  what  a  Monument  would  I  have  made  him  ? 
Upon  this  BrCaft  he  fliould  have  flept  in  Peace, 
Honour  and  everlafting  Love  his  Mourners  5 
And  I  ftill  weeping  'till  old  Time  had  turned  me. 
And  pitying  Powers  above,  into  pure  Cryftal. 

Fred.  Had  (I  thou  lov'd  me,  and  had  my  way  been  ftuck 
With  Death,  as  thick  as  frofty  Nights  with  Stars, 
I  would  have  ventured.     Evajfi.  Sure  there  is  fome  Trick 


in't: 


VaUrio  ne'er  was  Coward.    Fred.  Worfc  than  this  too, 

X  3  Tamer, 
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Tamer,  and  feafoning  of  a  baler  Nature, 

He  {et  your  Woman  on  ye  to  betray  ye, 

Your  bawdy  Women,  or  your  tin  SoUicitor  ^ 

(I  pray  but  think  what  this  Man  may  deferve  noWj) 

1  know  he  did,  and  did  it  to  pleafe  me  tpo. 

Rtan..  Good  Sir  affli£t  me  not  too  fall,  I  feel 
I  am  a  Woman,  and  a  wrong'd  one  too, 
And  fcnfiblc  I  am  of  my  Abufes. 
Sir,  you  have  loved  me.    Frtd.  And  I  love  thee  ftiJI,   : 
Pity  thy  Wrongs,  and  doat  upcm  thy  Perfon. 

Evan.  To  fee  my  Woman  on  me-— 'cwu  too  btUe;  Sir. 

Fred.  Abominable  vile. 

Evan.  But  I  Ihall  Ht  him. 

Fred.  All  Reafon  and  all  Law  allows  it  to  ye. 
And  y*  are  a  Fool,  a  taoK  Fool,  if  ye  fpare  him. 

Evan.  You  may  fpeak  now,  and  happily  prevail  too, 
And  I  befeech  your  Grace  be  angry  wich  me. 

Fred.  1  am  at  Heart.     She  daggers  in  her  Faith, 
And  will  fall  off  I  hope.  I'll  ply  her  ftill. 
Thou  abus'd  rnnocence,  I  fuSer  with  thee, 
If  I  fhoutd  give  him  Life,  he'd  ftill  betray  thee  i 
That  Fool  that  fears  to  die  for  fuch  a  Beauty, 
Would  for  the  fame  Fear  fell  thee  unto  Mifery. 
1  don't  iay  he  would  have  been  Bawd  himfelf  too. 

Evan.  Follow'd  thus  far  ?  nay  then  I  fmell  the  Malice, 
Ittaftes  too  hoiof  praitis'd  Wickednefs, 
There  can  be  no  fuch  Man,  I'm  fure  no  Gentleman ; 
Shall  my  Anger  make  me  Whore,  and  not  my  Plcafure? 
^y  fudden  inconfiderate  Rage  abufe  me  ? 
Come  home  again,  my  frighted  Faith,  my  Virrtuc, 
Home  to  my  Heart  again  \  he  be  a  Bawd  too? 

Fred.  I  will  not  fay  he  offer'd  fair,  Evanlbe. 

Evan.  Nor  do  not  dare,  'twill  be  an  Impudence, 
And  not  an  Honour  for  a  Prince  t<r  lie ; 
Fye,  Sir,  a  Perfon  of  your  Rank  to  trifle, 
1  know  you  do  lie.     Fred.  Havi  fi^aa.  Lie  Ihamefuny, 
And  I  could  wilh  myfdf  a  Man  but  one  Day, 
To  tell  you  openly,  you  lie  too  bafely. 

Fred.  Take  heed,  wild  Fool. 

Evan,  Take  thou  heed,  thou  tame  Devil, 

Thou 
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Thou  all  Pandarcf^  Box  in  a  King's  Figure, 

Thou'ft  alnooft  whorM  my  weak  Belief  already. 

And  like  an  Engineer  blown  up  mine  Honour ; 

But  I  (hall  countermine,  and  catch  your  Mifchief. 

This  little  Fort  you  feek,  I  fhall  man  nobly. 

And  ftrongly  too,  with  chafte  Obedience 

To  my  dear  Lord,  with  virtuous  Thoughts  that  fcom  ye. 

Viftorious  77>omyris  ne'er  won  more  Honour 

In  cutting  off  the  Royal  Head  of  Cyrus^ 

Than  I  (hall  do  in  conquering  thee^  farewel, 

And  if  thou  canft  be  wife,  learn  to  be  good  too. 

*Twill  give  thee  nobler  Lights  than  both  thine  Eyes  do  1  , 

My  poor  Lord  and  myfelf  are  bound  to  fuffcr. 

And  when  I  fee  him  faint  under  your  Sentence, 

ril  tell  ye  more,  it  may  be  then  1*11  yield  too. 

Fred.  Fool  uncxampPd,  Ihall  my  Anger  follow  thee  ? 

lExeuni, 

Enter  Rugit),  and  Fryar  Marco,  amaaCd. 

( j6)  Rug.  Curfe  on  our  Sights,  our  fond  Credulities, 
A  thoufand  Curies  on  the  Slave  that  cheated  U3, 
The  damned  Slave. 

Mar.  We  have  e'en  fham'd  our  Service, 
.  Brought  our  bed  Care  and  Loyalties  to  nothing ; 
'Tis  the  moft  fearful  Poifon,  the  n^oft  potent—— 
Heav'n  give  him  Patience :  Oh  it  works  moft  ftrongly, 
And  te^rs  him.  Lord ! 

Rug.  That  we  fhould  be  io  ftupid 
To  truft  the  arrant'ft  Villain  that  e'er  flattered. 
The  bloKlieft  too,  to  believe  a  few  fpft  Words  from  faim. 
And  give  way  to  his  prepar'd  Tears. 

Apbonfo.    [within. j  Oh!  Q^!  OM  • 

Rug.  Hark,  Fryar  Marcoj 
Hark,  the  poor  Prince :  That  we  (bould  be  fuch  Blocks 

heads. 
As  to  be  taken  with  his  drinkifig  firft ! 

(36)  Curfl  on  our  Sights ]  Every  Body  fcei  this  js  not  Scmfe : 

to  make  it  fo,  I  would  read  curfe  on  ovlx  Light  (or  Slight)  our  fjnd,  &r. 
J^eht  I.  f.  our  cafinefs  in  Believing. 

X  4  And 
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And  never  think  what  Antidotes  ^rc  made  for ! 

Two  Wooden  Sculls  wc  have,  and  we  defcrvc 

To  be  hang'd  for*t ; 

For  certainly  it  will  be  laid  to  our  Charge ; 

As  certain  too,  it  will  difpatch  him  fpccdiljr; 

Which  way  to  turn  or  what  to  -i— — A&r.  Let  us  pray, 

Heav'n^s  Hand  is  ftrong. 

Rug.  The  Poifon's  ftrong,  you'd  fay. 

'Enter  Alphonfb,  carried  on  a  Couch  by  two  Fryars. 

Woqld  any  thing He  comes,  let's  give  Jiini  Com- 
fort. 

^Ipb.  Give  me  more  Air,  Air,  more  Air,  blow,  blow. 
Open  thou  Eaftern  Gate  and  blow  upon  me,  [blow^ 

Dillil  thy  cold  Dews,  O  thou  Icy  Moon, 
And  Rivers  run  thro*  my  afflifted  Spirit. 
I  am  all  Fire,  Fire,  Fire,  to  the  raging  Dog-Star 
Reigns  in  my  Blood  %  O  which  way  (hall  I  turn  me^ 
jEtna^  apd  all  his  Flames  burn  in  my  Head. 
Fling  me  into  the  Ocean,  or  I  perifli ; 
Dig,  dig,  dig,  until  the  Springs  fly  up, 
,  The  cold,  cold  Spring<f,  that  1  may  leap  into  'cfn. 
And  bathe  my  fcorch'd  Limbs  in  their  purling  Pleafures. 
Or  fhoot  me  up  into  the  higher  Region^ 
Where  Treafures  of  delicious  Snow  are  nouri(h*d, 
AndBanquets  of  fweet  Hail.    Rug.  Hold  him  faft,  Fryar, 
O  hpw  he  burns!  Alph.  What,  will  ye  facrifice  me  ? 
Upon  the  Altar  lay  my  willing  Body, 
And  pile  your  Wood  up,  fling  your  holy  Incenfe  ; 
And  as  I  turn  me  you  mall  fee  all  Flame, 
Cbnfuming  Flame ;  ftand  off  me,  or  you're  Aflie% 

Both,  Mofl:  mifcrable  Wretches. 

j^ph.  Bring  hither  Charity 
And  let  me  hug  her,  Fry'r,  they  fay  flic's  cold, 
Infinite  cold.  Devotion  cannot  warm  her ; 
Draw  me  a  River  of  falfe  Lovers  Tears 
Clean  thro*  my  Bread,  they're  dull,  cold,  and  forgetful, 
And  will  give  Eafe ;  let  Virgins  figh  upon  me, 
Forfakcn  §ouIs,  Q7)  their  Sighs  are  precious, 

(37)  the  Sigkt  ari^ precious]  So  all  the  Copies.  ' 
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Let  them  all  figh :  Oh  Hell,  Hell,  Hell,  O  Horror  ? 
Mir.  To  B«J,  good  Sir.     v 
Alph.  My  Bed  will  burn  about  me ; 
Like  Phaeton^  in  all  confuming  Flafhes 
I  am  inclofed,  let  me  fly,  let  me  fly,  give  room ; 
Betwixt  the  cold  Bear  and  the  raging  Lion 
Lies  my  fafc  way  5  O  for  a  Cake  of  Iq^  now. 
To  clap  unto  my  Heart  to  comfort  me ; 
Decrepit  Winter  hang  upon  my  Shoulders, 
And  let  me  wear  thy  frozen  Ificlea 
Like  Jewels  roundabout  my  Head,  to  cool  tM.\        .  . 
My  Eyes  burn  out,  and  fink  into  their  Sockets, 
And  my  infefted  Brain  like  Brimftone  boils, 
I  live  in  Hell,  and  fevcral  Furies  vex  mc ; 
O  carry  me  where  no  Sun  ever  fliew'd  yet 
A  Face  of  Comfort,  where  the  Earth  is  Cryftal, 
Never  to  be  diflblv*d,  where  nought  inhabits 
But  Night  and  Cold,  and  nipping  Frofts,  and  Winds 
That  cut  the  ftubborn  Rocks  and  make  them  fliiver ; 
Set  me  there,  Friends.    Rug.  HoM&ft,  hemufttoBed, 

Friar 
What  fcalding  fwcats  he  has  ?  Mar.  He'll  fcald  in  Hell 

for'c. 
That  was  the  Caufe.    JJpb.  Drink,  Drink,  a  world  of 

Drink, 
Fi|l  all  the  Cups  and  all  the  antique  VeflTels, 
And  borrow  Pots,  let  me  have  Drink  enough  j 
Bring  all  the  worthy  Drunkards  of  the  Time, 
Th*  experienced  Drunkards,  let  me  have  them  all. 
And  let  them  drink  their  worft,  Pll  make  them  Idiots, 
ril  lie  \ipon  my  Back  and  fwallow  Vcflcls ; 
Have  Rivers  made  of  cooling  Wine  run  through  me. 
Not  ftay  for  this  Man's  Health,  or  this  great  ftince's. 
But  tak^  an  Ocean,  and  begin  to  all ;  oh,  oh. 
Mar.  He  cools  a  little,  now  away  with  him. 
And  to  hjs  warm  Bed  prefently.     Alpb.  No  Drink  ? 
No  Wind?  no  cooling  Ajr?  Rug.  Tou  fhall  have  any 

thing.  ^ 

Pis  hot  Fit  leflTcns,  ^[eav^n  put  in  a  Hand  now. 
And  fave  his  Life-,  there's  Drink,  Sir,  in  your  Chamber, 

An4 
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And  all  cool  things. 
jllfb.  Away,  away,  let's  fly  to  'cm.  lEffeunt. 

jB»/^r  Valeric  andEvanthe.' 

Evan.  To  fay  you  were  impotent,  Vm  afliam'd  on'c  *, 
To  make  yourielf  no  Man  to  a  frefli  Maid  too, 
A  longing  Maids  upon  her  wedding  Night  alfo. 
To  give  her  fuch  a  Dor. 

VaL  I  prithee  pardon  me. 

Evan.  Had  you  been  drunk,  't  had  been  excufable^ 
Or  like  a  Gentleman  under  th'  Surgeon's  Hands, 
And  fo  nojC  able,  there  had  been  fonte  Colour  % 
But  wretchedly  to  take  a  Weaknefs  to  ye, 
A  fearful  Weaknefs  to  abufe  your  Body, 
And  let  a  Lie  work  like  a  Spell  upon  ye, 
A  Lie  to  fave  your  Life— - 

Val.  Will  you  give  me  Leave,  Sweet? 

Evan.  You've .  taken  too  much  Leaver  and  too  baft 
Leave  too. 
To  wrong  your  Love ;  haft  thou  a  noUe  Spirit  ? 
And  canft  thou  look  up  to  the  Peoples  Loves, 
That  call  thee  worthy,  and  not  bluih,  Valerio? 
Canft  thou  behold  me  that  thou  haft  betray'd  thus. 
And  no  Shame  touch  thee  ?   Vd.  Shame  at(end  the  (infill, 
I  know  my  Innocence. 

Evan.  Ne'er  think  to  face  it,  that's  a  double  Weaknefi|, 
And  fhews  thee  falfcr  ftill :  The  King  himfelf, 
Though  he  be  wicked,  and  pur  Enemy, 
But  jufter  than  thou  art,  in  pity  of  my  Injuries, 
Told  me  the  Truth. 

Val.  (38)  Whatdidhetell,  Evantbe? 

Evan.  That  but  to  gain  thy  Life  a  Fortnight  longer^ 
Thy  lov'd  poor  Life,  thou  gav'ft  up  all  my  Duties. 

Val.  I  fwcar  'tis  falfc ;  my  Life  and  Death  arc  equal, 
I've  wcigh'd  'em  both,  and  find  'em  but  one  Fortune  i 
But  Kings  are  Men,  and  live  as  Men,  and  die  too. 
Have  the  Affections  Men  have,  and  their  Falfehoods  ; 

(38)  Whai  did  hf  tell  thcc,  EvantU?^  The  Text  la  from   the 

Copy  of  1 647. 

lnd5C<} 
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Indeed  they  have  more  Power  to  make  *cm  good ; 
The  King's  to  blame,  it  was  to  favc  thy  Life,  Wench^ 
Thy  innocent  Life*,  that  I  forbore  thy  Bed, 
For  if  Pd  toucht  thee  thou  hadft  dy*d,  he  fwore  it. 

Evan.  And  was  not  I  as  worthy  to  die  nobly. 
To  make  a  Story  for  the  time  that  follows. 
As  he  that  married  me  ?  What  Weakncfs,  Sir, 
Or  Difability,  do  you  fee  in  me. 
Either  in  Mind  or  Body,  to  defraud  me 
Of  fuch  an  Opportunity  ?  D*  you  think  I  marry'd  you 
Only  for  Pleafure,  or  Content  in  Lull  ? 
To  lull  you  in  my  Arms,  and  kifs  you  hourly  ? 
Was  this  my  End  ?  I  might  have  been  a  Queen,  Sir, 
If  that  had  caught  me,  and  have  known  alT  Deh'cates  i 
There's  few  that  would  have  (hun*d  fo  fair  an  Offer. 

0  thou  unfaithful  fearful  Man,  thdu'ft  kill*d  me ; 
la  faving  me  this  way,  thou  haft  dcftroy'd  me, 
JRobb'd  me  of  that  thy  Love  can  never  give  more  s 
To  be  unable,  to  fave  me?  O  Mifery! 

Had  I  been  my  Vdlerxo^  thou  Evantbe^ 

1  would  have  lain  with  thee  under  a  Gallows, 
Tho'thi 

Hangman  had  been  my  Hymen^  and  the  Furies 

With  Iron  Whips  and  Forks,  ready  to  torture  me.' 

I  would  have  hug*d  thee  too,  tho*  Hell  had  gap'd  at  me; 

Save  my  Life !  that  expefted  to  die  bravely, 

Th«  would  have  woo'd  it  too  ?  (39)  Would  I  had  marriecj 

An  Eumcby  that  had  truly  no  Ability, 

Than  fiich  a  fearful  Lyar ;  thou  haft  done  me 

A  fcurvy  Courtcfy,  that  has  undone  me. 

VaL  Pll  do  no  more ;  fince  you*re  fo  nobly  fafhionV^ 
Made  up  fo  ftrongly,  Pll  take  my  Share  with  ye, 
Nav^  Dear,  Pll  learn  of  you. 

Evan.  He  weeps  too  tenderly ; 
My  Anger's  gone,  good  my  Lord  pardon  me  \ 

^  j<j)  ■  '  Would  I  had  married 

An  Eunuch,  that  had  truly  no  Ahility^ 

^han  fuch  «— -^- ]  The  want  o^  r Other  Wottthm^ 

frch,  ^c,  has  a  fine  EfFedl,  and  the  Hurry  of  her^PaHion  fully  jullifies 
iuch  a  wilful  Omiluon  in  the  Poet. 
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And  if  I  have  offended,  be  more  angry  ; 

It  was  a  Woman's  Flafli,  a  fudden  Valour, 

That  could  not  lie  conceal'd.     Val.  I  honour  ye. 

By  all  the  Rites  of  holy  Marriage, 

And  Pleafures  of  chafte  Love,  I  wonder  at  ye  \ 

Y*  appear  the  Vifion  of  a  Hcav'n  unto  me 

Stuck  all  with  Stars  of  Honour  (hining  clearly. 

And  all  the  Motions  of  your  Mind  Celeftial ; 

Man  is  a  lump  of  Earth,  the  beft  Man's  fpiritlefs. 

To  fuch  a  Woman  ;  all  our  Lives  and  Adtions 

But  Counterfeits  in  Arraf  to  this  Virtue  \ 

Chide  me  again,  you  have  fo  brave  an  Anger, 

And  Sows  fo  nobly  from  you,  thus  delivered. 

That  I  could  fqffer  like  a  Child  to  hear  ye. 

Nay,  make  myfelf  guilty  of  fome  Faults  to  honour  yt. 

Evan,  ril  chide  no  more,  you've  robb'd  me  of  my 
Courage, 
And  with  a  cunning  Patience  checked  my  Impudence ; 
Once  more  Forgivenefs.  \Sbe  kneelu 

Fal  Will  this  fcrve,  EvantU  ?  [Kiffi^  ber. 

And  this,  my  Love  ?  Heav'n's  Mercy  be  upon  us  5 
But  did  he  tell  no  more  ?  Evan.  Only  this  Trifle : 
You  fet  my  Woman  on  me,  to  betray  me ; 
'Tis  true,  fhe  did  her  beft,  a  bad  old  Woman, 
It  ftirr'd  me,  Sir. 

Fal.  I  cannot  blame  thee.  Jewel; 

Evan,  And  methought  when  your  Naoie  was  founded 
that  way  — — 

Fal.  He  that  will  fparc  no  Fame,  will  fpare  no  Name, 
Sweet ; 
Tho*  as  I  am  a  Man,  I'm  full  of  Weakiiefs, 
And  may  flip  happily  into  fome  Ignorance^ 
Yet  at  my  Years  to  be  a  Bawd,  and  cozen 
Mine  own  Hopes  with  my  Dofl:rine — ^  Evan.  I  believe 

not. 
Nor  ever  fhall ;  our  Time  is  out  to  Morrow. 

Fai  Let's  be  to  Night  then  full  of  Fruitfulncft, 
Now  we  are  both  of  one  Mind,  let's  be  happy, 
I  am  no  more  a  wanting  Man,  Evantbe^ 
Thy  warm  Embraces  fliall  diflblve  that  Impotence, 
•    .  And 
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And  my  cold  Lye  fhall  vanifli  with  thy  Kiflcs : 

You  Hours  of  Night  be  long,  (as  when  Alcmtna 

Lay  by  the  lufty  Side  of  Jupiter  \) 

Keep  back  the  Day,  and  hide  his  golden  Beams, 

Where  the  chafte  watchful  Morning  may  not  find  *em ; 

Old  doating  Tytixm^  hold  Aurora  faft. 

And  tho*  (he  blufli  the  Day-break  from  her  Cheeks, 

Conceal  her  ftill ;  thog,  heavy  Wain,  ftand  firm. 

And  ftop  the  quicker  Revolutions  % 

Or  if  the  Day  muft  come,  to  fpoil  our  Happinefs, 

Thou  envious  Sun  peep  not  upon  our  Pleafure, 

Thou  that  all  Lovers  curfe,  be  far  off  from  us. 

Enter  Caftruchio  with  Guard. 

Evan.  Then  let's  to  Bed,  and  this  Night  in  all  Joys 
And  chafte  Delights-  • 

Caft.  Stay,  I  muft  part  ye  both ; 
It  is  the  King's  Command,  who  bids  me  tell  ye. 
To  Morrow  is  your  laft  Hour. 

Val.  I  obey,. Sir  J 
In  Heaven  we  (hall  meet.  Captain,  where  King  Frederick 
Dare  not  appear  to  part  us.     Caft.  Miftake  me  not. 
Though  I  am  rough  in  doing  of  my  Office, 
You  fhall  find,  Sir,  you  have  a  Friend  to  honour  ye. 

VaL  I  thank  ye.  Sir. 

(40)  Evan.  Pray,  Captain,  tell  the  King, 
They  that  are  fad  on  Earth,  in  Heaven  (hall  fing. 

[Exeunt. 


ACTV.      SCENE     L 

'  Enter  Rugio,  and  Fryar  Marco. 

Rug.  TT  Ave  you  writ  to  the  Captain  of  the  Caftic  ? 

X  A     Mar.  Yes,  and  charged  him. 
Upon  his  Soul's  health,  that  he  be  not  cruel  •, 

(40)  Evan.  Pray  Captain,  &c.]  This  concluding  Sp^cb  of  £«««« 
ib$  is  wancing  only  in  the  Copy  of  171 1. 
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Told  him  VaUrif%  worth  among  the  People^ 
And  how  it  muft  be  puniih*d  in  Pofterity^ 
Though  he  fcapc  now. 

Rug.  But  will  not  he,  Fryar  AUrco^ 
Betray  this  to  the  King  ?     Mar.  Though  he  be  (lubboniy 
And  of  a  rugged  Nature,  yet  he's  honol. 
And  honours  much  Valerio. 

Rug.  How  does  Alpbtmfo  ? 
For  now  methinks  my  Heart  is  light  again^ 
And  pale  Fear  fled. 

Mar.  He  is  as  well  as  I  am ; 
The  Rogue  againfl:  his  will  has  iav'd  his  Life, 
A  defp'rate  Poifon  has  re-cur'd  the  Prince. 

Rug.  To  me  'tis  mod  miraculous.     Mar.  To  me  too. 
Till  I  conlider  why  it  fliould  do  fb. 
And  ndw  Tve  found  it  a  moft  exc'llent  Phyfick^ 
It  wrought  upon  the  dull  cold  miily  Parts, 
That  clog'd  his  Soul,  which  was  another  Poiibn, 
A  defperate  too,  and  found  fuch  matter  there. 
And  fuch  Abundance  alfo  to  relift  it. 
And  wear  away  the  dang'rous  Heat  it  brought  with*t. 
That  the  pure  Blood  and  th'  Spirits  fcap'd  untainted. 

Rug.  *Twas  Heav'n's  high  Hand,  none  of  ^^^ a^'s  Pity. 

Mar.  Moft  certain  'twas  ^  had  the  malicious  V Ulaia 

Enler  Caflruchio. 

Given  him  a  cooling  Poifon,  he  had  paid  him. 

Rug.  The  Captain  of  the  Caftle, 

Mar.  O  y'are  welcome. 
How  docs  your  Prifoncr?    Caf.  He  muft  go  for  dead  | 
But  when  I  do  a  Deed  of  fo  much  Villany, 
ril  have  my  Skin  puU'd  o*cr  mine  Ears,  my  Lord, 

EHl0r  Alphonfo,  afid  Ptyars. 

Though  Pm  the  King's,  Pm  none  of  his  Abufes ; 
How  does  your  Royal  Charge  ?  That  I  might  fee  once. 

Mar,  I  pray  fee  now,  you're  a  trufty  Gentleman. 

jilpb.  Good  Fathers,  I  thank  Hcav'n,  I  feel  no  Sickncfe. 

Caf.  He  fpeaks  again. 

Alpb.  Nothing  that  bars  the  free  ufe  of  my  Spirit ; 

Methinks 
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Methinks  the  Air  is  fweet  to.  me,  and  Company 

A  thing  I  covet  now:  Caftrucbio^  .  Caf  Sir  ; 

He  fpeaks,  and  knows  %  for  Heav*n*s  fake  break  my  Pate, 

Lord^ 
That  I  may  be  fare  I  deep  not. 

jtlfb.  Thou  wert  honeft, 
Even  among  the  Rank  of  good  Men  counted; 
I  have  been  abfent,  long  out  of  die  World, 
A  Dream  Tve  lived;  how  does  it  lode,  Caftru^bU? 
What  Wonders  are  abroad  ? 

Gs[/:  I  fling  off  Doty 
To  your  dead  Brother,  for  he's  dead  in  Goodnefi, 
And  CO  the  living  Hope  of  brave  jtlpbonfo^ 
The  noble  Heir  of  Nature,  and  of  Honour, 
I  faften  my  Allegiance.    Mar.  Scrftly,  Captain, 
We  dxre  not  truft  the  Air  with  this  bkft  Secret. 
Good  Sir,  be  ck>fe  again,  Heav'n  has  reftoPd  ye. 
And  by  miraculous  Means,  to  your  &ir  Health, 
(And  made  the  Inflrument,  yotn*  Enemies  Malioe,) 
Which  does  prognofticate  your  noble  Fortune ; 
Let  not  our  cardefs  Joy  }ole  you  again.  Sir, 
Help  to  deliver  ye  to  a  further  Danger : 
I  pray  you  pafs  in,  and  reft  a  while  forgotten. 
For  if  your  Brother  come  to  know  you're  well  again. 
And  ready  to  inherit  as  your  Right, 
Before  we*ve  ftrength  enough  t*  aflbre  your  Life, 
What  will  become  of  you  ?  and  what  (hall  we 
Deferve  in  all  Opinions  that  are  honeft. 
For  our  Lofs  of  Judgment,  Care,  and  ^Loyalty  ? 

Rug.  l)car  Sir,  pals  in :  Heav*n  has  begun  the  Work, 
And  bleft  us  all,  let  our  Endeavours  follow. 
To  prefcrvc  this  blcfivig  to  our  timely  Ufes, 
And  bring  it  to  the  noble  End  we  aim  at; 
Lee  our  Cares  work  now,  and  our  Eyes  pick  out 
An  Hour  to  (hew  ye  fafcly  to  your  Subjcfts, 
A  fccure  Hour. 

jilph.  rmcounfcrd;  ye  are  faithful. 

Caf.  Which  Hour  (hall  not  be  long,  as  we  fhall  handle  ft. 
Once  more  the  tender  of  my  Du(y. 

jllpb.  Thank  ye. 

C*f. 
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Caf.  Keep  you  the  Monaft'ry. 

Rug.  Strong  enough  Til  warrant  ye.  I  Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Fool^  and  Podrano.  • 

Pod.  Who  are  all  thefc  that  crowd  about  the  Courti 
Fool? 
Thofc  ftrange  new  Faces  ? 

F09I  They  are  Suitors,  Coxcomb, 
Dainty  fine  Suitors  to  the  WidowrLady, 
Thou  hadft  bed 

Make  one  of 'em^  thou  wilt  be  hanged  as  bandfomly 
At  the  Month's  end,  (41)  and  with  as  much  Joy  fbiJowM, 
And  'twere  to  morrow ;  as  many  mourning  Bawds  for 

thee. 
And  holy  Nuns,  whofe  veftal  Fire  nc*er  vaniftes. 
In  fackcloth  Smocks,  as  if  thou  wert  Heir  apparent 
To  all  the  impious  Suburbs,  and  the  Sink-hoies* 

Pod,  Out  you  bafe  Rogue. 

Fool  Why  deft  abufe  thyfclf  ? 
Thou  art  to  blame,  I  take  thee  for  a  Gentleman ; 
But  why  does  not  thy  Lord  and  M^ftcr  marry  her  \ 

Pod.  Why,  fhe's  his  Sifter. 

Fool.  *Tis  the  better.  Fool, 
He  may  make  bold  with  his  own  Flefh  and  Blood, 
For  o*  my  Confcience  there's  none  clfe  will  truft  him  \ 
Then  he  may  pleafure  th*  King  at  a  dead  Pinch  too. 
Without  a  (42)  Mepbeftopbilus^  fuch  as  thou  art. 
And  ingrofs  the  Royal  Difeafe  like  a  true  Subject, 

Pod.  Thou  wilt  be  whipc. 

Fool.  Fm  fure  thou  wilt  be  hang'd,  • 

Tve  loft  a  Ducket  elfe,  which  I'd  be  loath  to  venture 
Without  Certainty.   (43)  They  appear.    [Suitors  psifs  h). 

Pod.  Why,  thefe  arc  Rafcals. 

Fool.  They  were  meant  to  be  fo. 
Does  thy  Mafter  defcrvc  better  Kindred  ? 

(40.- ^  and  as  much  Jv9  follnu^dC\  So  all  the  Copies  but  that  of 

the  carlieft  Date. 

(42)  MepheflophJlus,']  A  familiar  Spirit  attending  upon  Dr.  FauJInu 

(43)  ~  Tbey  appear.']  Thif  fcems  to  have  been  a  Scage-DireOioa, 
and  not  the  original  Text. 

Pol 
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Ptf^.  There's  an  old  Lawyer, 
>iin'd  up  like  a  Gaily  Foift,  what  would  he  .do  with 
her  ? 
Fool.  As  Ufurers  do  with  their  Gold,  he  would  look 
on  her, 
Lnd  read  her  over  once  a  Day,  like  a  hard  Report, 
'ccd  his  duU  Eye,  and  keep  his  Fingers  itching  j 
•"or  any  thing  elfe,  ihb  may  appeal  to  Parliament, 

44)  Sub Pana^s znA Pofteas  have  fpoil'd  his  Codpiece; 

45)  There's  a  Phyfician  too  older  than  he, 

!Lnd  Galkn  GallinaceuSj  but  he  has  loft  his  Spurs, 
ic  would  be  nibling  too.     Pod.  I  marked  the  Man, 
f  he  be  a  Man.    Fool  H'as  much  ado  to  be  fo, 
Searcloths  and  Sirrups  glew  him  clofe  together, 
^e*d  fall  a  pieces  clie ;  mending  of  (he  Patients, 
\nd  then  trying  whether  they  be  right  or  no 
n  his  own  Perfon,  (there's  the  honeft  care  on't,) 
ntas  mollify^d  the  Man  %  if  he  do  marry  her, 
\nd  come  but  to  warm  him  well  at  CArpi^s  Bonfire, 
He'll  bulge  fo  fobtilly  and  fiiddenly. 
If  ou  may  fnatch  him  up  by  Parcels,  like  a  Sea  Wreck : 
Will  your  Worfhipgo,  and  look  upon  the  reft,  Sir? 
!^nd  hear  what  they  can  fay  for  themfelves. 
Pod.  rU  follow  thee.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  CzmxWo^  Menallo,  Cleanthes,  ^;7i  CaAruchio. 
Cam.  you  tell  us  Wonders.  Caf.  But  I  tell  you  Truths, 

(44)  Sub  P/rna's  4MJ?ofi  Kacs  ha^uej^itd }  Thw  run  all  tht 

copies':  Pofi  Kan  as  joiu^d  with  Suhtands  ought  to  be  a  Term  m 
Law,  but  this  does  not  appear.  As  the  Poet  undoubtedly  inferted  one 
bere,  we  ought  to  endeavour  after  the  recovery  of  the  Furtive,  and 
:his  I  think  can*t  be  better  don«,  or  more  netr  the  Trace  of  th« 
Letters  than  by  fuppefing  the  Author  wrote  originally  thus» 

Subfcfna^s  and  PodeaS  ba*ue 
The  mining  of  which  any  Law  DiAionary  will  eaiily  (hew. 

(45)  Tbire^i  a  Pbyfician  too  oUir  than  bi^ 

And  Gallen  Gallinaceus,  but  bi  hmt  hfi  bis  Spurs, 
He  iMttld  be  nibling  Coo.} 
Haply  the  Place  ought  to  be  printed  thus,. 
There* s  a  Phyfician  too^  elder  thaffii^ 
A  Galten  Gallinaceiw,  bat  he  has  teft  bit  Spun ; 
He  iveuid  be  niblini  tho* * 

Vou  V.  Y  They 
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They  arc  both  well.  Mtn.  Why  arc  not  we  in  Arms  then  ? 

(46)  And  all  the  Ifland  given  to  know Caf.  Diforeeily 

And  privately  it  muft  be  done,  'twill  mifs  eUe, 
And  prove  oiir  Ruins ;  moft  o'  th'  noble  Cidzens 
Know  it  by  me,  and  ftay  th'  Hour  to  attend  it. 
Prepare  your  Hearts  and  Friends,  let  their  be  rigjit  toOy 
And  keep  about  the  King  t*  avoid  Sufpidon  \ 

Enter  Frederick  and  Sorano. 

When  you  (hall  hear  the  Caftle  Bell,  take  Courage, 
And  ftand  like  Men  \  away,  the  King  is  coming. 

{Exeunt  L»tds. 
Fred.  Now  Captain^ 
What  have  you  done  with  your  Ftis'ncr  ?  Caf.  H^s  dead. 
Sir,  and  his  Body  flung  i'  th'  Sea, 
To  feed  the  Fifhes ;  'twas  your  Will,  I  take  it, 
I  did  it  from  a  ftrong  Commiflion, 
And  flood  not  to  Capitulate. 

Fred.  *Tis  well  done. 
And  I  fhall  love  you  for  your  Faith.  What  Aiigi^ 
Or  Sorrow  did  he  utter  at  his  End  ? 

Caf.  Faith  little.  Sir,  that  I  gave  any  Ear  to^ 
He  would  have  (poke,  but  I  had  no  Commiffioa 
To  argue  with  him,  fo  I  flung  him  off; 
His  iJidy  would  have  (een,  but  I  lock'd  her  up. 
For  fear  her  Womans  Tears  (hould  hinder  us. 

Fred.  'Twas  trufty  (till.  I  wonder,  my  Sorsm^ 
We  hear  not  from  the  Monaftery  |  I  believe 
They  gave  it  not,  or  elfe  it  wrought  not  fully. 

Caf.  Did  you  name  th'  Monaft'ry  ? 

Fred.  Yes,  I  did.  Captain. 

Caf.  I  (aw  the  Fryar  this  Morning,  and  Lord  ibg^, 
Bitterlv  weeoing,  and  wringing  of  their  Hands, 
And  all  the  holy  Men  hung  down  their  iHleads. 

Sor.  *Tis  done  PU  warrant  yc. 

Caf.  I  ask*d  the  Reafon. 

Fred.  What  Anfwcr  hadft  thou  ? 

(46)  And  all  ihi  Ifland  gj^tin  to  hi¥w  ]  As  the  Scene  is  throi^ioiiC 
«t  Naples,  this  Ezpreffion,  if  notaComiptiop,  is  a  flagrant  Ovtm^ 
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Caf.  This  in  few  Words,  Sir, 
Your  Brother's  dead,  this  Morning  he  dcccafcd  j 
I  was  your  Scnrant,  and  I  wept  not,  Sir^ 
I  knew  'twas  for  your  good. 

Fred.  'T  (hall  be  for  thine  too 
Captain,  indeed  it  fhall.    O  my  Sorwal 
Now  we  (hall  live. 

Sor.  Ay,  now  there's  none  to  trouble  yc. 

Fred.  Captain,  bring  out  the  Woman,  and  give  way 
To  any  Suitor  that  fliall  come  to  marry  hcr^ 
Of  what  degree  foe^er. 

Caf.  It  IhaU  be  done.  Sir.  [Exii  Caf. 

Fred.  O  let  me  have  a  lufty  Banquet  after  't. 

Enter  Evanthe,  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  Menallo,  and  Fool. 

I  will  be  high  and  merry, 

Sor.  There  be  fomc  Lords 
That  I  could  couniel  ye  to  Eing  from  Court,  Sir, 
They  pry  into  our  Anions,  they  are  fuch 
The  fooUfli  People  call  their  Countries  Honours, 
Honeft  brave  things ;  and  ftile  them  with  fuch  Titles* 
As  if  they  were  the  Patterns  of  the  Kingdom ; 
Which  makes  them  proud,  and  prone  to  look  into  us, 
And  talk  at  random  of  our  Aftions. 
They  fhould  be  lovers,  Sir,  of  your  Commands, 
And  followers  of  your  Will ;  Bridles  and  Curbs 
To  the  hard-^headed  Commons  that  malign  us ; 
They  come  here  to  do  Honour  to  my  Sifter, 
To  laugh  at  your  Severity,  and  fright  us ; 
If  they  had  Power,  what  would  thefe  Nfen  do  ? 
Do  you  hear.  Sir,  how  privily  they  whifper  ? 

Fred.  I  Ihall  filcnce  *em. 
And  to  their  Shames,  within  this  Week  Serano  \ 
In  the  mean  time  have  Patience.    Sor.  How  they  jeer  ? 
And  look  upon  me  as  I  were  a  Monfter,  - 

And  talk  and  jeer ;  How  1  fhall  pull  your  PIume8,l^ords, 
How  I  fhall  humble  you  within  thefe  two  Days, 
Your  great  Nan[ies>  nor  your  Country  cannot  fave  yc« 

Y  2  EnUr 
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Enter  Evanthe^  Lawyer,  Phyfician,Captain,tf/w/Cut-purfir. 

Fred.  Let  in  the  Suitors.    Yet  fubmit,  TU  pardon  yc, 
YouVe  half  undone  already,  do  not  wind 
My  Anger  to  that  height,  it  may  confume  ye. 
And  utterly  deftroy  thee,  fair  Evantbe: 
Yet  I  have  Mercy.    Evan.  Ufe  it  to  your  Bawds, 
To  me  ufe.  Cruelty,  it  bed  becomes  ye. 
And  (hews  more  Kingly :  I  contemn  your  Mercy, 
It  is  a  cozening,  and  a  ba^dy  Mercy. 
Can  any  thing  be  hop'd  for,  to  relieve  me? 
Or  is  it  fit  I  thank  you  for  a  Pity, 
.When  you  have  kill'd  my  Lord  ? 

Frea.  Who  will  have  her  ? 

Evan.  My  Tears  are  gdhe. 
My  Tears  of  Love  unto  my  dear  Valeria^ 
But  I  have  fill'd  mine  Eyes  again  with  Anger ; 

0  were  it  but  fb  powerral  to  confume  ye ! 

My  Tongue  with  Curfes  I  have  arm^d  againfl:  ye, 
(With  Maiden  Curfes,  that  Heav'n  crowns  with  Horrc»rs,] 
My  Heart  fct  round  with  hate  againfl:  thy  Tyranny  j 
O!  would  my  Hands  could  hold  the  Fire  of  Heaven, 
Wrapt  in  the  Thunder  that  the  Gods  revenge  with. 
That  like  ftern  Jufticc  I  might  fling  it  on  tl^  j 
Thou  art  a  King  of  Monfters,  not  of  Men, 
And  fhortly  thou  wilt  turn  this  Land  to  Devils. 

Fred.  Til  make  you  one  firft,  and  a  wretched  DevB. 
\  Come,  who  will  have  her  ? 

Law.  I,  an*t  like  your  Majefiy,  I  am  a  Lawyer, 

1  can  malce  her  a  Jointure  of  any  Man*s  Land  in  Naples. 
And  (he  (hall  keep  it  too,  I  have  a  Trick  for  it. 

Fool.  Canft  thou  make  her  a  Jointure  of  thine  Honefty, 
Or  thy  Ability,  'thou  lewd  Abridgement? 
Thofe  are  Non-fuited  and  flung  o'er  the  Bar. 

Pby.  An't  pleaie  your  Majefty  to  give  me  leave, 
I  dare  accept  her;  aiid  though  old  I  feem.  Lady, 
Like  jEfo9i^  by  my  Art  I  can  renew 
Youth  and  Ability.    Fool.  In  a  powdering  Tub 
Stew  thy feir tender  again,  like  a  Cock  Chicken; 

The 
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The  Broth  may  be  good,  but  the  Flefli  is  not  fit  for  Dogs 
fure. 

Capi.  Lady,  take  me,  and  I'll  maintain  thine  H  nour, 
Pm  a  poor  Captain^  as  poor  People  call  me,^ 
Very  podr  People,  for  my  Soldiers  they 
Are  quarter*d  in  the  outfide  of  the  City, 
Men  of  Ability  to  make  good  a  l^igh  Way ; 
We  have  but  two  grand  Enemiea  chat  oppofe  us. 
The  Don  Gouty  and  the  Gallows.    FooU  I  believe  ye» 
And  both  thefe  yoq  will  bind,  her  for  a  Jointure  \ 
^Ky9i  Signior  Fwk. 

CuUpurfe.  Madam,  take  m^  and  be  wife» 
I*m  rich  and  nimble,  and  chofe  are  rare  in  one  Mao  \. 
"Every  Man's  Pocket  is  my  Trcafury, 
And  no  Man  wears  a  Sute  but  fits  me  neatly ; 
Cloaths  you  (hall  have,  and  wear  the  pureft  (jinen,. 
I  have  a  Tribute  out  of  every  Shop,.  Lady, 
Meat  you  (hall  ^at,  I  have  my  Caters  out  too. 
The  beft  and  lufticft,  and  drink  good  Wine,  good  Lady> 
Good  quickening  Wine,  Wine  that  will  make  you  caper. 
And  at  the  worft  ■ 

Fool.  It  is  but  cap'ring  (hort,  Sir. 
You  fcldom  llay  for  Agues  or  for  Surfeits, 
A  fhaking  (it  of  a  Whip  fometimes  overtakes  ye ; 
Marry  you  die  moft  commonly  of  Choakings, 
Obftruftions  of  the  Halter  are  your  Ends  ever; 
Pray  leave  your  Horn  and  your  Knife  for  her  to  live  on, 

Evan.  Poor  wretched  People,  why  d'  you  wrong  your- 
felvcs  ? 
Though  I  fear'd  Death,  I  (hould  fear  you  ten  times  more. 
You're  every  one  a  new  Death,  and  an  odious ; 
The  Earth  will  purify  corrupted  Bodies, 
You'll  make  us  worfe  and  ftink  eternally. 
Go  home,  go  home  and  get  good  Nurtes  for  you. 
Dream  not  of  Wives.    Fred.  You  (hall  have  one  of  *cm. 
If  they  dare  verimre  for  ye.  Evan.  They're  dead  ahxady^ 
Crawling  Diieafes  that  muft  creep  into 
The  next  Grave  they  find  open ;  are  thefe  fit  HusbamU 
For  her  youVe  loved.  Sir  ?  Though  yOu  hate  me  00W|^ 
And  hate  me  mortally,  as  I  hate  you.       ^ 

Y  3  Your 
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Your  Noblenefs,  (in  that  yoo  have  done  otberwKe^^ 
And  nameSd  Evantbe  once  as  your  poor  Miftreft,)      y 
Might  ofier  worthier  choice.    Fred.   Speak,  who  dare 

uke  her 
ForoneMonthy  and  then  die?  Pby.  Die  Sir?  Fred.  Ay, 

die  Sir, 
That*s  the  Condition.    Phy.  One  Nfonth  is  too  little 
For  me  to  repent  in  for  my  former  Pleafnre, 
To  go  ftill  on,  'lefs  I  were  fure  (he'd  kill  me. 
And  kill  me  delicately  before  my  Day ; 
Make*t  up  a  Year,  for  by  that  time  I  muft  die^ 
My  Body  will  h6ld  out  no  longer.    Fred.  No,  Sir, 
It  muft  be  but  a  Month.  (47)  Law.  Then  farewel.  Ma- 
dam, 
This  is  like  to  be  a  great  Year  of  Diflenfion 
Among  good  People,  and  I  dare  not  lofe  it. 
There  will  be  Money  got.     Capt.  Blefi  your  good  La- 

di(hip. 
There's  nothing  in  the  Grave  but  Bones  and  Aflies, 
In  Taverns  there's  good  Wine,  and  excellent  Wenches, 
And  Surgeons  while  we  live. 

Cut'purfe.  Adieu  fweet  Lady, 
Liay  me  when  I  am  dead  near  a  rich  Alderman, 
I  cannot  pick  his  Purfe ;  no,  FII  no  Dying, 
Though  I  fleal  Linnen,  I'll  not  fteal  my  Shrowd  yet. 

M.  Send  ye  a  happy  Match.  (Exeunt. 

Fool.  And  you  all  Halters,  you've  dcferv*d  'em  richly^ 
Thefe  do  all  Villanies, 

And  Mifchiefs  of  all  forts,  yet  thofe  they  fear  not : 
To  flinch  where  a  fair  Wench  is  at  the  Stake.'  ■ 

Evan.  Come,  come  your  Sentence,  let  me  Die:  Yoi 
fee.  Sir, 
None  of  your  valiant  Men  dare  venture  on  me, 
A  Month's  a  dangerous  thing. 

(47)  Law.  nen  fsn-envil,  Mi/«iRrJ  Tki9 /ar§wil  LiM§  h  moft 
prolnbly  .the  Fhyfician^s.  The  thfce  that  follcnv  I  wodd  me  to  the 
LtMfmr^  a$  they  are  mlghtx  well  adapted  to  a  fly  quirking  Piaai- 
tioner»  who  would  rather  empty  the  Pockets  of  his  Clients  of  their 
Money,  for  one  whole  Year  longer,  than  fiU  a  Crave  for  his  Pleafure. 
in  a  twelfth  P^rt  of  the  Tiioe, 

Enter 


^ 
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Enter  V^tmJkJguis'i. 

Fred.  Away  with  her. 
Let  btr  die  inftantly. 

Evan.  (48)  Will  you  then  be  willing 
To  die  at  th'  time  prcHxt?  That  I  mud  know  too, 
And  know  it  beyond  doubt. 
Fred.  What  if  I  did.  Wench  ? 
Evan.  On  that  condition  if  I  had  it  certain, 
IM  be  your  any  thing,  and  you  fhould  injoy  aic. 
However  in  my  Nature  I  abhor  ye. 
Yet  aa  I  live  I'd  be  obedient  to  you ; 
But  when  your  Time  came  how  I  fhould  rejoice. 
How  then  I  fhould  beftir  myfelf  to  thank  ye  ; 
To  fee  your  Throat  cut,  how  my  Heart  would  leap.  Sir ! 
rd  die  with  you,  but  firft  I  would  fo  torture  ye. 
And  cow  you  in  your  End,  fo  defpife  you,,  for 
A  weak  and  wretched  Coward,  you  mufl  end  fure; 
Still  make  ye  fear,  and  fhake,  (49)  defpifed,  flill  laugh 
at  ye. 
Fred.  Away  with  her,  let  her  die  inflantly. 
Cam.  Stay,  there's  another,  and  a  Gentleman, 
His  Habit  fnews  no  lefs,  may  be  his  Bufinefs 
Is  for  this  Lady's  Love.    Fred.  Say  why  ye  come.  Sir, 
And  what  you  are.    Val.  I  am  delcended  nobly, 
A  Prince  by  Birth,  and  by  my  Trade  a  Soldier, 
A  Prince's  Fellow,  Abydos  brought  me  forth. 
My  Parents  Duke  Jgenor  and  fair  Egla^ 
My  Bufinefs  hither,  to  renew  my  Lovq 

'  (48)  Will  jM  tbin  h  nviUhg,  &c.]  There  certainly  are  fome 
Speeches  wanting  between  Frediric*%  Order  in  the  Linie  above»  and 
Evanthi*9  Qodftion  in  this  that  follows  it ;  the  Reader,  cannot  but  per* 
ceive  a  want  of  Connexion  here,  and  as  fnch  I  have  marked  an  Hiatut^ 
which  I  fear  we  (hall  never  be  able  to  fill  up. 

^g  ■  defpifed,  ftill  laugh  miyt]  It  may  be  thoneht  Refine* 

snent  to  read  this  Pafiage  otherwife  than  we  do  at  prefent ;  oat  poffiUf 
once  it  mieht  ran  fo, 

t»yuk.  Sill puikiyt f garland fiake^      »■ 
Fred.  Dtj^ifid  Jlilir 
Evan.  Laigb  ai  yg. 
The  preffing  Order  to  execate  her  immedialely  is  by  this  means  nato,* 
rally  mtroduced,  and  the  whole  goes  off  well. 
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W  ith  a  young  noble  Spiritt  caird  Falerio  \ 
Our  Brft  Acquaintance  was  at  Sea,  in  fight  , 

Againft  a  Turki/h  Man  of  War,  a  (lout  one. 
Where  Lion-like  I  faw  hirp  (hew  his  Valour,         z' 
And  as  he  had  been  made  of  compleat  Virtue,  ^ 
Spirit,  and  Fire,  nodreggs  of  dull  Earth  inhioi— — 

Evan.  Thou*rt  a  brave  Gentleman,  and  bravely  fpeak*ft 
him. 

Fal.  The  Veflel  dancing  under  him  for  Joy, 
And  the  rough  whittling  Winds  becalmed  to  view  him^ 
I  faw  the  Child  of  Honour,  for  he  was  young, 
(50)  Deal  fuch  an  Alms  amongft  the  fpightful  Pagaiis» 
His  rowring Sword  flew  like  an  eagg*  Falcon, 
A  no  round  about  his  Reach  invade  the  Turks^ 
He  had  intrenoh'd  himfelf  in  his  dead  Quarries  \ 
The  filver  Crcfccnts  on  the  Tops  they  carried 
Shrunk  in  their  Heads  to  fee  his  Rage  fo  bloody^ 
And  froni  his  Fury  fufFered  fad  Eclipfes; 
The  game  of  Death  was  never  plaid  more  nobly. 
The  meager  Thief  grew  Wanton  in  his  Mifchie^, 
And  his  fhrunk  hollow  Eyes  fmil'd  on  his  Ruins. 

Evan.  Heav'n  keep  this  Gentleman  from  being  a  Suitor, 
For  I  fhall  ne'er  deny  him  he's  fo  Noble. 

Val.  But  what  can  laft  long?   Strength   and   Spirit 
wafted, 
And  frefti  Supplies  flew  on  upon  this  Gentleman, 
Breathlefs  and  weary  with  OppreflTion, 
And  almoft  kilFd  with  killing,    'Twas  my  Chance 
In  a  tall  Ship  1  had  to  view  the  Fight; 
I  fet  into  him,  entertained  ihtTurk^ 
And  for  an  Hour  g?^vc  hini  fo  hot  a  Breakfaft, 

(50)  Dtalfucb  an  Alms  am^ngjl  thi  ffightful  Pagans^ 
r  His  nnvrtHg  Siuord  flew  like  am  eager  Falcon, 

And  round  about  his  reach  in*vade  /A^  Turks 

He  bad  intrenched  himfelf ]  The  ConftruQion  of  the  Verb 

ill  the  fecand  Line  is  manifeftty  wrong,  and  an  Addition  to  the  fourth 
\!k  as  manifeitly  wantins;.     I  read  the  whole  fo, 

J>eal  fuch  an  Alms  am$Mgfi  the  fpightful  Pagan t. 

His  towrtng  S<wordffy  like  am  iager  Falcon^ 

And  round  about  bis  reach  in*uade  the  Turks, 

Till  kf  bf^d  if9$rencb  d  bimfel/ in  bis  dead  parries. 

He    * 


ji  Wife  for  a  Month.  54^ 

He  elapt  all  Linnen  up  he  had  to  fave  him. 
And  like  a  Lover's  Thought  he  fled  our  Fury  ; 
There  firft  I  faw  the  Man  I  lov'd.   Falerio 
There  was  acquainted,  there  my  Soul  grew  to  him, 
And  his  to  me,  we  were  the  Twins  of  Friendfhip. 

Evm.  Fortune  protedt  this  Man,  or  I  fhaH  rum  himi. 

Fal.  I  made  this  Voyage  to  behold  my  Friend, 
To  warm  my  Love  anew  at  his  Affefbion ; 
But  fince  I  landed,  I  have  heard  his  Fate : 
My  Father's  had  not  been  to  me  more  cruel.  ; 

I  have  lamented  too,  and  yet  I  keep 
The  treafure  of  a  few  Tears  for  you.  Lady, 
For  by  Defcription  you  were  his  EvarUbe. 

Evan.  Can  he  weep  that's  a  Stranger  to  my  &ory,^ 
And  I  (land  ftill  and  look  on  ?  Sir,  I  thank  ye  ^ 
If  noble  Spirits  softer  their  Departure 
Can  know,  and  wifli,  certain  his  Soul  gives  Thanks  too  v 
There  are  your  Tears  again,  and  when  yours  fail.  Sir, 
Pray  yc  call  to  me,  I've  fome  (lore  to  lend  ye. 
Your  Naoie  ?    Vd.  Urbino.    Evan.  That  I  may  remem- 
ber, 
That  little  Time  I  have  to  live,  your  Friend(hips, 
(51)  My  Tongue  (hall  dudy  both.    Fred.  Do  you  come 

hither 
Only  to  tell'this  Story,  Prince C7r^';i0 ^ 

Val.  My  Bufinels  now  is,  Sir,  to  woo  this  Lady. 


Since 

I  know  your  Doom,  'tis  for  a  Month  you  give  her. 

And  then  his  Life  you  cake  that  marries  her. 

Fred.  'Tis  true,  nor  can  your  being  born  a  Prince, 
If  you  accept  the  Offer,  free  you  from  it. 

Val.  I  not  defire  ir,  I  have  cad  the  word, 
And  ev'n  that  word  to  me  is  many  Bleflings ; 
I  lov'd  my  Friend,  not  meafur'd  out  by  Time, 
Nor  hirM  by  circumdance  of  Place  and  Honour, 
But  for  his  wealthy  felf  and  worth  I  lov'd  him, 

(51)  MjTMguJbainMAy  htb.l  f.  $.  Shall /^/i  of  both; 
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His  Mind  aod  noUe  Mold  heever  mov'd  in  i 

And  woo  bit  (52)  Friaid,  'caufeihewaswonfay  of  hioiy* 

The  only  Rdick  diac  be  left  bdund.  Sir, 

To  ^ye  his  Aihei  Honour ;  Ladyukeme, 

And  in  tntkttp  Vakria'%  Love  alive  ftill ; 

When  I  am  gone^  take  diofe  that  fhalj  fiicceed  met 

Heaven  rouft  want  Light,  before  yoo  want  a  Hmteod, 

To  raife  up  Heirs  of  Love  and  noble  Menoory, 

To  yoar  imfortonatp  ■     Evjul  Am  I  ftill  haccd  ? 

Haft  thoa  no  End,  O  fate,  of  my  AffliOion  ? 

Was  I  ordainM  to  be  a  common  Murdrefs? 

Andof  die  beftMencoo?  Good  Sir.  I 

yal.  Peace,  Sweet,  look  on  my  Hand.  [4^« 

Evan.  I  do  accept 
The  Gentleman,  I  &int  widi  Joy.    Fr^d.  I  flop  it. 
None  (hall  have  her,  convey  this  Stranger  hence. 

Vol.  I  am  no  Struger— — — Hark  toth'  Bell  that  rings. 
Hark,  hark,  proud  Fred'ruk^  that  was  King  of  Mifchicf, 
Hark,  thou  abhorr'd  Man,  doft  thou  hear  thy  Sentence  ? 
Does  not  this  Bell  ring  in  thine  Ears  thy  Ruin  i 

Fred.  What  Bell  is  this? 

Cam.  The Caftle  Bell:  Stand  fure  Sir, 
And  move  not,  if  you  do  you  perifli^ 

Men.  It  rings  your  Knell.    Alpbanfo^  Kii^  ^banfi. 

AU.  Alpbonfo^  Kmg  Alpbtrnfo.     Frti^  Tm'  betrayed. 
Lock  faft  the  Palace. 

Cam.  We  have  all  the  Keys,  Sir, 
And  no  Door  here  ftiall  (hut  without  our  licence. 

CU.  D'you  fhakenow.  Lord  Sorano?  no  new  Trick? 
Nor  fpeedy  Poifon  to  prevent  this  Bufineis? 
No  bawd/Meditation  now  to  fly  to  ? 

Fred.  Treafbn,  Treafon,  Treafon. 

Cam.  Yes,  wis  hear  ye. 

Enter  Alphonfo,  Rugib,  Marco,  Caftrucbio,  and  Slueen^ 

with  Guard. 

« 

And  we  have  found  the  Trairor  in  your  Shape>  Sir, 
We'll  keep  him  faft  too. 

(j2)  Fritnd,^  I.  #,  Wife. 

Frei.  , 


A  Wify  for  a  Month.  347 

Fred.  Recover'd!  thenrmgone^ 
The  Sun  of  all  my  Pomp  i$  fct  and  vanifliM. 

Al^.  Have  you  not  forgot  this  Face  of  mine.  King 
Frederick? 
Brother,  I'm  come  to  fee  youi  and  have  brought 
A  Banquet  to  be  merry  with  your  Grace ; 
I  pray  fit  down,  I  do  befeech  your  Majelty,       • 
And  eat,  eat  freely.  Sir  (  why  do  you  ftart  ? 
Have  you  no  Stomach  to  the  Meat  1  bring  you  ? 
Dare  you  not  tafte  f  Have  ye  no  Antidotes  ? 
You  need  not  fear  \  Sarano^s  a  good  Apothecary  i 
Methinks  you  look  not  wdl,  fome  frelh  Wine  for  him» 
Some  of  the  fame  he  fent  me  by  Sarano ; 
I  thank  you  for't,  it  lav'd  my  Life,  Tm  bound  to  ye^ 
But  how  'twill  work  on  you       ■!  hope  your  Lordfliip 
Will  pledge  him  too,  methinks  you  look  but  fcurvily. 
And  Would  be  put  into  a  better  Cblour, 
But  I've  a  candy'd  Toad  (^$3)  ^^^  y^^  &^  Lordfhip. 

Sor.  Would  I  had  any  thing  that  would  difpatch  me. 
So  it  were  down,  and  I  out  of  this  fear  once. 

Fred.  Sir,  thus  low,  as  my  Duty  now  c^mpells  me, 
I  do  confefs  m'  unbounded  Sins,  my  Errors, 
And  feel  within  my  Soul  the  fmarts  ahieady  ; 
Hide  not  the  noble  Nature  of  a  Brother, 
The  Pity  of  a  Friend,  from  my  Afflidtions  } 
Let  me  a  while  lament  my  Mifery, 
And  caft  the  Load  off  of  my  Wantonnefs, 
Before  I  find  your  Fury ;  then  ftrike  home, 
I  dodeferve  the  deepeft  blow  of  Jufiice, 
And  then  how  willingly,  O  Death,  Pll  meet  thee ! 

jllpb.  Rife,  Madam,  thofe  fweet  Tears  are  potent 
fpeakers  i 
And  Brother  live,  but  in  the  Nfonaftery, 
Where  I  liv'd,  with  the  felf-fame  filence  too ; 
ni  teach  you  to  be  good  againft  your  wiU,  Brother, 
Your  Tongue  has  done  much  harm,  that  muft  be  Dumb 

now  i 
The  daily  Pilgrimage  to  my  Father's  Tomb, 

~-  * 

(S3)  f9rjf9Ur  l4r4/bip]  So  all  the  Copiei  bot  that  of  1647: 

(Tcars^ 
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(Tears,  Sighs,  and  Groans,  you  fhall  wear  out  your  Days 

with. 
And  true  ones  too,)  you  (hall  perform  dear  brother  ; 
Your  Diet  (hall  be  flender  to  enforce  thefe ; 
Too  light  a  Penance,  Sir.  Fred.   I  doconfefs  it. 

jllpb.  Sorano^  you  fhall 

Sor.  How  he  ftudies  for  it  I 
Hanging^s  the  letft  part  of  my  Penance  certain. 

[Evanthc  kneels. 
Alpb.  What  Lady's  that  that  kneels  ? 
Caf.  The  chafte  Evantbe. 
Jllpb.  Sweet,  your  Petition  ? 
Evan.  *Tis  for  this  bad  Man,  Sir, 
Abominable  bad,  but  yet  my  Brother, 

Alpb.  The  bad  Man  fhall  attend  as  bad  a  Mafter, 
And  both  fhall  be  confin*d  within  the  Monaflery '; 
His  rank  Flefh  fhall  be  puU'd  with  daily  Parting, 
But  once  a  Week  he  fhall  fmell  Meat,  he'll  furfeit  elfe,  * 
And  his  immodeft  Mind  compclFd  to  Prayer ; 
On  the  bare  Boards  he  fhall  lye,  to  remember 
The  Wantonncfs  he  did  commit  in  Beds ; 
And  drink  fair  Water,  that  will  ne'er  inflame  him ; 
He  fev'd  my  Life,  though  he  purposed  to  deftroy  me. 
For  which  Til  fave  his,  though  I  make  it  miferable : 
Madam,  at  Court  I  fhall  dcfire  your  Company, 
YouVe  Wife  and  Virtuous  ;  when  you  picafe  to  riftt 
My  Brother  Frederick^  you  (hall  have  our  Licence : 
My  dear  beft  Friend,  Falerio! 
VaL  Seivc  jilpbon/o, 

Omn.  Long  live  Alphonfo^  King  of  us,  and  Naples. 
Alpb.  Is  this  the  Lady  that  the  Wonder  goes  oh  ? 
Honoured  fweet  Maid  !  here  take  her,  my  Valerio^ 
The  King  now  gives  her,  fhe's  thine  own  without  fear. 
Brother, 

Have  you  fo  much  Provifion  that  is  good. 
Not  feafon'd  by  Sorano  and  his  Cooks, 
That  we  may  venture  on  with  honeft  Safety, 
We  and  our  Friends  ? 
Fred,  All  that  I  have  is  yours.  Sir. 
Alpb.  Come  then,  let's  in,  and  end  this  Nuptial, 

Then 
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Then  to  our  Coronation  with  all  fpeed : 
l^y  virtuous  Maid,  this  Day  Til  be  your  Bride-man, 
And  fee  you  bedded  to  your  own  defires  too  \ 
Belhrew  me»  Lords,  who  is  not  merry  haces  me. 
Only  Soram  (hall  not  bear*my  Cup : 
Come,  now  forget  old  Pains  and  Injuries, 
As  I  mult  do,  and  drown  all  in  fair  Healths  % 
That  Kingdom's  blefled,  where  the  King  begins 
His  true  Love  firft,  for  there  all  Loves  are  Twins. 

.    [Exeunt  Omnes. 


EPILOGUE. 


WE  have  your  Favour s^  Gentlemen^  and  yon 
Have  our  EndiovourSf  {dear  Friends^  grudge  not  now) 
fbere^s  none  ofyou^  hut  when  youpleafe  can  fell 
Many  a  lame  Horfe^  and  many  a  fair  T'ale  tell\ 
Can  put  off  many  a  Maid  unto  a  Friend^ 
That  was  notfo  ftnce  tV  ABion  at  Mile-end ; 
Ours  u  a  Virgin  yets  and  tl^  that  love 
Untainted  Ftejby  we  hope  our  Friends  will  prove. 
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P    R   O    L    O    CUE. 

• 

AStory^  and  a  known  one^  long  ftnce  wrtfj 
Truth  muji  take  Placcj  and  iy  an  able  fTtt; 
FouUmoutb*d  DetraBion  daring  not  deny 
To  give/o  much  to  Fletcher* j  Memory  i 
Iffi^  fome  tnof  obje£lj  why  then  do  you 
Prefent  an  old  Piece  tons  for  a  new  ? 
Or  wherefore  will  your  profeji  Heritor  be 
(Not  tax*d  of  Theft  before)  a  Plagiary? 
To  this  he  aiders  in  bisjuft  Defence  ^ 
And  to  maintain  to  all  our  Innocence^ 
Thus  much ;  though  he  hath  travelled  the  fame  way% 
Demanding  J  and  receiving  too  the  Pay 
For  a  new  Poem^  you  may  find  it  due^ 
He  having  neither  cheated  us^  nor  you : 
He  vows  J  and  deeply  j  that  he  did  not  fpare 
The  utmoft  of  Ins  Strengths^  and  his  heft  Care 
In  the  reviving  ity  and  though  his  Powers 
Could  not  as  he  defir^d^  in  three  fiort  Hours 
Contrast  the  SubjeH^  and  much  lefs  exprefs 
TbeChangeSy  and  the  various  Pajages 
'That  wiU  be  hol^dfor^  you  may  hear  this  Day 
Some  Scenes  that  will  confirm  it  is  a  Play^ 
(i)  He  being  ambitious  that  itfhould  be  known 
Ifhai's  good  was  FleccherV,  and  what  III  his  own, 

(ij  He  biing  ambitious  that  itJbouU  bi  knvwn 

Wbat^s  good  was  Fletcher'/^  astd  what  HI  bis  own,"]  This  Paf- 
iage  is  a  fUuniBg  Contiadidion  to  an  Aiferdon  of  the  BookliB|ler,  in  hit 
Preface  to  the  Edition  of  1647,  which  the  Reader  will  fee  in  the  Intro- 
daOonr  Note  upon  the  Coxcomb,  and  thither  I  refer  him  for  what  I 
have  (aid  upon  that  Occaiion. 
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DRAMATIS   PERSONM. 


M    E-N. 


Cieandcr,  Husband  to  OXi^. 
Lidian,    Brother    to    CaliOa,  7  Bptb    in    Love 
Clarange,    Rival  to    Lidnn,  3         Olinda. 
Dorilaus,  Father   to  Lidian  and  Gdifta,   s 

Man. 
Lifander,  a  noble  Gentleman  in  Love  with  Califta. 
iVlcidon,  a  Friend  and  Second  /^  Lidiao. 
Berontc,  Brother  to  Ckander. 
Lemurr,  a  noble  Courtier. 
Leon  9  aViUain^  I^ wr  ^  Clarinda. 
Malforc,  a  footijb  Steward  of  OfZDiigx. 
Lancelot,  ^^n/air/ /^  Lifander. 

WOMEN, 


with 

old 


"  I 


Califta,  a  virtuous  Lady^  Wtfe  to  Cleander. 
Olinda,  a  noble  Maid^  and  rich  Heir^  Mftrefi  to  Lidiat 
and  Clara  nge. 

ChrxnAi^  a  luftful  ff^encb,  Ca\iStz*s  Pf^atting-fFman. 
Friary  Hoft's  Gbofi^  Qtamberlain,  end  Servants, 
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ACTL      SCENE     I. 


Enltr  Leon  akd  Miifom 

MJLFORT. 

iNDas  t  told  you,  Sir. 
1     Leon.  I  underftand  youi 
I  Qarinda's  flill  pervcrJe. 
t    MaL  She's  worfe,  obdurate, 
I  Flinty,  rclcntlcfs,  my  Lore-Paflions  jeer'datj 
My  Frefcnts  fcorn'd. 
iMn.  *Tis  ftrange,  a  Waiting- Woman 
In  her  Condition,  ape  to  yield,  fhould  hold  out; 
A  Man  of  your  Place,  reveroid  Beard  and  Shape, 
Bcfieging  her.  » 

MoL  You  might  add  too  my  Wealth, 
Which  (he  coniemni,  five  hundred  Crowns  ^ff"  jfnmimi 
For  which  IVe  vcntur'd  hard,  my  Confcience  knows  it* 
Not  thought  upont  though  o9er  d  foi-  a  Jointure : 
This  Chain,  which  my  Lord's  Pcafants  worfhip,  flouted  ; 
My  folemn  hums  and  ha's,  the  Servants  quake  at. 
No  Rhetorick  with  herj  ev'ry  hour.  Ihe  hangs  out 

Z  2  Some 
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Some  new  Flag  of  Defianc^  to  torment  n^e  t 
Laft  Leti^  my  Lady  caird  me  her  [ioor  Jolm^ 
But  now  Tm  grown  a  walking  Skeleton, 
You  may  fee  through  and  through  me* 

Leon.  Indeed  you  are 
Much  fall'n  away.    Mai.  I  am  a  kind  of  nothing. 
As  fhe  hath  made  me :  Love's  a  terrible  Glifter, 
And  if  fome  Cordial  of  her  Favoqrs  help  not, 
I  Ihall,  like  an  Italian^  die  backward. 
And  breath  my  laft  the  wron^  way,    Leon.  As  I  live 
You  have  my  Pity ;  but  this  is  cold  Comfort, 
And  in  a  Friend  Lip-Phyfick  \  and  now  I  think  on't, 
I  fhould  do  more,  and  will,  fo  you  deny  not 
Yourfclf  the  Means  of  Comfort,  Mai.  I'llbchang'd  firft: 
One  Dram  oPt,  I  bcfcech  you.  Leon.  You're  not  jealous 
Of  any  Man's  Accefs  to  her  ?  Mai,  I  would  not 
Receive  the  Dor,  but  as  a  Boipm  Friend 
You  (hall  dired  me,  ftil)  provided  that 
I  underftand  who  is  the  Man,  and  what 
His  Purpofe  that  pleads  &r  m^* 

Leon.  ByallMeans* 
Firft,  for  the  Undertaker  I  an\  I^ :  , 

The  Means  that  I  will  pra&ife,  thus 

Md.  Pray  you  forward. 

Leon.  You  knc^  your  Lady  chafte  CaUfla  k)ve$  her. 

Mai.  Too  well,  that  makes  her  prdud 

Lton.  Nay,  give  me  Leave. 
TIms  beauteous  Lady;,  \  nay  flilc  her  fo^ 
Being  the  Paragon  of  Fr^mct  for  Feature, 
Is  not  alone  contented  in  herfelf 
To  feem,  and  be  good,  bujt  defires  to  make 
All  fuch  as  have  Depeodance  on  her  like  her  \ 
For  tliB  Clarindah  Liberty's  reftrain'd ; 
And  though  her  Kinlman,  the  Gate's  ftiut  agatnft  me; 
Now  if  you  pleafe  to  make  yourfelf  the  Door^ 
For  my  Conveyance  to  her^  though  you  run 
The  Hazard  of  a  check  for'r,  'tis  no  matter 

Mai.  h  being  for  mine  own  Ends. 

Leon.  I'll  givc*t  o*er^ 
If  that  you  make  the  leaft  Doubt  otherwift : 

Studying 
^  I 
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Studying  upon't !  good  morrom 

Mil.  Pray  you  ftay,  Sirj 
You  are  my  Friend  j  yet  as  the  Proverb  fayi. 
When  Love  puts  in,  Friendffaip  ts  gone :  Sup^ioTe 
You  Oiould  yourlelf  zfk&  her  ?  Lion.  Do  you  think 
I'll  commit  Inceft }  for  it  is  no  lels. 
She  being  my  Coufin  German.    Fare  you  wdl,  Sir. 
Mai.  I  had  forgot  that;  for  this  once  forgive  me. 
Only  to  eafe  the  throbbing  of  my  Heart, 
For  I  do  feel  ftrange  Pangs,  inftnid  me  what 
You  will  fay  for  me. 

LeoH.  Firft,  I'll  tell  her  that 
She  hath  fo  far  befotted  you^  that  you  laVe 
Almoft  forgot  to  caft  Account. 
Mai.  Meet  Truth,  Sir. 

Leon.  That  of  a  wife  and  provident  Steward,  yoU 
Are  Eurn'd  Hark  Afs.  Mai.  Urge  that  Point  home,  I  am  fe. 

Leon.  That  you  adore  the  Ground  Ihe  treads  upon> 
And  kifs  her  Foot-fteps. 

Mai.  As  I  do  when  I  find  their  Print  i'  th*  Snow. 
Leon.  A  iovihg  Fool,  I  know  it, 
By  your  bloodlcfs  frofty  Lips.     Then  having  related 
How  much  you  fuSer  for  her,  and  how  well 
You  do  defcrve  it  -Mai.  How!  to  fuffcr? 

Leon.  No,  Sir, 
To  have  your  Love  return'd.  Mai.  That's  good)  I  thank 
you. 
Leon,  I  will  deliver  her  an  Inventory 
Of  your  good  Parts ;  as  this  your  precious  Nofe, 
Dropping  Afftftion  -,  yoiir  high  Forehead,  reaching 
Almofl  to  th*  Crown  of  your  Head  i  your  (lender  Wafttf, 
And  a  Back  not  like  a  Threfhers,  but  a  bending 
And  Court-like  Back,  and  fo  forth,  for  your  Body. 
But  when  I  touch  your  Mind,  for  that  muft  take  her, 
(Since  your  Outfidc  promifes  little)  I'll  enlarge  it. 
Though  ne'er  fo  narrow,  as  your  Am  to  thrive. 
Your  Compofition  with  the  Cook,  and  Butler, 
For  Coney-Skins  and  Chippings  i  and  half  a  Share 
■With  all  the  under-Officers  o'  th'  Houfe, 
In  Strangers  Bounties}  that  Jhe  Ihall  have  all, 

Z  3  And 


.V  m^i-i^ip 


Thjcn  yoqr  Qm- 


l^^rump. 


Some  new  Flag  of  Defianci  to 
Laft  i>«^  my  Lady  callM  lae  I 
But  now  Vm  grown  a  waU(«i§ 
You  may  fee  throi^h  and  ikr« 
i>(?/i.  Indeed  you  aw 

Much  fall'n  away.    iWi/.  I  am  a  JT 

As  fhe  hath  made  me:  Love's     .   ' 

And  if  fome  Cordial  of  her  F>ri0us  Oitches 
•  1  (hall,  like  an  ItaUan,  dir^ii  I  have  heard. 

And  breath  my  laft  the  y  7 

yDubavemyFityvKV/'^A^tway: 

And  in  a  Frrend  V:j£thnvt  5  and  the  mam  Rcafon 
I  fhould  do  mor  J^5,  becaufc  I  am  nqt 
Your  felf  the  K.|^.r..  , 

One  Dram/  ,  .^^^     .  ^^^"^^ 7' ,t- 

Receive^  ^^I^S^  '^^^  Prayers,    Leon.  Let  her  pray  on 


^  /;^^^/f  upon  my  Int^cefTion 
^/^  ^  fonic  Favour,  I'll  difclai 
3Ke  pn"t  th'  while,    Mai.  A  hi 


diiclaim  her; 

hundred  Crowcf^ 


DO 


y^r^^cward,     Z<^»,  Without  ^cm*         ■  Nay, 

^I,fs  dull  Clod  of  Ignorance  (hould  know 
fl^^o  get  Money,  yet  want  Eyes  to  fee 
!j% gro^y  ^^*^  abus'd,  and  wrought  upon ; 
§^bcti  he  (hould  make  his  Will,  the  Rogue's  turned  ram- 

pant, 
yis  he'd  renewed  his  Youth :  A  handfomc  Wench 
j^ove  one  a  fpittle  Whore  would  run  away  from  ? 
Well,  Mafter  Steward,  I  will  plead  for  you 
Jn  fuch  a  Method,  as  it  (hall  appear 
You  are  fit  to  be  a  Property, 

(2)  Mai.  As  Inviii  he, 

Leon.  As  Toujhall,  Jo  Vll  pyami/e']  To  reAore  loft  Purw  has  bcc« 
an  Office,  that  Critics  have  been  laugh'd  at,  rather  than  praifed  for; 
but  the  Original,  be  it  bad  or  good,  ought  to  be  reftored ;  and  tkerdbre 
v^e  ihould  not  drop  a  Conundrum  here  intended.     Leon  ihould  anfwer. 

AUyouJhall,  fa  Pilpromi/e, 
;.  f.  1*11  promife  you  fhall  bcm^dcan  Afs  of.    ,  Mr,  Seward, 

Enter 
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Enter  Malfoit  and  Clarinda. 

onder  he  walks 
my  Worth  and  Value,  though  you  fcoraitb 
Lady  know  not  this 
fwer  it : 

I  hope  your  Coufin  German 
u  through  a  Grate,  but  you  are  none^ 
ay  come  clofer :  Ne'er  hang  off, 
ihall  bill :  You  may  faiute  as  Strangers, 
ows  it.    Now,  now,  cx>me  upon  her 
^  nil  your  Oratory,  tickle  her  to  the  quick, 
a  young  Advocate  fliould,  and  leave  no  Virtue. 
Of  mine  unmention'd,  Til  (land  Centinel, 
Nay  keep  the  Door  myfclf.  [Exi/. 

-    Clari.  How  have  you  work*d 
This  Piece  ^T  motley  to  your  Ends  ?  Leon,  Of  that 
At  leifure,   Miftrefs.  [Kijini. 

Oar.  Lower,  youVe  too  loud. 
Though  th*  Fool  be  deaf,  fome  of  the  Houfe  may  hear  you. 

Leon.  Suppofe they  (hould,  lama  Gentleman, 
And  held  your  Kinfman,  under  that  I  hope 
1  may  be  free* 

Clari.  Igrantir,  but  with  Caution ; 
But  be  not  feen  to  talk  with  me  familiarly, 
But  at  fit  diflance,  or  not  feen  at  all. 
It  were  the  better;  you  know  my  Lady's  humourj^ 
She  is  all  Honour,  and  composed  of  Goodnefs, 
As  fhe  pretends ;  and  you  having  no  Qulinefs, 
How  jealous  may  (he  grow  ? 

Leon.  I  will  be  rul'd. 
But  you  have  promised,  and  I  muft  enjoy  you. 

Clari.  We  fhall  find  time  for  that;  you  are  too  hafty ; 
Make  yourlelf  fit,  and  I  (hall  make  Occafion  s 
Deliberation  makes  beft  in  that  Bufine(s^ 
And  contents  every  way. 

Leon.  But  you  muft  feed 
This  foolifh  Steward  with  (bme  Shadow  of 
A  future  Favour,  that  we  may  prefervc  him 
Xq  be  our  In(trument. 

Z  4  Clar 
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Clari.  Hang  him. 

Leon.  For  my  fake,  Sweet, 
I  undertook  to  fpqak  for  him,  any  Bauble 
Or  flight  Employment  in  the  way  of  Service, 
Will  teed  him  fat. 

Clari.  Leave  him  to  me. 

Enfer  Malfort^ 

Mai.  She  comes. 
My  Lady.  'Clari.  I  will  fatisfy  her.    MaL  How  far 
Have  you  prevailed  ?  Leon.  Obferve. 

Clari.  Monfieur  Malfort^ 
I  mult  be  bncF,  my  Coufin  hath  fpoke  much 
In  your  behalt,  and  to  give  you  fome  Proof, 
I  entertain  you  as  my  Servant,  you 
Shall  have  the  Grace.     Leon.  Upon  your  Knee  receive  it, 

Qart.  And  take  it  as  a  fpecial  Favour  froni  ne. 
To  tic  my  Shoe. 

Mai.  I  am  o'erjoy'd. 

Leon.  Good  Reafon. 

Qari.  You  may  come  highV  in  time. 

Enter  Califta. 

Leon.  No  more,  the  Lady. 

Mai.  She  frowns. 

Clari.  I  thank  you  for  this  Vifit>  Coufin, 
But  without  Leave  hereafter  from  my  Lady, 
I  dare  not  change  Dilcourfe  with  you. 

Mai.  Pray  you  take  your  Morning's  Draughty 

Leon.  I  thank  you : 
Happinefs  attend  your  Honour.  {Exe.  Leon  /iffJMalfort« 

Cal.  Who  gave  warrant  to  this  private  Parley  ? 

Clari,  My  Innocence  ;  I  hope. 
My  Conference  with  a  Kinfman  cannot  call 
Your  Anger  on  me. 

Cal.  Kinfman  ?  Let  me  have  no  more  of  this,  as  70a 
defire  you  may 
Continue  mine.    Qari.  Why  Madam,  under  Pardon^ 
Suppofe  him  otherwifc ;  yet  coming  in  > 

A  lawful  way  it  is  excufable, 
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Cal.  How's  this? 

Clari.  I  grant  you're  made  of  Purcners, 
And  that  your  Tendernefs  of  Honour  holds 
The  Sovcraignty  o'er  your  Paflions.     Yet  you  have 
A  noble  Huh band,  with  allow'd  Embraces, 
To  quench  lafcivious  Fires,  (hould  fuch  flame  in  you. 
As  I  cnuft  ne'er  believe.    Were  1  the  Wife 
OF  otic  that  could  but  zany  brave  CUander, 
Ev'n  in  his  Icaft  Perfcftions,  (excufe 
My  o'er-bold  Inference)  I  fhould  dcfire 
To  meet  no  other  Objeft.     Cal.  You  grow  faucy. 
Do  1  took  further  >  Clari.  No,  dear  Madam ;  an4 
It  is  my  Wonder  or  Aftonifliment  rather*  * 

You  could  deny  the  Service  of  Lifandtr  ; 
A  man  without  a  Rival,  one  the  King 
AndKingdom  ^zes  on  with  Admiration, 
For  all  the  Excellencies  a  Mother  cou'd 
With  in  her  only  Son. 

Cal.  Did  not  hiine  Honour 
And  Obligation  to  Cleander,  force  me 
To  be  deaf  to  his  Complaints  ? 

Clari.  'Tis  true ;  but  yet 
Your  Rigour  to  command  him  from  your  Prcfcnce, 
Argu'd  but  fmall  Oimpaflion  ;  the  Groves 
Witnefa  his  grievous  Sufferings ;  your  fair  Name 
(3)  Upon  ^^^  R-'"'^  of  every  gentle  Poplar, 
And  amorous  Myrtle  Trees,  to  Ftnus  facrcd. 

With 

(3)  Ufa  lb*  RinJ  tf  tv^ry  gentU  Poplar, 

And  amoreui  MjTtU,  Jritt  It  Venn*  facreJ.I  Oor  Poet  hai 
cither  committed  an  Over£gh^  in  nuking  the  Poplar  and  the  Myrilc 
both  facred  to  ^(naj,  or  if  he  had  any  Authority  for  fo  doing,  I  don'c 
koow  it  at  piefent :  'Tis  true,  as  the  Poplar  ddightt  id  Moiilurc,  and 
growi  upon  the  Banki  of  Riven,  and  has  L«ivei  with  dark  a-d 
white  Sidei,  it  mny  be  a  pretty  Symbol  of  the  unlimited  Command 
of  that  powerful  Goddefa,  throughout  the  three  Allotments  a^Jufiiir, 
iiiftHnt,  and  Plui«.  But  ootwith  Han  ding  ihii,  J  am  inciined  to 
think,  that  the  Reading  and  Pointing  was  oiigioally  thus, 

, »f  ivTf  gtmtU  Ptplar, 

Md  amtrwKi  Mjrth7rit,  It  Vvam  fmtrei. 
By  changing  the  Nomber,    and   altering    the  Camma,   we  affix  the 
Epithet  SatriJ,  folely  to  the  Myrtle,  and  talce  away  the  CoDfufion, 
tCAifk  before  fobliftea,  of  appropriating  two  Treei  to  one  Deity,  when 
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With  Adoration  cary'd,  and  knccPd  unto. 
This  you  unfeen  of  him,  both  (aw  and  heard 
Without  CoDfipafTion  \  and  what  received  he 
For  his  true  Sorrows,  but  the  heavy  Knowledge^ 
That 'twas  your  peremptory  Will  and  Pleafurc, 
How-^'e^  my  Lord  liv*d  in  him,  he  fhould  quit 
Your  Sight  and  Houfe  for  fever.     CaU  I  confefs 
I  gave  him  a  ftrong  Potion  to  work 
Upon  his  hot  Blood,  and  I  hope  'twill  cure  him : 
Yet  I  could  with  the  Caufe  had  concerned  others^ 
I  might  have  met  his  Sorrows  with  more  Pity  ; 
At  lead  have  lent  fome  Counfel  to  his  Miferies ; 
Though  now  for  Honour  fake,  I  muft  forget  him. 
And  never  Irtiow  the  Name  more  of  Lifanaer  : 
Yet  in  my  Juftice  I  am  bound  to  grant  him. 
Laying  his  Love  aQde,  moft  truly  noble. 
But  mention  him  no  more,  this  inftant  Hour 
My  Brother  Lidian^  now  returned  from  Travel, 
And  his  brave  Friend  Clarange^  long  fince  Rivals 
For  fair  and  rich  Olinda^  are  to  hear 
Her  abiblute  Determination,  whom 
She  pleafcs  to  eleft.    See  all  things  ready 
To  entertain  *em,  and  on  my  Difpleafure 
No  more  Words  of  Lifander.    Claris  She  endures 
To  hear  him  nam*d  by  no  Tongue  but  her  own  ; 
How-e*er  fhc  carries  it,  I  know  Ihe  loves  him.         [Exit. 
Cal.  Hard  Nature,  hard  Condition  of  poor  Women! 
'fhat  where  we  are  moft  fu*d  to,  we  muft  fly  moft ! 
The  Trees  grow  up,  and  mix  together  freely, 
(4)  The  Oak's  not  envious  of  the  failing  Cedar: 
The  lufty  Vine's  not  jealous  of  the  Ivy, 
Becaufe  Ihe  c]ip§  the  Elm ;  the  Flowers  fhoot  up. 
And  wantonly  kifs  one  another  hourly.  This 

in  reality  the  Caie  was  very  far  otherwife,  as  any  one  knows  who 
ii  the  lead  vers*d  id  the  Clajficks. 

(4)  Tbi Oak's  not  in*vi9us  of  the  failing  Cedar:']  Our  Author  kerv, 
has  (contrary  to  Claflical  Cuftoin)  given  the  £pi(het  faiiimg  to  the 
Cedar ^  which  ofually  belongs  to  another  Tree ;  I  once  thought  we 
fhould  tranfpofe  this  Verfe  and  read  thus, 

Jhe  failing  Oak^s  not  envious  of  the  Cedar^ 
fv^hlch  is  agreeable  cnpogh  to  ipodern  Pra^ice^  and  of  confequ^^ 

juftifiabie  ^ 
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This  Bloflbm  glorying  in  the  other's  Beauty, 

And  yet  they  I'mell  as  fweer,  and  look  as  lovely  : 

But  we  are  ty*d  to  grow  alone.     O  Honour, 

Thou  hard  Law  to  our  Lives,  Chain  to  our  Freedoms! 

He  that  invented  thee  had  many  Curfes. 

How  is  my  Soul  divided  ?  O  Cleander^ 

My  bed  dcfcrving  Husband!  O  Lifander! 

The  trueft  Lover  that  e'er  facrific'd 

To  Cupid  againft  Hymtn :  O  mine  Honour ; 

A  Tyrant,  yet  to  be  obey*d,  and  'tis 

But  Jufticc  we  (hould  thy  ftrift  Laws  endure, 

Since  our  Obedience  to  thee  keeps  us  pure.  ^ExiL 

Enter  Ck^ndcTj  Lidiao,  and  ChrsLUgc^ 

Cle.  How  infupporuble  the  difference 
Of  dear  Friends  is,  the  Sorrow  that  I  feel 
For  my  Ufand^r^s  abfence,  one  ;hat  (lamps 
A  reverend  Print  on  Friendfhip,  does  afliirc  me. 
You're  Rivals  for  a  Lady,  a  fair  Lady, 
And  in  the  acquifition  of  her  Favours, 
Hazard  the  cutting  of  that  Gordian  Knot 
From  your  firft  Childhood  to  this  prefent  Hour, 
5y  *rll  the  Ties  of  Love  and  Amity  faften-d. 
I  am  bleft  in  a  Wife,  Heav'n  make  me  thankful,* 
Inferior  to  none,  fans  Pride  I  fpeak  it ; 
Yet  if  I  were  a  Freeman,  and  could  purchafc 
At  any  rate  the  certainty  t'  enjoy 
Lifonder's  Converfation  while  I  liv'd. 
Forgive  me,  my  Califtay  and  the  SeXt 
I  never  wou'd  feek  change. 

Lid.  My  Lord  and  Brother, 
I  dare  not  blame  your  choice,  Lifander*^  Worth 
Being  a  Miftrefs  to  be  ever  courted  \ 

jailifiable}  but  I  am  now  perfoaded  the  Poet  wrote  the  Line  juft  as  it 
Hands;  he  Ik^yit^gin  FaUntitiian  A6t  2d.  fub  finem,  put  this  £x- 
pieflion  in  the  Mouth  of  Lucina^  who  fpeaking,  of  her  Husb^d 
fiaximus,  to  the  Emperor  Valentinian^  fays. 

Hit  Ftuai  and  Family  ha*vi  grvwn  together^ 

Jnd/pi^ead  together^  like  two  failing  Cedars 

Ovtr  tb^  Roman  Diadem,  *^ 

Nor 
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Nor  (hall  our  e^ual  Suit  to  fair  Olinia 
Weaken,  but  add  ftrength  to  our  true  AfTedlion^ 
With  Zeal  fo  long  continued. 

Clara.  When  we  know 
Whom  (he  prefers,  as  (he  can  chufe  but  one. 
By  our  fo  long-try'd  Friendfliip  we  have  yow*d 
The  other  (hall  dcfift. 

Qe.  *Tis  yet  your  Purpofe, 
But  how  this  Refolution  will  hold 
In  him  that  is  refus'd,  is  not  alone 
Doubtful,  but  dangerous. 

Enter  Malfort/ 

MaL  The  rich  Heir  is  come,  Sir.  , 

ae.  Madam  Olinda  ? 

Mai.  Yes,  Sir,  and  makes  choice. 
After  fbme  little  Conference  with  my  Lady, 
Of  this  Room  to  give  Anfwer  to  her  Suitors. 

Cle.  Already  both  look  pale,  between  your  hopes 
To  win  the  Prize,  and  your  defpair  to  lofc 
What  you  contend  for. 

Lid.  No,  Sir,  I  am  arm'd. 

Clara.  Iconfidentof  my  IntVeft.     Cte.  Til  believe  ye 
When' you* vc  endur*d  the  Teft. 

Enter  Califta,  Olinda,  and  Clarinda. 

MaL  Is  not  your  Garter 
Unty*d  ?  You  promisM  that  I  (hould  grow  higher 
In  doing  you  Service. 

Clari.  Fall  off,  or  you  lofe  me.  '        \^Exit  Mai. 

Cle.  Nay  take  your  place,  no  Paris  now  (its  Judge 
On  the  contending  Goddeffes.    You  are 
The  Deity  that  muft  make  curft  or  happy. 
One  of  your  languifliing  Servants.     Olin.  I  thus  look 
With  equal  Eyes  on  both  -,  either  deferves 
A  fairer  Fortune  than  they  can  in  reafon 
Hope  for  from  me ;  from  Udian  I  expecl 
When  I  have  made  him  mine,  all  pleafures  that 
The  fweetnefs  of  his  Manners,  Youth,  and  Virtues 
Can  give  alTurance  of:  But  turning  this  way 

Tq 
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To  brave  Clarangty  m  hia  Face  appears 

A  kind  of  Majefty  which  Ihou'd  commaod,' 

Not  fuc  for  Favour.     If  the  faireft  Lady 

Of  France,  fet  foith  with  Nature's  bcft  Endowments, 

Nay  ihould  I  add  a  Princefs  of  the  Blood, 

Did  WW  I^y  claim  to  eitl^er  for  a  Husband, 

So  veh'ment  my  Affcftion  is  to  both. 

My  epvy  at  her  Happinels  would  kill  me. 

Ck.  The  Arangeft  Love  I  ever  heard.     Cat.  You  can 
Enjoy  but  one.     Qlari,  The  more,  I  &y,  the  merrier. 

QUn,  Witnefs  thele  Tears  I  love  both,  as  I  know 
You  burn  with  equal  Flames,  and  fo  %&&:  me^   , 
Abundance  makes  me  poor  i  fuch  is  the  hard 
Condition  of  my  Fonunc^  be  your  own  Judges  i  - 
If  I  ihould  ^vourboth,  'twill  taint  my  HoQOur, 
And  that  before  my  Life  I  muft  prefer : 
If  one  I  lean  to,  th'  other  is  difvalued ; 
You're  fiery  both,  and  Love  will  make  you  wanaau 

Clari.  The  warmer  ftill  thcfitttr.  You're  a  FocJ,  Lady. 

0/iff.TowhatmayLove,andth'Devi}Jcsloufy,fpuryoii» 
Is  too  apparent ;  my  Name's  calTd  in  queftion  ^ 
Your  Swords  %  out,  your  Angers  range  at  lai^ :: 
Then  what  a  Murther  of  my  Modefty  follows? 

Qari.  Take  heed  of  that  by  any  means.     O  iraiocent 
That  will  doiy  a  BlelEng  wKen  'tis  offer'd, 
"Wou'd  I  were  murther*d  fo,  I'd  thaok  my  Modefty. 

Of.  What  paufe  you  «n  P  OU.  h  is  an  length  rdblv'd 

Clara,  We^re  on  the  Rack,  uucensin  Ezpe^tion's 
The  greateft  Torture. 

iJd.  Command  what  you  pleafe. 
And  yoaftiall  (ee  how  wiUitigly  we'U  execute. 

Olin.  Then  hear  what  for  your  SatisFadioo, 
And  to  prefervc  your  Friendihip,  I  rcfolve 
AgainA  myfelf,  and  'tis  not  to  be  alter'd : 
You're  both  brave  Gendeoien,  111  ftill  profofi  it. 
Both  Dobte  Servants,  for  whofe  gentle  offers 
The  undefcrving  and  the  poor  Olinda 
Is  ever  bound  \  you  love  both,  &ir,  and  virtuouOy ; 
Would  I  could  be  fo  happy  to  content  both ; 
Which  fmcc  I  cannot^  take  this  res'lute  Anfmrj 

Qo 
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Go  from  mc  both  contentedly^  and  he 
That  laft  makes  his  return,  and  comes  to  vifit. 
Comes  to  my  Bed.  You  know  my  Will,  farewel : 
My  Heart's  too  big  to  utter  more :  Come,  Friend. 

CaU  I'll  wait  on  you  t*  your  Coach. 

{Exeunt  0\jXi.  CaL  andOzxu 

Cle.  You  both  look  blank, 
I  cannot  blame  you.     Lid.  We  have  our  Difpatches. 

Clara.  V\\  home. 

Lid.  And  Til  abroad  again>  Farewel. 

Clara.  Farewel  to  ye.  [Exeunt  Clafa.  and  Ud* 

Qe.  Their  blunt  Eteparture  troubles  me :  I  fear 
A  fudden  and  a  dangerous  Divifion 
Of  their  long  Love  will  follow :  Have  you  took 
Your  leave  of  fair  Olinda  ? 

Enter  Califta  with  a  Purfe, 

Cat.  She  is  gone.  Sir. 

Cle.  Had  you  brought  News  Lifander  were  return'd  t00| 
I  were  moft  happy. 

Cal  Still  upon  Lifander  ? 

CU.  I  know  he  loves  me,  as  he  loves  his  Health ; 
And  Heav'n  knows  I  love  him. 

Cal  I  find  it  fo  ; 
For  me  you  have  forgot,  and  what  I  am  to  you. 

Ck.  O  think  not  fo.    If  you  had  loll  a  Sifter, 
You  lockM  all  your  Delights  in,  it  would  grieve  you  i 
A  little  you  would  wander  fi-om  the  fondnefs 
You  owM  your  Husband :  I  have  loft  a  Friend, 
A  noble  Friend ;  all  that  was  excellent 
In  Man,  or  Mankind,  was  conuinM  within  him< 
That  lofs,  my  Wife 

Enter  Mai  fort. 

Mai.  Madam,  your  noble  Father*-— « 
A  Fee  for  my  good  News. 
Cal.  Why,  what  of  him.  Sir? 
Mai.  Is  lighted  at  the  Door,  and  longs  to  fee  yod. 
CaL  Attend  him  hither. 
CU.  O  my  dear  Lifander^ 

fiut 
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But  ril  be  merry :  Let's  meet  him,  my  CaUfia. 

Csl.  I  hope  Lifander^s  Love  will  now  be  buried ; 
My  Father  will  bring  Joy  enough  for  one  Month* 
To  put  him  out  of 's  Memory. 

Enter  Dorilaus,  bis  Arm  in  a  Scarf. 

Dor.  How  do  you.  Son  ? 
Blefs  my  fair  Child,  I*m  come  to  vific  ye. 
To  fee  what  Houfe  you  keep,  they  fay  you*re  bountiful, 
I  like  the  Noife  welU  and  I  come  to  try  it. 
Ne'er  a  great  Belly  yet?  How  have  ybu  trifl'd?  . 
If  I  had  done  fo.  Son,  I  ihou'd  have  heard  on't 
On  both  fides,  by  Saint  Dermis. 

Ck.  You  are  nobly  welcomci  Sir : 
We've  time  enough  for  that. 

Dor.  See  how  fhe  blufhes ; 
*Tis  a  good  Sign,  you'll  mend  your  fault ;  how  dofl:  thou> 
My  g^  Caltfta  f 

Cal.  Well,  now  I  fee  you.  Sir; 
I  hope  you  bring  a  fruitfulneis  along  with  ye. 

Dor.  Good  luck,  I  ne'er  mifs,  I  was  ever  good  at  it :    * 
Your  Mother  groan'd  for't.  Wench,  fo  did  £me  other. 
But  I  durft  never  tell. 

Cal.  How  docs  your  Arm,  Sir  ? 

Cle.  Have  you  been  let  Blood  of  late? 

Dor.  Againft  my  will.  Sir. 

Cal.  A  Fall,  dear  Father  ? 

Dor.  No,  a  Gun,  dear  Daughter ; 
Two  or  three  Guns ;  I've  one  here  in  my  Buttock, 
'Twonid  trouble  a  Surgeon's  Teeth  to  pull  it  out. 
.     Cal.  O  me!  O  me! 

Dor.  Nay,  if  you  fall  to  fainting, 
'Tis  time  for  me  to  trudge :  Art  fuch  a  Coward, 
At  the  mere  Name  of  Hurt  to  change  thy  Colour? 
I  have  been  fhot  that  Men  might  fee  clean  through  me. 
And  yet  I  fainted  not :  Befides  myfelf. 
Here  are  an  Hofpital  of  hurt  Men  for  ye. 

Enter  Servants  wounded  in  fever al  places. 
I  Ge.  What  fliould  this  wonder  be  ? 
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Cal.  I'm  amaz'd  at  it. 

Jior.  What  think  y'of  thcfc?  they're  every  one  hart 
foundly^ 
Hurt  to  the  proof,  they're  thro*  and  thro'  I  'furc  ye ; 
And  that's  good  Game,  they  fcorn  your  puling  Scratches. 
Cal.  Who  did  this.  Sir  ? 
Dor.  Leave  crying,  and  I'll  tell  you. 
And  get  your  Plaiilers,  and  your  warm  Stupes  ready : 
Have  you  ne'er  a  Shepherd  that  can  Tar  us  over  ? 
'Twill  prove  a  buGnefs  elfc,  we  are  fo  many. 
Coming  to  fee  you,  I  was  fet  upon, 
I  and  my  Men,  as  we  were  Tinging  frolickly. 
Not  dreaming  of  an  Ambofh  of  bafe  Rogues, 
Set  on  i'th'  Foreft,  Pve  forgot  the  Name— ^ 

Cle.  'Twixt  this  and  FoutUmne-Bleau. 
In  the  wild  Foreft  ? 

D$r*  The  fame,  the  fame,  in  that  accurfed  Foreft, 
Set  on  by  Villains,  that  make  boot  of  all  Men. 
The  Peers  of  France  arc  Pillage  there,  they  (hot  at  as. 
Hurt  us,  unhorsed  us,  came  to  th'  Sword^  there  ply'd  vb^ 
Opprefe'd  us  with  frefli  Multitudes,  frefh  Shot  ftill, 
Rogues  that  would  haog  themfelves  for  a  ftcfb  -DoubkCf 
And  for  a  Scarlet  Caflbck  kill  their  Fathers. 

Qe.  Lighted  you  anxxig  thele  ? 

Dor.  Among  thele  Murderers, 
Our  poor  Bloods  were  engag'd;  yet  wa  ftnick  bravdy. 
And  more  than  once  or  twice  we  made  them  (bun  us. 
And  (brink  their  rugged  Heads ;  but  we  were  hurt  all. 

Cle.  How  came  you  off?  For  I  ev'n  kwig  to  hear  that 

Dor.  After  our  Prayers  made  to  Heav'n  to  help  ns, 
Or  to  be  merciful  unto  our  Souls, 
So  near  we  were— ►Alas,  poor  Wench,  wipe,  wipe* 
See  Heav'n  fends  Remedy. 

Cal.  Vm  glad  'tis  come.  Sir, 
My  Heart  was  ev'n  a  bleeding  in  my  Body. 

Dor.  A  Curl'd-Hair  Gentleman  (tcp'd  in,  a  Sbimger, 
As  he  rode  by,  belike  he  heard  our  bickering. 
Saw  our  Pii}:refres,  drew  his  Sword,  and  prov'd 
He  came  to  execute,  and  not  to  argue. 
Lord  what  a  Lightning  mfethought  flew  about  himr 

Whcs 
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When  h^  once  toTs'd  his  Blade  \  in  Face  Adonis-^ 

While  Peace  inhabited  between  his  Eye-browst 

But  when  his  noble  Anger  ftirr*d  his  Mettle, 

And  blew  his  fiery  Parts  into  a  Flame^ 

Like  Pallas  J  when  fhe  fits  between  two  Armies^ 

Viewing  with  horrid  Brows  their  fad  Events, 

Such  then  he  look'd ;  and  as  her  Shield  had  arm'd  him* 

Cat.  This  Man,  Sir,  were  a  Friend  to  give  an  Age  for« 
This  Gentleman  I  muft  love  nat'rally ; 
Nothing  can  keep  me  off!    I  pray  you  go  on^  Sfr. 

Dor.  I  will,  for  now  you  pleafe  me :  This  brave  Youths 
This  Bud  of  Mars^  for  yet  he  is  nq  riper^ 
When  once  he  had  drawn  Blood,  and  fkih*d  his  Swordf^ 
Fitted  his  nnanly  Mettle  to  his  Spirit, 
How  he  beftirr'd  him  ?  What  a  Lane  he  itiade  ? 
And  through  their  fiery  Bullets  thruft  fecurely. 
The  hardned  Villains  wondring  at  his  Confidence. 
Lame  as  1  was  I  followed,  and  admir'd  too. 
And  ftirr'd,  and  laid  about  me  with  new  Spirit^  ^ 

My  Men  too  with  new  Hearts  thruft  into  Adtion^ 
And  down  the  Rogues  went. 

Cle.^l  am  ftruck  with  wondeh 

"Dor.  Remember  but  the  Story  of  ftrong  HeSior. 
(5)  When  like  to  Lightning  he  broke  through  his  Van* 

guard. 
How  the  Greeks  frighted  fan  aWay  by  Troops^ 
And  trod  down  Troops  to  fave  their  Lives :  Sd  this  Man^ 
Difper^M  thefe  Slaves :  Had  they  been  more  and  mightier, 
He  had  come  off  the  greater,  and  more  Wonder, 

Cle.  Where  is  the  Man,  good  Sir^  that  we  may  honour 
him  ? 

Cal.  That  we  may  fall  in  Superftition  to  him. 

{5)  Whtn  like  to  Lightning  hi  broke  tbrittgb  bis  Vanguard  "^  To  trtak 
tbrougb  bis  onuM  Vanguard^  is  hardly  Senfe  ;  to  break  frum  //,  is  the  troe 
Image,  and  what«u  much  nobler  exprefTed  in  The  ^tuo  Nohie  Kinfmen^ 
Wben  Ifanu  you  charge  firfty  ^ 

Methought  I  beard  a  dreadful  Claf  of  Tbustder 
Break  from  the  Trocf. 
But  from  in  the  Line  in  Queftion  would  hiiri  the  Meafure,  the  Corrup- 
tion cherefoie  is  probably  in  the  RelatiTe  bis,  which  ihoUld  be  the  ot 
ibeir,  i.  e.  the  Grecian  Vanguard.  Mr,  Se'^ard. 

Vol.  V.  A  a  Vof. 
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Dor.  I  kQbw  not  that,  from  me  he  late  departed. 
But  not  without  that  pious  Qire  to  &e  fafe 
Me,  and  my  w^ak  Men  lodg'd,  and  drefs'd  i  I  urg*d  bim 
Firft  hither,  that  I  might  more  freely  thank  him : 
He  told  me  be  had  Bufinels,  crav'd  my  Pardon^ 
Bufinefs  of  much  import. 

Cle.  Know  you  his  Name? 

Dor.  That  he  deny*d  me  too :  a  Vow  bad  bar'd  him. 

Cal.  In  that  he  was  not  noble  to  be  n^me]e& 

Dor.  Daughter,  you  mu(b  remember  him  whcA  I  am 
dead. 
And  in  a  noble  fort  requite  his  Piety, 
^Twas  his  Defire  to  dedicate  this  Serrice 
To  your  fair  Thoughts.     Cal.  He  knows  me  then  ? 

Dor.  I  nam'd  you. 
And  nam'd  you  mine :  I  think  that's  all  his  Knowledge 

Cle.  No  Name,  no  Beuig  ? 

Cal.  Now  Vtxi  mad  to  1uk>w  him : 
Saving  mine  Honour,  any  thing  I  had  now 
But  to  enjoy  his  fight,  but  his  bare  Pi&ure ; 
Make  me.  his  Saint,  I  muft  needs  honour  him« 

Ser.  1  know  his  Name. 

Cal.  There's  thy  Reward  for't ;  fpeak  it. 
•  Ser.  His  Man  told  me,  but  he  dcfir'd  my  fileoce. 

Cal.  O  Jafper  fpeak,  'tis  thy  good  Matter's  Caufe  too: 
We  all  are  bound  in  Gratittide  to  compel  thee. 
.   Ser.  Lifanderj  yes,  Tm  (ure  it  was  Ufamkr^ 
c    Cal.  Ufander?  *Tvf2is  Li/ander.      Qe.  *ThUfanier. 
O  my  bafe  Thoughts !  my  wicked !  to  make  Queftion 
This  A6t  could  be  another  Man's :  'Tts  UfmSer^ 
A  handfom  tiniberM  Man. 

Ser.  Yes. 

Cle.  My  Lifander ! 
Was  this  Friend's  Abfence  to  be  mourn'd? 

Cal.  I  grant  it :  ^ 

Pll  mourn  his  going  now,  and  mourn  it  ferioufly : 
When  you  weep  for  him,  Sir,  Til  bear  you  Company* 
That  fo  much  Honour,  fo  much  Honefty 
Shou'd  be  in  one  Man,  to  do  things  thus  bravely. 
Make  me  his  Saint,  to  me  give  this  brave  Service  ? 

What 
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What  may  I  do  to  recompencc  his  Goodnefs? 
I  cannot  tell.     Cle.  Come,  Sir,  I  know  you're  fickly. 
So  are  your  Men.    Dor.  I  muft  confefs  l*m  weak. 
And  fitter  for  a  Q^d,  than  long  Difcouri^s. 

Clc.  Tou  fhall  hear  to  Morrow^  to  Morrow  provide 
Surgeons. 

'Dor.  Ltfander 

Cal.  What  new  Fire  is  this?  Ltfander '•'^^      {Exeunt. 


A  C  T    II.     SCENE     I. 

WMer  Lifander,  and  Lancelot. 

Lif.  TJRithee,  good  Lanceloty  remember  that 

JL^  '^^'^y  Matter's  Life  is  in  thy  truft,  and  therefore 
Be  very  carenil.     Lan.  I  will  lofe  mine  own. 
Rather  than  hazard  yours.    Lif  Take  what  Difguife 
You  in  your  own  Difcretion  (hall  think  fitcett. 
To  keep  yourfclf  unknowrf. 

Lan.  I  warrant  ye  ; 
•Tis  not  the  firft  time  I  have  gone  invifible : 
I  an^  as  fine  a  Fairy  in  a  bufinefs 
Cbncernirig  Night-work—- — • 

Lif.  Leave  your  Vanities : 
With  this  Purfe  (which  delivered,  you  may  fparc 
Your  Oratory)  convey  this  Letter  to 
Calijtah  Woman.     Lan.  'Tis  a  handfom  Girl, 
Miftrefs  Qarinda.     Lif  I  have  made  her  mine. 
You  know  your  work.     Lan.  And  if  I  fweat  not  in  it^l 
At  my  Return  difcard  me.  {Exit. 

Lif.  O  Califla ! 
The  faireft !  cruelleft ! 

Enter  Clarange. 

Clara.  So  early  ftirring  ? 
A  good  Day  to  you.    Lif  I  was  viewing,  Sir, 
Th'  Site  of  your  Houfc,  and  th*  handfomriefs  about  it  i 
Believe  me  it  ftands  healthfully  and  (Weetly. 

Qara.  The  Houfc  and  Matter  of  it  really 
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Are  ever  at  your  Service,    lif.  I  return  it : 
Now  if  you  plcafe  go  forward  in  your  Story 
Of  your  dear  Friend  and  Miftrefs. 

Clara.  I  will  tell  it^ 
And  tell  it  fhort,  becaufe  'tis  Brcak&ft  time, 
And  (Love's  a  tedious  thing  to  a  quick  Stomach) 
You  eat  not  Ycfter-night. 
Uf.  I  fhall  endure.  Sir. 
cUra.  Myfelf  and  (as  I  then  delivered  to  you) 
A  Gentleman  of  noble  hope,  one  Udian^ 
Both  brought  up  from  our  Infancy  together. 
One  Company,  one  Friendihip,  and  one  Ezercife 
Ever  affedling,  one  Bed  holding  us, 
One  Grief,  and  one  Joy  parted  ftill  between  us^ 
More  than  Companions,  Twins  in  all  our  A&ions, 
We  grew  up  till  we  were  Men,  (6)  held  one  Heart  fttll: 
Tim^  called  us  6n  to  Afins,  we  were  one  Soldier, 
Alike  we  fought  our  Dangers  and  our  Honours^ 
Gloried  alike  one  in  anothers  Noblenels : 
When  Arms  had  made  us  fit  we  were  one  Lover,- 
We  lov*d  one  Woman,  lov'd  without  Divifion, 
And  woo*d  a  long  time  with  one  fair  AfTe&ion  ; 
And  flie,  as  it  appears,  loves  us  alike  too. 
At  length  confidering  what  our  Love  tnutt  grow  to' 
And  covet  in  the  end,  this  one  was  parted ; 
Rivals  and  Honours  make  Men  (land  at  didance. 

We  then  woo'd  with  Advantage,  but  were  Friends  ftilly 

Saluted  fairly,  kept  the  Peace  of  Love ; 

We  could  not  both  enjoy  the  Lady*s  Favour, 

Withput  fome  Scandal  to  her  Reputation, 

We  put  it  to  her  Choice,  this  was  her  Sentence, 

To  part  both  from  ber^  and  the  lafi  reluming 

Should  he  her  Lordi  w'  obey'd,  and  now  you  know  k^ 

And  for  my  part,  (to  truly  I  am  touch'd  with't) 

I  will  go  far  enough,  and  be  the  laft  too. 

Or  ne'er  return. 

Li/.  A  Sentence  of  much  Cruelty, 

But  mild,  compared  with  what's  pronouncM  dn  me. 

(6)  —  ieU  our  Heart/!//:]  Thus  all  the  Copiet  but  that  of  1 647, 
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Our  loving  Youth  is  born  to  many  Miferies. 

What  is  that  JJdian  pray  ye  ?    Uara.  Calijia^s  Brother, 

If  ever  you  have  heard  of  that  fair  Lady* 

Lif,  I've  fccn  her.  Sir. 

Ciara.  Then  you  have  fcien  a  Wonder. 

Lif.  I  do  confefs :  Of  what  Years  is  this  JUdian  f 

Qara.  About  my  Years:  There  is  not  much  between  us. 

Lif.  I  long  to  know  him. 

Qara.  'Tis  a  virtuous  longing ; 
As  many  Hopes  hang  on  his  noble  Head, 
As  Bloflioms  on  a  Bough  in  Afiy,  and  fweet  ones, 

Lif  Ye*re  a  fair  Story  of  your  Friends 

Clara.  Of  Truth,  Sir. 
Now,  what's  the  matter  f 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  There's  a  Gentleman 
At  Door  would  fpeak  with  you  on  private  Bufinefi. 
Clara.  With  me? 

Ser.  He  fays  fo,  and  brings  hade  about  him. 
Oara.  Wait  on  him  in.  [^Exit  Servant. 

J^f.  I  wi]l  retire  the  while,  to  the  next  Room. 
Chra.  We  fhall  not  long  dii^urb  you^ 

Enter  Alcklon, 

Ale.  Save  ye.  Sir. 

Clara.  The  like  to  yog,  fair  Sir :  Pray  you  come  near^ 

Ale.  Pray  you  inftrud  me,  for  I  know  you  not. 
With  Monfieur  Clarange  I  would  fpeak. 

Clara.  Pm  he.  Sir : 
Ye  arc  nobly  welcome :  I  wait  your  buHnefi, 

Ale.  This  will  inform  you. 

Qara.  Will  you  pleafe  to  fit  down  ? 

\Givei  bim  a  Letter  which  be  reais^ 
He  Qiall  command  tt\%  Sir,  1*11  wait  upon  him 
Within  this  Hour. 

Ale.  You  are  a  noble  Gentleman, 
Wiirt  pleafe  you  bring  a  Friend  ?  we  arc  two  of  us. 
And  pity  either.  Sir,  Ihould  be  unfurnifh'd. 

C^r«,  1  bi^ve  none  now,  and  the  time's  fct  fj  Ihort ; 
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•Twill  not  be  poffiblc. 

Ale.  Do  me  the  Honour : 
1  know  you  are  fo  full  of  brave  Acquaintance, 
And  worthy  Friends,  you  cannot  want  a  Partner : 
I  would  be  loath  to  (land  ft  ill.  Sir  -,  befidcs. 
You  know  the  Cuftom  and  the  Vantage  of  it. 
If  you  come  in  alone, 

Qara.  And  I  muft  meet  it. 
Ale.  Send,  weMl  defer  an  Hour,  let  us  be  equal : 
Games  won  and  loft  on  equal  Terms  ftiew  faircft, 
Clara.  'Tis  to  no  purpofe  to  fend  any  whither, 
Unlefs  Men  be  at  home  by  Revelation : 
So  pleafe  you  breath  a  while  5  when  I  have  done  with  him 
Vou  may  be  exercised  too :  I'll  trouble  no  Man. 

Enter  Lifander. 

Lif.  They  are  very  loud.    Now  what's  the  News? 
Clara.  I  muft  leave  you. 
Leave  you  a  while,  two  Hours  hence  I'll  return.  Friend. 
Lif.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 
Clara.  A  little  Bufinefs. 

Lif.  And't  be  but  a  little,  you  may  take  me  with  ye. 
Clara.  *Twill  be  a  trouble  to  you.    Lif  No  indeed. 
To  do  you  Service,  I  account  a  Plcafure. 
Clara.  I  muft  alone.     Lif  Why  ? 
Clara.  'Tis  neceflity 
Before  you  pafs  the  Walks,  and  back  again, 
I  will  be  with  ye.     Lif  If  it  be  n't  unmannerly 
To  prefs  you,  I  wou'd  go. 

Clara.  Til  tell  you  true.  Sir, 
This  Gentleman  and  I  upon  appointment, 
Are  going  to  vifit  a  Lady.     Lif  I  am  no  Capuchin^ 
Why  (hou'd  not  I  go?  Ale.  Take  the  Gentleman, 
Come  he  may  fee  the  Gentlewoman  too. 
And  be  moft  welcome,  I  do  befeech  you  take  him. 

Lif.  By  any  means,  I  love  to  fee  a  Gentlewoman, 
A  pretty  Wench  too. 

Clara,  Well,  Sir,  we  will  meet  you. 
And  at  the  Place :  My  Sei7vice  to  the  Lady. 
Ale.  I  kifs  your  Hand.  [Extt. 

Qara, 
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Clara.  Prithee  read  o'er  her  Letter. 

Lifander  reads. 
Monfieur, 

I  Know  you  have  conftder^d  the  dark  Sentence  dinda  gave 
us  J  and  that^  however  fie  dijguis*d  it^  it  pointed  more 
at  our  Swords  Edges  than  our  Bodies  Banifiments ;  the 
lafi  muft  enjoy  her :  if  we  retire^  our  Toutbs  are  loft  in  wander^ 
ing\  in  Emulation  we  fiall  grow  old  Men^  and  feeble^  which 
is  tbefcorn  of  Love',  and  ruft  of  Honour^  andfo  return  more 
Jit  to  wed  our  Sepulchres^  than  the  Saint  w^  ^ifn  at ;  let  us 
therefore  make  our  Journey  fiort^  and  our  Hearts  ready^  and 
with  our  Swords  in  our  Hands  put  it  to  Fortune^  which  fiall 
be  worthy  to  receive  that  Blejftng^  til  flay  you  on  the  Afoun- 
tain^  our  old  hunting  Place^  ibis  Gentleman  alone  runs  the 
hazard  with  me^  and  fo  I  kifs  your  Hand. 

Your  Servant  Lidian. 

Is  this  your  Wench  ?  youMl  find  her  a  Iharp  Miftrefs. 
What  have  I  thruft  myfelf  into?  Is  this  thzt  Lidian 
You  told  me  of?    Clara.  The  fame. 

Lif  My  Lady's  Brother? 
Ko  Caufe  to  heave  my  Sword  againft  but  his  ? 
To  fave  the  Father  Yefterday,  and  this  Morning 
To  help  to  kill  the  Son  ?  This  is  mod  courteous. 
The  only  way  to  make  the  Daughter  doat  on  me. 

Clara.  Why  do ypu  mufe ?  wouldyou  go oflf ? 

Lif.  No,  no,  I  muft  on  now.     This  will  be  kindly 
taken ; 
No  Life  to  facrifice,  but  part  of  hers  ? 
Do  you  fight  ftraight?  Clara.  Yes,  prefently. 

Lif.  To  Morrow  then. 
The  baleful  Tidings  of  this  Day  will  break  out. 
And  this  Night's  Sun  will  fet  in  Blood  i  I'm  troubled: 
If  1  am  kilPd,  Tm  happy. 

Clara.  Will  you  go,  Friend  ? 

Lif  I'm  ready.  Sir.   Fortune,  thou'ft  made  me  mon- 
ftrous.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mai  fort  and  Cluinda. 

Mai.  Your  Coufin,  and  my  true  Friend,  lufty  Leon^ 

A  a  4  Shall 


376  T^e  Lovers  Pr6grefs. 

Shall  know  how  you  ufe  mc. 

Clari.  Be  more  temperate. 
Or  I  will  never  ufe,  nor  know  you  more 
Tth*  way  of  a  Servant  5  all  the  Houfc  takes  notico 
Of  your  ridiculous  Foppery  5  I've  no  fooner 
perform'd  my  Duties  in  my  Lady's  Chamber, 
And  (he  fcarce  down  the  Stairs,  but  you  appear 
Like  my  evil  Spirit  to  me.    Mai.  Can  the  FUh  livQ 
Out  of  the  Watery  or  the  Salamander 
Out  of  the  Fire  ?  or  I  live  warm,  but  in 
The  Frying-pan  of  your  Favour  ? 

Clari.  Pray  you  forget. 
Your  curious  Comparifons,  borrowed  from 
The  Pond,  and  Kitchen,  and  remember  what 
My  Lady's  pleafure  is  for  th'  Entertainment 
Of  her  noble  Father.     Mai.  I  would  loirn  the  Ait 
Of  Mcm'ry  in  your  Table-Book. 

Clari.  Very  good.  Sir, 
No  more  but  up  and  ride ;  I  apprehend 
Your  Meaning,  foft  Fire  makes  fweetMalt,  Sir:  PIl 
Anfwer  you  in  a  Proverb.     Mai.  But  one  Kifs  from 
Thy  honey  Lip.     Clari.  You  fight  too  high,  my  Hand  it 
A  fair  Afccnt  from  my  Foot.     His  flavoring  Kifles 

Spoil  me  more  Gloves, enough  for  once,  ypuMl  furfeit 

With  too  much  Grace. 

MaL  Have  you  n*  Imployment  for  qie? 

Qari.  Yes,  yes,  go  fend  for  Leon^  and  convey  hia| 
Into  the  private  Arbour,  from  his  Mouth 
I  hear  your  Praifcs  with  more  Faith.     Mai.    Vm  gone, 
Yet  one  thing  e'er  I  go,  there's  at  the  Door 
Therareft  Fortune-teller,  he  hath  told  me- 
The  ftrangeft  things ;  he  knows  ye  arc  my  Miftrefs, 
And  under  Seal  delivered  how  many  Children 
I  (h^U  beget  on  you  ;  pray  you  give  ,hin>  hearing, 
He'll  make  it  good  to  you. 

Qari.  A  cunning  Man 
Of  your  own  making,  howfoe'er  PlI  hear  hin^ 
At  your  intreaty. 

MaL  Now  I  perceive  yc  love  me  ; 
At  my  cnp-e^ty,  come  jn  Friend— remember 
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Enter  Lancelot  Ixki  a  Fortunetelkr^  wUb  a  Purfe^  and 

two  Letters  in  it. 

To  fpetk  as  I  diredcd,  he  knows  his  Leflbn, 

And  the  right  way  to  pleafe  her  \  this  it  is 

To  have  a  H^d-picce.  [Exit^ 

Clari.  *Tis  faid  you  can  tell 
Fortunes  to  come.    Lan.  Yes,  MIftrefs,  ^nd  what's  paft^ 
Un-glove  yoyr  Hand  %  by  this  ftraight  Line  |  fee 
you  have  fain  crooked*    Qari.  How  >  lain  crooked  ? 

Lan.  Yes ;  and  in  that  Pofture  plaid  at  the  old  Gaqx^ 
(No  Body  hears  me,  and  Til  be  no  blab) 
And  at  it  loft  your  Maidenhead. 

Clari.  A  (hrewd  Fellow  | 
*Tis  truth,  but  not  to  beconfefs'd  ;  in  this         ' 
Your  Pilmeftry  deceives  you ;  fomething  elfe.  Sir. 

Lan.  Ye*re  a  great  Woman  with  your  Lady,  and 
Acquainted  with  herCounfels. 

Clari.  Still  more  ftrange, 

Lan.  There  is  a  noble  Knight,  Ufander^  lov^  her^ 
Whom  Ihe  r^ards  not ;  and  the  Deftinies, 
With  whom  I  am  familiar,  have  delivered 
That  by  your  means  alone  he  muft  enjoy  her. 
Your  Hand  again,  yes,  yes,  you  have  already 
Promised  him  your  Affiftance,  and  what's  more^ 
Tafted  his  Bounty,  for  which,  from  the  Sky 
There  are  two  hundred  Crowns  drop'd  in  a  Purfc, 
Look  backV  you'll  find  it  true;  nay,  open  it, 
'Tisgood  Gold  rU  aflure  yoM.{y)Clari.  How,  twoLettersf 
The  firft  indorsed  to  me?  this  to  my  Lady  ? 
£ubfcribM  Ufander.    Lan.  And  the  For;upe«tcller 

His 

(7)  Clari.  Ifenvy  fwo  Laurs  r 

nejirft  endorsed  to  mi  f  tbU  to  wy  Lady  f 

.Probably  the  Author  wrote  thus  :  i 

,  ^JivoLettiriF 
nejirfi  indorsed  to  mef  Sml/crib'^d  lifandcr. 

This  to  my  Ladyf\  I  have  made  a  Da(h  after  Thtfirft  en* 
4orfd  to  me,  to  give  time  for  the  opening  or  reading  of  her  own  Let- 
ter ;  otherwife  how  coald  (he  know  it  was  from  LtfaHdir^  before  fh^ 
^a^  lather  hrok^  t^e  $eal  or  |perut*d  its  pontenu  ?  And  i(  fee^pf  as  odd 
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His  Servant  Lancelot.     Clari.  How  had  I  loft  my  Eyes, 
That  I  could  not  know  thee  i  Not  a  word  o*th*  lols 
Of  my  Virginity. 

Lan.  Nor  who  I  am. 

Clari.  I'll  ufe  all  Ibeedy  means  for  your  difpatch 
With  a  welcome  Anwer ;  but  till  you  receive  it 
Continue  thus  difguis'd.     Monfieur  Malfort 
(You  know  the  way  to  humour  him)  (hall  provide 
A  Lodging  for  you,  and  good  Entertainment ; 
Nay,  fince  we  Trade  both  one  way,  thou  fhak  have 
Some  feeling  with  me,  take  that.   Lan.  Bountiful  Wench, 
May'ft  thou  ne'er  want  Imployment. 

Clari.  Nor  fuch  Pay,  Boy.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lidian  and  Alcidon  at  one  Door^  Lilander  and 

Clarangp  at  another. 

Lid.  You're  welcome 

jilc.  Let  us  do  our  Office  firft. 
And  then  make  choice  of  a  new  piece  of  Ground 
To  try  our  Fortunes.    Lif.  All's  fair  here.  Ale.  And  here, 
Their  Swords  are  equal.     Lif.  If  there  be  any  odds 
In  mine  we  will  exchange.    Ale.  We'll  talk  of  that 
When  we  are  farther  off,  farewel. 

Lif.  Farewel,  Friend.  [^Exe.  Lif.  and  Ale. 

Lid.  Come,  let  us  not  be  idle?  Clara.  I  will  find  you 
Imployment,  fear  not.  Lid.  You  know.  Sir,  the  Caufc 
That  brings  us  hither.     Clara.  There  needs  no   more 

difcourfing. 
No  time  nor  place  for  repetition  now. 

Lid.  Let  our  Swords  argue,  and  I  wifli,  Clarange^ 
The  proud  Olinda  faw  us. 

Qara.  Wou'd  (he  did ; 
Whatever  eftimation  fhe  holds  of  me. 
She  fhou'd  behold  me  like  a  Man  fight  for  her. 

Lid.  •  ris  nobly  faid  %  fet  on — Love  and  my  Fortune— 

[They  fight. 

Clara.  The  fame  for  me ;  come  home  brave  Lidian^ 
'Twas  manly  thruft,  this  token  to  the  Lady; 

as  can  be,  for  Lifavder  to  fet  his  Name  on  the  Oatfide  of  C^ilijta*$ 
Billet,  iince  the  fubfchbing  it  at  the  Bottom^  wai  all  that  was  requifite. 
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:  have  ic»  Sir,  deliver  it,  take  Breathy 
ic  ye  bleed  apace,  ye  ftiall  have  fair  play. 

Enter  Lifander. 

Uf.  You  muft  lie  there  a  while,  I  cannot  help  you. 
Ud.  Nay,  then  my  Fortune's  gone,  I  know  1  nriuft  die: 
)  Yet  dearly  will  I  fell  my  .Love :  come  cm  both, 
nd  ufe  your  Fortunes,  1  exped  no  Favour ; 
/^eak  as  1  am,  my  confidence  (hall  meet  ye. 
Qara.  Yield  up  your  Caule,  and  live. 
Lad.  What,'  doft  thou  hold  me 
L  Recreant,  that  prefer^  Life  before  Credit  ? 
*hough  I  bleed  hard,  my  Honour  finds  no  Iflue, 
'hat's  conftant  to  my  Heart. 

Clara.  Have  at  your  Life  then. 

Lif.  Hold,  or  Til  turn,  and  bend  my  Sword  againft  ye, 
/f  y  Caufe,  Qarange  too.     View  this  brave  Gentleman, 
That  yet  may  live  to  kill  you  \  he  ftands  nobly, 
Lnd  has  as  great  a  promife  of  the  day 
Ls  you  can  tye  unto  yourfelf ;  he's  ready, 
iis  Sword  as  (harp,  view  him  with  that  remembrance. 
That  you  delivered  him  to  me,  Clarange : 
^nd  with  thofe  Eyes,  that  clearnefs  will  become  ye: 
^iew  him,  as  you  reported  him  •,  furvey  him, 
MX  on  your  Friendfliip,  Sir.    I  know  you're  noble, 
Vnd  ftep  but  inward  to  your  old  Afleftion, 
examine  but  that  Soul  grew  to  your  Bofom, 
\nd  try  then  if  your  Sword  will  bite,  it  cannot. 
The  Edge  will  turn  again,  afham*d  and  blunted  ^ 
Udian^  you  are  the  Pattern  of  fair  Friendfliip, 
ixampled  for  your  Love,  and  imitated  % 
The  Temple  of  true  Hearts,  ftor*d  with  Aflfe&ions, 
For  fweetnefs  of  your  Spirit  made  a  Saint : 

(8)  Yti  dtarly  IwUI  tell  my  Love; ]  Mr.  Seward  omjeRmtM 

mih  me,  that  this  Place  ought  to  run  thus : 

Tit  diar^f  I  will  fill  n^  Life—-* 

Ufe  and  Love  have  been  pot  the  one  for  the  other,  in  more  Placet 
than  one,  ih  our  Authors  Playt.  He  inftan«e«  \\iCupi£i  Renjengt 
and  I  in  J3  ^d  of  the  Play  preceding  chisj  to  ixHh  which  Places  I 
refer  the  Reader. 

Can 
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Can  you  declioe  this  noblenefs  to  Anger  ? 
To  mortal  Anger  ?  'gainft  the  Man  ye  love  moft  ? 
Have  ye  the  Name  of  Virtuous,  not  the  Nature  ? 
Ud^  1  will  fit  down. 
Clara.  And  Til  fit  by  you,  Lidian. 
Lif.  And  Til  go  on.   CanHcav'n  be  pleased  with  tbeji 
things  ? 
To  fee  two  Hearts  that  have  been  (9)  twinn'd  together. 
Married  in  Friendlhip  to  the  World,  ^  wonder ; 
Of  one  Growth,  of  one  Nouriftimcnt,  one  Health, 
Thus  mortally  divorced  for  one  weak  Woman  ? 
Can  Love  l?e  pleased  ?  Love  is  a  gentle  Spirit, 
The  Wind  that  blows  the  April  Flowers  not  fofter  5 
She's  drawn  with  Doves  to  Ihew  her  Peacefulnefs. 
Lyons  and  bloody  Pards  are  Mars*s  Servants. 
Woi^ld  ye  fcrveLove?  do  it  with  humblen^fi. 
Without  a  noife,  with  ftill  Prayers,  and  foft  Murmurs ; 
Upon  her  Altars  offer  your  Olxxlicnce, 
And  not  your  Brawls ;  lhe*s  won  with  Tears,  no^Tcn-or?; 
That  Fire  ye  kindle  to  her  Deity, 
Is  only  grateful  when  it  blows  with  fighs. 
And  holy  Jncenfe  flung  with  white-hand  Innocence  } 
Ye  wound  her  now  j  ye  are  too  fuperftitious : 
No  Sacrifice  of  Blood  or  Death  (he  longs  for. 

Ud.  Came  he  from  Heaven  ? 

Clara.  He  tells  us  truth,  good  Lidian. 

Li/.  That  part  of  noble  Love  which  is  moft  fweet, 
And  gives  eternal  Being  to  fair  Beauty, 

V    (q)  that  have  been  twinM  together^ 

Married  in  Friend/hip  tp  the  World,  to  wonder,}  The  Er- 
rors in  thefe  two  Unts,  both  as  to  the  Words  and  Pointing,  owe  tkdr 
Original  to  nought  but  the  Preif ,  I  correal  ^wich  Mr.  Sitvard)  bo(h 
the  one  and  the  other  thus : 

n  ihat  ha<ue  hem  twinnM  together. 

Married  in  Triendjhip^  to  the  World  a  Wonder. 
The  former  is  authoris*d  by  the  Poet  himfelf,  a^  the  beginning  of  this 
Adl,  where  Clarange  fays,  that  himfelf  and  Lilian  were. 
More  than  Companions,  Twins  in  all  thdr  A^ona. 
The  latter  plain  Senfe  requires  otherwife ; 

They^Mom^d  he  married  tf  the  World  in  Friendihip» 
not  to  Ei^cb  Other ;  whi^h  numifeftl^  ^ntradifU  whs^t  he  defign*d  hpe 
CQ  /ay. 

HonouTi 
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Honour,  you  hack  a  pieces  with  your  Swords : 
And  that  ye  fight  to  crown,  ye  kill,  fair  Credit. 

Clara.  Thus  we  embrace,  no  more  fight,  but  all  Friend* 
fhip. 
And  (10)  where  Love  plea&s  to  befiow  his  Benefits, 
Let  us  not  argue. 

Lidi,  Nay  brave  Sir,  come  in  too, 
You  may  love  alio,  and  may  hope }  if  ye  do, 
And  not  rewarded  for^c,  there  is  no  Juftice ; 
Farewel,  Friend,  here  let's  part  upon  our  Pilgrimage, 
It  muft  be  fb,  Cupid  draws  on  our  Sorrows,  ^ 

And  where  the  Lot  lights^ 

Clara.  I  Ihall  count  it  Happinefs. 
Farewel,  dear  Friend. 

Uf.  Firft,  let's  relieve  the  Gentleman 
That  lies  hurt  in  your  Caufe,  and  bring  him  oflT, 
And  take  fome  Cure  for  your  hurts  \  then  I'll  part  too, 
A  third  unfortunate,  and  willing  Wanderer,       [ExeunS, 

£»/^r01inda,  and  CdW&z. 

Olin.  My  ^ears  forelaw  'twould  come  to  this. 

CaU  I  wou'd  your  Sentence  had  been  milder^ 

Olin.     'Tis  paft  help  now. 

Cal.  I  (hare  in  your  defpair,  and  yet  my  Hopes 
Have  not  quite  left  me,  finceall  poffible  means 
Are  pradis'd  to  prevent  the  mifchief  following 
Their  mortal  Meeting ;  my  Lord's  coafted  one  way. 
My  Father,  though  his  hurts  forbad  his  travel. 
Hath  took  another ;  my  Brother*in-law  Beronte^ 
A  thirdi  and  ev'ry  Minute  we  muft  look  for 
The  certain  Knowledge  which  we  muft  endure 
Wkh  that  calm  Patience  Heav'n  ftiall  pleafe  to  lend  us. 

^10)  ■■  nfuibere  Love  fleafet  i9  hefionjo  his  Bentfiit^  Lnve  here  it 
confidcred  as  a  Mak  Deity,  tho*  in  the  fine  Speech  a  little  above,  the 
iame  Power  is  wholly,  defcribed  as  a  Female  one :  *Tis  true  both  are 
juftifiable,  becaufe  Antiquity  confidered  this  Divinity  as  partaking  of 
either  Sex*  Upon  this  Account  I  have  not  dared  to  alter  the  Text : 
But  if  the  Reader  has  a  mind  to  make  the  Poet  confident  with  hirafelf, 
and  lay  the  Corruption  only  to  the  Printer's  charge,  ^is  eafily  done» 
by  reading  thus: 

■  ■  ■  '  ■  '  ^/#  hifi^nUi  her  Bimjiu* 

Enter 


Til 


582  7%e  Levers  Pro^refs, 

Enter  Dorilaus,  and  Cleander  feverallj, 

.  Dw;  Dead  hpth  ? 

Cle.  Such  is  the  rumour,  and  'tis  general. 

Olin.  I  hear  my  Paflirig-Bcll. 

CaU  I'm  in  a  Fever. 

CU.  They  fay  their  Seconds  too  \  but  what  they  aiVf 
Is  not  known  yet,  fome  worthy  Fellows  oertaie. 

Dor.  Where  had  you  Knowledge  ? 

C/r.  Of  the  Country  People, 
•Tis  f^ken  every  wh^. 

"Dor.  I  heard  it  fo  too ; 
And  *tis  fo  common,  I  do  half  believe  it. 
You've  loft  a  Brother,  Wench,  he  lov'd  you  well. 
And  might  have  liv'd  t^faave  done  his  Country  Service  1 
But  he  is  gone.    Thou  fell'ft  untimely ^  UdiaH^ 
But  by  a  valiant  Hand,  that's  fome  fmall  comfort. 
And  took'ft  bin  with  the^  coo,  cbou  lov'ft  brave  Cbcn* 

pany ; 
Weeping  will  do  no  good,  you  loft  a  Servant, 
He  might  have  liv*d  t'have  been  your  Matter,  Lady, 
But  you  fear'd  diat. 

Olin.  Good  Sir,  be  tender  to  me, 
The  News  is  bad  enough,  (i  i )  you  need  not  prefi  !t  1 
I  lovM  him  well,  I  lov'd  'em  both.  • 

Dor.  It  ieems  fo. 
Howr  many  more  have  you  to  love  fo,  Lady  ? 
They  were  both  Fools  to  fight  for  fuoh  a  Fiddle  $ 
Certain  there  was  a  dearth  of  noble  Anger, 
When  a  flight  Woman  was  thought  worth  a  quarrel 

OSfi.  Pray  you  think  nobler. 

Dor.  I'll  tell  thee  what  I  think,  the  Plague,  War,  Fa- 
mine, 
Nay  put  in  Dice  and  Drunkennefs,  and  thofe 
You'll  grant  are  pretty  helps,  kill  not  fo  many 
(I  mean  fo  many  noble)  as  your  Loves  do,  ^ 
Rather  your  Lcwdnefs ;  I  crave  your  mercy.  Women. 
Be  not  offended  if  I  anger  ye. 

^11)  ycu  uud  not  pre/4  it  i\  i,  f,  nudce  it  woriir. 
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Vm  fure  jre've  toudi'd  oie  dcCp,  I  eatne  to  be  merry, 
Afid  with  my  Chitdreni  but  to  fee  one  ruin'd 
By  this  fell  accident-— are  they  all  dead  ? 
If  they  be,  fpeak? 
Ck.  What  News? 

Eiiter  Bcrontc,  Alcidon,  and  Clarinda  folUwing  with  a 
Litter. 

Ber.  What  dead?  ye  pofe  mes 
I  underftand  you  not. 

CU.  My  Brother  IM^^  Clarange,  and  tbetr  Seconds. 
Ber.  Here's  one  of  'cm,  and  lure  this  Genilemaii's 

alive. 
Jlc.  Ihopefo,  fo'i  your  SoQ,  Sir,  fo'a  brave  C/tzrj;^^  ; 
They  fought  indeed,  and  they  were  hurt  fufHcicntly  i 
We  were  all  hurt,  that  bred  the  gpieral  rumour. 
But  friends  again  all,  and  like  Frtcods  we  parted. 
C&.  HeardyeofZ^yiwiff-? 
Ber.  Yes,  and  mifs'd  him  narrowly ; 
He  was  one  of  th'  Combatanu,  fought  ffith  this  Gende- 

man. 
Second  againft  your  Brother ;  by  Im  Wifdom 
(For  certainly  good  Fortune  follows  him) 
All  was  made  Peac^    I'll  tell  you  di'  reH  at  Dinner, 
For  we  are  hungry. 

Jlc.  I  before  I  eat 
Mud  pay  a  Vow  I'm  fworn  to  t  my  Life,  Mad^m, 
Was  at  Ufattder'%  mercy,  1  live  by  it ; 
And  for  the  noble  Favour,  he  defir'd  mc 
To  kifs  your  f^ir  Hand  for  him,  ofiertng 
Thisfecond  fervice  as  a  Sacrifice 
At  ih'  Altar  of  your  Virtues. 

Dor.  Come,  joy  on  all  fides ; 
Heav'n  will  not  bxStx  honeft  Men  to  periQi. 
CU.  fie  proud  of  fuch  a  Friend. 
Dor.  Forgive  me,  Madano, 
It  was  a  grief  might  have  concerned  you  near  too. 

Qe.  No  work  of  excellence  but  ftill  Lif<indery-~~— 
Go  thy  ways  wcM"thy. 

Olin.  We'll  be  mory  too. 

Were 
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Were  I  CO  fpcak  again,  I  would  be  wifcr. 

\^Exe.  Manent  Clarin.  and  Califti 

Cal.  Too  much  of  this  rare  Cordial  makes  me  Sick, 
However  I  obey  you.     Clari.  Now  or  never 
Is  an  apt  time  to  move  her.    Madam.    Cal.  Who's  that  ? 

Clari.  Your  Servant^  I  would  fpeak  wkh  your  Lady  (hip^ 

Cal  Why  doft  thou  look  about  ? 

Qaru  Tvc  private  Bufincfs 
That  none  muft  hear  but  you.  Ufander  • 

Cal.  Where? 

Clari.  Nay,  he's  not  here,  but  wou'd  intreat  this  favour. 
Some  of  your  Balfam  from  your  own  Hand  given. 
For  he*s  much  hurt,  and  that  he  thinks  wou*d  cure  him* 

Cal.  He  fhail  have  all  my  Pray'rs  too* 

Qari.  But  conceive  me. 
It  muft  be  from  yoiirfelf  immediately. 
Pity  fo  brave  a  Gentleman  (hou*d  perifli, 
He's  Superftitious,  and  he  holds  your  Hand 
Of  infinite  Power.  I'd  not  urge  this,  Madatti^ 
But  only  in  a  Man's  Extreams,  to  help  him, 

Cal.  Let  him  come. 
Good  Wench,  'tis  that  I  wifh,  I'm  happy  in't. 
My  Husband  his  true  Friend,  my  noble  Father, 
The  fair  Olinda^  all  defire  to  fee  him ; 
He  (hall  have  many  Hands. 

Clari.  That  he  defires  not. 
Nor  Eyes,  but  yours  to  look  upon  his  Miferies, 
For  then  he  thinks  'twou'd  be  no  perfe(%  Cure,  Madam ) 
He  wou'd  come  private. 

Cd.  How  can  that  be  ber^  ? 
I  (hall  do  wrong  unto  all  thofe  that  honour  htm, 
Befides  my  Credk. 

Clari,  Dare  ye  not  truft  a  hurt  Man  ? 
Not  ftrain  a  Courcefie  to  fave  a  Gentleman  f 
To  fave  his  Life,  that  has  fav'd  all  your  Family  ^ 
A  Man  that  comes  like  a  poor  mortify 'd  Pilgrim 
Only  to  beg  a  ble(nng,  and  depart  again  ?  . 
He  wou'd  but  fee  you,  that  he  thinks  wou'd  cure  hint. 
But  fince  you  find  fit  Reafons  to  the  contrary. 
And  that  it  cannot  (land  wkh  your  clear  Honour^ 

(Thougib 
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(Though  you  bcft  know  how  well  he  has  dderv*d  of  yc  j) 
I'll  fend  him  word  back,  though  I  grieve  to  ^  it, 
(Grieve  at  my  Soul,  for  certainly  *iwill  kill  httn,> 
What  your  Will  is,     Cal.  Stay,  I  will  think  upon't; 
Where  is  he,  Wench?     Clari.  If  you  defire  to  fee  him. 
Let  not  that  trouble  yoo,  he  (haN  be  with  ye. 
And  in  that  time  that  no  Man  (hall  fufpeft  ye  $ 
Your  Honour,  Madam,  's  in  your  own  free  Keepii^  i 
Your  Care  in  me,  in  him  all  Honefty  5 
If  ye  define  him  not,  let  him  pafs  by  ye: 
And  all  his  Bulinefs  reckon  but  a  Dream. 

Cal.  Go  in  i^nd  counfel  nie,  I  wou*d  fain  fee  hJm, 
And  willingly  comfort  him. 

Clari.  'Tis  in  your  Pow^r. 
And  if  you  dare  truft  me,  you  Ihall  d</t  (afely. 
Read  that,  and  let  that  tell  you,  how  he  honours  you. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT    III.      SCENE    I. 

Efrter  Claria4a  vntba  Key,  and  Leon. 

Leon.  rr\  HIS  happy  Night—  [Kifa  bet. 

I       Clari.  Prcfcrvc  this  Eagernefs 
Till  w^meet  nearer,  there  is  fomething  done 
Will  give  us  Opportunity. 

Leon.  Witty  Girl,  the  Plot  ? 

C^ri.  You  (hall  hear  that  at  leifure.      .   ^ 
The  whole  Houfe  reels  with  Joy  at  the  Report 
Of  Lidian'%  Safety,  and  that  Joy  incrcasM 
From  their  AfftAion  to  the  brave  Lifander^ 
In  being  made  th*  happy  Initrumcnt  to  compound 
The  bloody  Difference. 

Leon.  They'll  hear  fhortly  that 
Will  turn  their  Mirth  to  Mourning ;  he  was  then 
The  principal  means  to  fave  two  Lives,  but  iincc 
There  are  two  fain,  and  by  his  (ingle  Hand, 
For  which  his  Life  muft  anfwer,  U  the  Kjng, 
Whofe  Arm  is  long,  can  reach  him. 

Vol.  V,  Bb  Chri. 
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Clari.  Wc  have  now 
No  fpare  time  co  bear  Stories :  take  this  Key, 
'Twill  m^  your  Pafiagc  to  the  BaiKjueting-Houfe 
r  the  GMtkn  free. 

Leon.  You  will  not  fail  to  come  ? 

Clari.  Fpr  mine  own  fake  ne'er  doubt  it^  now  for  Zi- 
fander.  [ExU  Leon. 

Enter  Dorilaus»  Cleander^  and  Servants  with  Ugbts. 

Dor.  To  Bed,  to  Bed,  'tis  very  Im.    Ck.  To  Bed  all, 
Tve  drank  a  Heakh  too  much. 

Dor.  You'll  fleep  the  beuer. 
My  ufual  Phyfick  that  way. 

C/^.  Where's  your  Miftrcfs  ? 

Qari.  She  is  above,  but  very  ill  and  aguilh : 
The  late  Fright  of  her  Brother  lias  much  troubled  her} 
She  would  entreat  to  lie  alone. 

Qe,  HerPlcafure. 

Dor.  Commend  my  Love  t*  her»  and  my  Pray*n  for  her 
Health, 
I'll  fee  her  ere  I  go.  [£x//.  Mfna  Clari. 

Clari.  All  good  reft  to  ye: 
Now  to  my  Watch  for  lifander^  when  he's  furni/h*d. 
For  mine  own  Friend ;  fince  I  ihuid  Centinel, 
I  love  to  laugh  i'  th'  Evenings  too»  sind  mayy 
The  priv'lege  of  my  Place  will  warrant  it.  iJE^nt. 

Enter  Lifander  and  Lancelot. 

Uf.  YooVe.done  well  hitherto ;  where  are  we  now  ? 

Lan.  Noi  far  from  th*  Houfe,  I  hear  by  th'  Owlsi 
there  arc 
Many  of  your  IF'elcb  Faulconers  about  it ; 
Here  w^e  a  Night  to  chufe  to  run  away  with 
Another  Man's  Wife,  and  do  the  Feat. 

Uf.  Peace,  Knave, 
The  Houfe  is  here  before's^  and  fome  may  hear  us  ; 
The  Candles  are  all  out. 

Lan.  But  one  i'th'  Parlour, 
I  fee  it  fimper  hkher  \  pray  come  this  way. 

jL{/I  Step  to  the  Garden-door,  and  feel  and't  be  open. 

Lan. 
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Lan.  Tm  going)  Luck  deliver  me  Wth*  Saw-pits, 
Or  I  am  buried  quick :  I  bear  a  Dog, 
No,  'tis  a  Cricket,  ha !  here's  a  Cuckold  buried. 
Take  heed  of  s  Horns,  Sir ;  here's  the  Door,  'tis  open. 

Clan.  [A  the  Dopr.)  Who's  there? 

ZJf.  A  Friend. 

Clari.  Sir!  U/ander ! 

nf.  I. 

C/arL  Y'  are  welcome,  follow  me,  and  make  no  Noife. 

Uf.  Go  to  your  Horfe,  and  keep  your  Watch  with 
care,  Sirrah, 
And  be  fure  yc  fleci5  not.  [Esceunl  Lif.  and  Clari. 

Uf.  Send  me  out  the  Dairy-maid 
To  play  at  trump  with  me,. and  keep  me  waking. 
My  fellow  Horfe,  and  I,  now  muft  difcourfe 
Like  two  learn'd  Almanack-makers,  of  the  Stars, 
And  tell  what  a  plentiful  Year  'twill  prove  of  Drunkards. 
If  Vd  but  a  pottle  of  Sack,  like  a  (harp  Prickle^ 
To  knock  my  Nofe  ag^infl:  when  I  am  noddingt 
I  fhould  fing  like  a  Nightingale ;  but  I  xnuft 
Keep  watch  without  it  •,  I  am  apt  to  daoce. 
Good  Fortune  guide  me  from  the  Fairies  Circles.     [ExU. 

Enter  Clarinda  with  n  taper ^  and  Lilknder  wHb  a  Pifidl^ 

two  Chairs  fet  out. 

Qari.  [to  U/ander.']  Come  near$ 

[Califbt ///iiTj'  iebind  a  Curtain. 
V\\  leave  ye  now*  draw  but  that  Curtain, 
And  have  your  Wjlh  i  now  Uon  I'm  for  thee. 
We  that  are  Servants  muft  make  ufe  of  ftol'n  Hours, 
And  be  glad  of  fnatch'd  Occafions*  [Exit. 

Uf.  She's  afleep. 
Fierce  Love  hath  clos'd  his  Lights,  (I  may  look  on  her,) 
Within  her  Eyes  'has  lock'd  his  Graces  up  *, 
I  may  behold  and  live  \  how  fweet  ihe  breathes! 
The  orient  Mqrning  breaking  out  in  Odours 
Is  not  fo  full  of  Perfumes  as  her  Breath  is ; 
She's  the  Abftradt  of  all  Excellence, 
And  fcorns  a  Parallel. 

Col,  Who's  there  ? 

Bb  2  Lif. 
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Lif.  Your  Sorant^ 
Your  moft  obedient  Slave,  ador'd  Lady, 
That  comes  but  to  behdd  chofe  Eyes  again. 
And  pay  ibme  Vows  I  have  to  facred  ^Uty, 
And  fo  pafs  by  \  Pm  blind  as  Ignorance, 
And  know  not  where  I  wander,  how  I  live, 
•Till  I  receive  from  their  bright  Influcnct 
Light  to  dirc&  me;  for  Devotion^s  fake, 
(You  are  the  Saint  I  trettd  thefe  holy  Steps  (o. 
And  holy  Saints  are  ^1  relenting  Sweetnefs }) 
Be  not  enrag*d,  nor  be  not  angry  with  me ; 
The  greateft  Attribute  of  Heaven  is  Mercy ; 
And  'tis  the  Crown  of  Juftke,  and  the  Glory, 
Where  it  may  kill  with  Right,  to  fave  wkh  Pky. 

Cal.  Why  do  yoii  kneels  I  know  yoq  come  to  mock  me, 
T*  upbrakl  me  with  the  Benefits  you've  given  me. 
Which  are  too  many,  and  too  mighty,  ojr. 
For  my  Return ;  and  I  confefs  ^tis  Juftice, 
That  for  my  Cruelty  you  ihould  defpife  vnt  \ 
And  I  expedb,  however  you  are  calm  now^ 
(A  Foil  you  drive  to  fet  your  Caufe  upon,) 
It  Will  break  out,  Califia  is  unworthy. 
Coy,  proud^  difdainful,  I  acknowledge  all. 
Colder  of  Comfort  than  the  frozen  ^fcnh  is. 
And  more  a  Stranger  to  Lifander^s  Worth, 
His  Youth  and  Faith,  tiian  it  becomes  her  Gratitude  \ 
I  bkrfii  to  grant  it,  yet  take  this  along, 
(A  fovereign  Medicine  to  dlay  Difpleafure, 
May  be  an  Argument  to  bring  me  off*  too ;) 
She*s  marry ^d,  and  fhe^s  chafte ;  how  fweet  ihkt  found*  \ 
How  it  perfumes  all  Air  'tis  fpoken  in? 
O  dear  Lifander^  wou*d  you  break  this  Union  ? 

Uf,  No,  1  adore  it:  Let  me  kifs  your  Hand, 
And  feal  the  fair  Faith  of  a  Gentleman  On  it. 

Cal  YouVe  truly  valiant ;  would  it  not  afl!^  yovk 
To  have  the  horrid  Name  pf  Coward  touch  you  ? 
Such  is  the  Whore  to  me. 

Lif  I  nobly  thank  ye ; 
And  may  I  be  the  fame  when  I  diflionour  ye ; 
This  I  may  do  again.  [Ktffing  ber  Hand. 


7^e  Losjeti  Progrefs.  389 

Cd.  Ye  may,  and  worthily  1 
Such  Cotnfom  Maids  may  grant  with  Modefty, 
And  neither  (12}  make  them  poor*  nor  wrong  their  Bounty  & 
Noble  Lifander^  how  fond  now  Fm  of  ye! 
I  heard  you  were  hurt.    . 

Lif.  You  dare  not  heal  me.  Lady  } 
I  am  hurt  here.    How  fweetly  now  flie  bluflies ! 
Excellent  ObjeAs  kill  our  Sight,  (he  blinds  me: 
The  Rofes  in  the  Pride  of  May  fliew  paJe  to  her. 

0  Tyrant  Cuftom,  and  O  coward  Honour ! 
How  ye  compel  me  to  put  on  mine  own  Chains ! 
May  I  not  kifs  you  now  in  Superftition  ? 

For  you  appear  a  diing  that  I  wou^d  kneel  eo : 
Let  me  err  that  way.  [KifesJ^n^ 

Cal.  Ye  (hall  err  for  once, 

1  have  a  kind  of  noble  Pity  on  you. 

AnK)ng  your  manly  Sufferings,  make  this  mod, 

To  err  no  farther  in  Defire,  for  then.  Sir, 

Ye  add  unto  the  Gratitudes  I  owe  you  ; 

And  after  Death,  your  dear  Friend^s  Soul  (hall  blefi  you^ 

Lif.  I'm  wondrous  honcfl:. 

Cat.  I  dare  try.  Vmf^^  ^^^^ 

Ltf.  Pve  tafted 
A  Bleffednefi  too  great  for  dull  Mortality, 
Once  qfiore,  and  let  me  die. 

CaL  I  dare  not  murder; 
How  will  Maids  curfe  me  if  I  kill  with  Ki(rci?, 
And  young  Men  fly  th*  Embraces  of  fair  Virgins  i 
Come  pray  fit  down,  but  let*s  talk  temperately. 

lif.  Is  my  dear  Friend  abed  ? 

Cal.  Yes,  and  aflcep. 
Secure  afleep ;  'tis  Midnight  too,  Lifander^ 
Speak  not  io  loud. 

Uf.  You  fee  I  am  a  Statue, 
I  cou'd  not  (land  elfe,  as  Pd  eaten  Ice, 

(12)—  make  her  poor,  nor  wrong  her  Bounty ;]  As  hr  hu  nothing; 
to  refer  to  but  Maids  in  the  Line  above,  wc  muft  certainly  change  tho 
Nttmbefi  and  write, 

— —  make  thcno  poor^  net  wreng  their  Bouu^ 

B  b  ^  Or 
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Or  took  into  my  Blood  a  drowfy  PoUbn,  , 
And  Nature's  nobleft,  brighteft  flame  b^ra  in  flUC  \  , 
Midnight  ?  and  I  ftand  quietly  to  behold  ft>  ? 
The  Alarm  rung,  and  1  lleep  like,  a  Cqw^rd? 
I'm  worn  away,  my  Faith,  and  duU  Obcdieooe 
Like  Crutches,  carry  my  decayed  Body 
Down  to  the  Grave  •,  I  have  no  YouU^  withio^me  i 
Yet  happily  you  love  too. 
Cal.  Love  with  Honour.  * 

Lif.  Honour?  What's  that ?  *tis  but  a i^cious  Title 
We  ihouM  not  prize  ioq  high. 

Cal.  Dearer  than  Life.  .    ,, 

Uf.  The  Value  of  it,,  i^  as  Time  has  made  it^ 
^kmi.Tiipe  and  Cuftom  have  too  far  infuUed:    .^ 
We  are  no  Gods,  to  b*  always  tied  to  Stridtnels 
•  .'Tis  a  Pretimption  to  (bqw  too  like  'em  j 
March  but  an  Hour  or  twp  under  Love's  Eiiigns, 

We  have  Examples  of  great  Memories'^ 

Cal.  But  foul  ones  too,  that  Greatncfs  cannot  cover  i 
That  Wife  that  by  Example  fins,  fins  double. 
And  pulls  the  Curtain  open  to  her  Siume  too  i 
Rethinks  t*  enjoy  you  thus— — 

Uf.  'Tis  no  Joy,  Lady; 
A  longing  Bride,  if  (he  ftop  here,  wou'd  cry. 
The  Bridegroom  too,  and  with  juil  Caufe,  curfe  Hjmen\ 
But  yield  a  little,  be  one  Hour  a  Won^n, 
(I  do  not  fpeak  this  to  compel  you.  Lady) 
And  give  your  Will  but  Motion,  Jet  it  ftir. 
But  in  the  Tafte  of  that  weak  Fears  call  Evil, 
Try  it  to  undcrftand  it,  weMl  do  nothing. 
You'll  never  come  to  know  pure  good  elfc, 
Cal.  Fie,  Sir. 

Lif.  I've  found  a  way }  let's  flip  into  this  Encor 
As  Innocents,  that  knew  not  what  we  did  i 
As  we  were  dreaming  both  let  us  embrace ; 
The  Sin  is  none  of  ours  then j  but  our  Fancies. 
W  hat  have  I  faid  ?  What  Blafphemy  to  Honour  ? 
O  my  bafe  Thoughts !  Pray  ye  take  this  and  (hoot  roc. 
My  villain  Thoughts !  [Ncift  wilbin. 

Cal.  I  weep  your  Mifcry, 

An4 
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And  wou*d  tp  Hcav*n WhatNoife? 

Lif.  It  comes  on  louder. 
Kill  mie,  and  &ve  jrourfelf ;  &wt  your  fair  Honour, 
And  Jay  the  Fault  on  ine«  let  my  Life  perifb. 
My  bafe  lafctvioui  Life,  (hoot  quickly.  Lady. 

Cal.  Not  for  the  World  i  retire  behind  the  Hangings, 
And  there  ftand  dofe — my  Husband,  dole  Ufander. 

Eniir  Oleander  with  a  Taper. 

Oe.  Deareft,  are  you  well  ? 

Cal,  O  my  fad  Heart;  my  Head!  my  Head! 

Cle.  Alas  poor  Soul !  What  do  you  out  of  your  Bed? 
You  take  cold,  my  Caltfta ;  how  do  ye  ? 

Cal.  Not  fo  well.  Sir,  to  ly?  by  ye:  my  Brother's 
Fright— 

Cli.  I  had  4  frightful  Dream  too, 
A  very  frightful  Dream,  my  beft  Califta. 
Nlethought  there  came  a  Dragon  to  your  Chamber, 
A  furious  Dragon,  Wife,  I  yet  (hake  at  it. 
Are  all  things  well  ? 

Uf.  [Prom  behind  the  Hangings.]  Shall  I  (hoot  him  ? 

Cal.  No. Airs  wdl.  Sir. 

*Twa)  but  your  Care  of  me,  your  loving  Care 
Which  always  watches. 

Qe.  And  methought  he  came 
As  if  he  had  rifen  thus  out  of  his  Den, 
As  I  do  from  thefe  Hangings. 

Lif.  Dead. 

Cal.  Hold,  good  Sir. 

Oe.  And  forc'd  ye  in  his  Arms  thus. 

Cal.  'Twas  but  Fancy 
That  troubled  yc,  here's  nothing  to  difturb  me  % 
Good  Sir,  to  reft  again,  and  Pm  now  drowfy. 
And  will  to  bed ;  make  no  Noife,  deareft  Husband, 
But  let  me  fleep ;  before  you  can  call  any  Body 
I  am  abed.  C/^.  This,  and  fweet  Reft  dwell  with  ye.  \ExiU 

Cal.  Come  out  again  ;  and  as  you  love,  Lifander^ 
Mako  hafte  away,  you  fee  his  Mind  is  troubled ; 
D*  you  know  the  Door  ye  came  at } 

Uf.  Wdl,  fwcct  Udy. 

Bb4  Cal 
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Cal.  And  can  ye  hk  it  readily  i 

Lif.  I  warrant  ye  5 
And  muft  I  go?  Muft  here  end  all  my  Happinefs ? 
Here  in  a  DrcaoH  as  if  it  faad  no  Sob(huice?   « 

Cal.  For  this  dme^  Friend,  or  here  begin  our'  Ruins  ; 
We  are  both  miferable. 

Lif.  This  is  feme  Comfcrt 
In  my  AfBiftions ;  they're  fo  full  already. 
They  can  find  no  increafe. 

CaL  Dear,  fpeak  no  more* 

Lif.  YoQ  muft  be  fiknt  then.     Cat.  Faiewd,  Lifimder^ 
Thou  joy  of  Man  farewel. 

Lif.  Farewcl,  bright  Lady, 
Honour  of  Woman-kind,  a  heav'nly  Bteffing. 

Cal  Be  ever  honeft. 

Lif.  Pll  be  a  Dog  elfc  ; 
The  Virtues  of  your  Mind  I'll  make  my  Library, 
In  which  I'll  ftudy  the  celeftial  Beauty : 
Your  Conftancy,  my  Armour  that  I'll  fight  in : 
And  on  my  Sword  your  Chaftity  ihall  fit. 
Terror  to  Rebel  Bk>od. 

Cal.  Once  more  farewel :  [Nmfe  mihm. 

O  that  my  Modefty  cou'd  hold  you  ftill,  Sir,—    . 
He  comes  again, 

Lif  Hcav*n  keep  my  Hand  from  Murder, 
Murder  of  him  I  love. 

CaL  Away,  dear.  Friend, 
Down  to  the  Garden-Scairs,  that  way,  Ufanier^ 
We  arc  betrayM  elfe. 

Lif.  Honour  guard  the  Innocent.  {Exit  Lifimder. 

Enter  CIcandcr. 

Cle.  Still  up  ?  I  fcar'd  your  Health. 

CaL  'Has  mi£*d  him  happily  \ 
Tm  going  now,  Pve  done  my  Mcdiutions, 
My  Heart's  almoft  at  Peace, 

Cle.  To  my  warm  Bed  then. 

CaL  I  wiii,  pra>  ye  lead  \A  Ptftolfiot  wibbu 

Cle.  A  P-^-»  (hot  iUVHoufc? 
At  thcfc  Hou.^,.  5u4C  fomc  Thief,  feme  Murderer : 

Rife 
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Rife  ho,  rife  all,  I  am  bett«)FU  ' 

Cal  O  Fortune! 
O  giddy  thing!  *has  mee  lome  C^ipofiriofi, 
And  kiil'd  ;  I  am  confounded,  loft  for  ever. 

Enter  Dorilaus. 

Jiar.  Now,  what's  the  fnatM^? 

Cle.  Thienea,  my  nobie  Father, 
Villains  and  Rogues.     'Dor.  Indeed  I  heard  a  PiAdI, 
Let's  fearch  about. 

Enter  Malfbrt,  Garinda,  and  Servants. 

Mai.  To  Bed  again  1  they're  gone.  Sir, 
(I  will  not  bid  you  thank  my  Valour  for't  \) 
Gone  at  the  Garden-Door,  there  were  a  Dozen, 
And  bravdy  artn'd,  I  law  'em.     Clari.  1  am  glad. 
Glad  at  tl^  Heart. 

Ser.  One  fhot  at  oie,  anul  mi(s'd  me. 

Mai.  No^  '^was  at  me,  the  Bullet  flew  dofe  by  me^ 
Clofe  by  my  Ear ;  another  had  a  huge  Sword, 
Flouriih'd  it  thus,  but  at  the  Point  I  met  him  1 
But  the  Rogue  taking  me  to  be  your  Lordihip,    . 
(As  fure  your  Name  is  terrible,  an^  we 
Not  much  unlike  i'th*  dark^  roarM  out  aloud^ 
It  is  the  Kill-Cow  Dorilaus  y  and  away 
They  ran  as  they  bad  flown:  Now  you  mufl  loFe  me, 

[Jfide  to  Clarinda. 
Or  fear  me  for  my  Courage,  Wench. 

Clari  O  Rogue! 
O  lying  Rogue  1  Lifander  ftumbled.  Madam, 
At  the  Stairs  head,  and  in  the  fall  the  Shot  went  oF^ 
Was  gone  before  they  rofe.- 

Cal.  I  thank  Heav'n  for't. 

Clari.  I  was  fi-i^ited  too,  it  ipoil'd  my  Game  with  Leon. 

Qe.  You  muft  fit  up^  and  they'd  come  to  your  Chamber 
What  Pranks  would  they  have  plaid?  How  came  the 
Door  open?  l  -.  ' 

Mat.  I  heard  'em  when  they  forc'd  it ;'  up  I  role. 
Took  Durindana  in  my  Hand,  and  like    ' 
Orlando^  iflu'd  forth* 
m  Cel. 
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Chri.  I  koMr  you're ^wliaau  »  v. 

C/^.  To  bed  again. 
And  be  you  heiy:efor€h  piovidttiCi  at  Son<*rifii% 
We  muft  pairc  for  a  while. 

Dor.  When  yoi)  are  abed. 
Take  leave  of  her,  there  'twill  be  Worth  the  ukiog. 
Here  'cis  but  a  cold  Coemony  %  ere  long 
We'll  find  Lifander^  or  we  have  iU  Fortune. 

Cle^  Lcxrk  all  the  Doors  faft. 

Mai.  Though  they  all  ftood  open. 
My  Name  writ  on  the  Door,  they  dare  not  enter.    [ExnaL 

Enter  Clarange,  and  Friar  mtb  a  Letter. 

Oara.  Tum'd  Hermit  ? 

Friar.  Yes,  and  a  devout  one  too ; 
1  heard  him  preach.    QaraJ  That  leflfens  my  Belief; 
For  though  I  grant  my  Lidian  a  Scholar* 
As  far  as  fits  a  Gentleman,  'hath  ftudied 
Humanity,  and  in  that  he's  a  Matter, 
Civility  of  Manners,  Courtfliip,  Arms; 
But  never  atm'd  at,  as  I  could  perceive. 
The  deep  Points  of  Divinky. 

Friar.  That  confirms  his  y 

Devotion  to 'be  real,  no  way  tainted 
With  Oftentation  or  Hypocrify, 
The  Cankers  of  Religion ;  his  Sermon 
So  full  of  Gravity,  and  with  fuch  Sweetne(s 
Delivered,  tb'titb  drew  the  Admiration 
Of  all  on  him  *,  his  own  Letters 

To  yog,  .  .aefs  fte  will  leave  the  WorkI, 

And  thefe  to  ««     J!    ^^,  his  late  Miftreft, 
In  which  he  hath  with  Jl  the  moving  Language 
That  ever  Ca    eisM  Rhetorick,  ibllieited 
The  Lady  to  forget  him,  and  make  you 
Bleiled  in  her  Embraces,  may  remove 
All  fcrup'lous  E)oubts. 

Clara.  It  ftrikes  a  Sadnefs  in  me, 
I  know  not  what  to  think  oft. 

Friar.  Ere  he  entred 
His  ibliury  C^II,  be  penn'd  a  Ditty, 

Hi( 
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His  kmg  and  Uft  Farwrel  taLore^  and  Women, 
So  feelingly,  that  I  confeis,  however 
It  ftands  not  with  ray  Oodtr  to  he  tafcon 
With  fuch  Poetical  Raptuies,  I  mumm%   < 
And  ftraneely,  with  it. 

Clara.  Kav«  you  th*  Copy  ? 
Friar,  Yes,  Sir« 
My  Novice  top  cao  fing  it,  if  you  pkafe 
To  give  him  hearing. 

Clara.  And  it  will  come  timely, 
Fw  I  am  full  of  melancholy  Thoughts, 
Ag^inft  which  1  have  heard,  with  reafoa,  Mufick 
To  be  the  fpe^dieft  Cure,  pray  you  apply  it* 

A  S  O  N  G   by  the  Novice. 

A£iu  f(md  L/fVif  farewel  you  wanton  Pou^rs^ 

Pm  free  again ; 
^cu  dull  Difeafe  of  Blood  and  idle  Hoursy 

BiwUcbtHF  Pain^ 
Fly  to  the  Fools  thatfigb  away  their  time. 
My  nobler  Lme  to  Heaven  climb^ 
^nd  there  behold  Beauty  fiill  youm^^ 
nat  Time  can  n^er  corrupt^  nor  Death  dejlrcy  \ 
Jpuncrtal  Sweetnefs  by  fair  Angels  fur^^ 
jtnd  honoured  by  Etemi:^  and  Joy : 
There  lives  my  Love^  tbi   .,  ./^y  Hopes  afpire  \ 
Fond  Love  declines^  this  /     * '  V  ,t ,  ;••  ?r  ws  H^ber. 

Friar.  How  do  y*  apprt ,  ^.^^.^  ., 
Qara.  To  its  due  Defert.  ..  :* 

It  is  a  heavenly  Hymn,  no  Ditty,  Father, 
It  pafles  through  my  Ears  unto  my  Sou^iq^^ 
And  works  divinely  on  it  %  give  me  leave 
A  little  to  confider ;  ihall  I  be 
Out-done  in  all  things  ?  nor  good  of  myfelf. 
Nor  by  Example?  fhall  my  loofe  Hopes  ftill, 
The  Viands  of  a  fond  AfFcdkion,  feed,  me 
I  were  a  fenfual  Beaft  ?  and  fpiritual  Food 
<;fus'd  by  my  Tick  Palate  ?  *tis  refolv'd. 
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How  far  oflT,  Father/  detb  this  new-*fnade 
B^ke  his  Abode  ? 
'V  Fri.  Some  twd  Days  Journey,  Son. 

Clara.  Having  revealM  n^  mir  Intentions  toyt^ 
I  hq>e  your  Piety  will  not  d^y  me 
Tour  Aids  to  further  *em  ?    Fri.  That  wepe  againft 
A  good  Man's  Charity.    Qara.  My  firft  Requeft  k^ 
You  wou*d  fome  time,  for  Retfoos  I  will  fisew  you. 
Defer  I>elivery  of  Lidian*%  Letter^ 
To  fair  Olinda. 

Fri.  Well,  Sin 

Clara.  For  what  follows. 
You  fhall  direft  me ;  fomethiog  I  will  do, 
A  new-born  Zeal  and  Friendfhip  prompts  me  to*      [Ex. 

Enter  Dorilaus,  Cleander,  Chamberlain^  a  Tabk^ 

Papers  at^  Cluin. 

Cle.  We  have  fupp'd  well.  Friend  s  let  our  Beds  be  read;, 
We  muft  be  ftirring  ekrly. 
Cham.  They  are  made.  Sir. 
Dcr.  I  cannot  fleep  yet,  where's  the  jovial  Hoft 
You  told  me  of  ?  *thas  been  my  cuftom  ever 
To  parly  with  mine  Hoft. 

Ck.  He's  a  good  Fellow, 
And  fuch  a  one  I  know  you  love  to  laugh  with  ^ 
Go  call  your  Mafter  up. 
Cham.  He  cannot  come.  Sir. 
Dor.  Is  he  a-bcd  with'j.  ^^^?f' 
Cham.  No  certainly?  twa-^-«^ 
Dor.  Or  with  fome  other  Guefts  ? 
Cham.  Neither,  and't  like  ye. 
Cle.  Why  then  he  fhall  come  by  your  leave,  my  Friend,  . 
rjl  fetch  him  up  myfclf. 

Cbam.  Indeed  you'll  fail.  Sir. 
Dor.  Is  he  i'th'  Houfe  > 
Cham.  No,  but  he  is  hard  by,  Sir  ; 
He's  faft  in's  Grave,  he  has  been  dead  thcfc  three  Weeks. 
Dor.  Then  o*my  Confcicnce  he  will  come  but  lamely, 
And  difcourfe  worfc. 

cu. 
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Cle.  Ibrdi^  mine  hMeft  Hoft  dleD, 
Mine  boneft  merry  Ffeft ;  will  you  to  Btd  yet  ? 

Dmr.  No,  not  thirMoar,  I  pridiee  fii  and  chat  by  me.^' 

CU.  Give  us  a  Quart  of  Wine  then,  we^U  be  merry. 

Dor.  A  maceh,  my  Soft  %  pi^r  kc  your  iYme  be  living. 
Or  lay  it  by  your  Matter.  . 

Cham.  *T  fhall  be  qyick^  Sr. 

Dor.  Hamx  mine  Boft  a  Wife  I 

Cle.  A  good  old  Woman. 

Dor.  Another  Coffin,  that  is  not  Co  handfoaie  ; 
Your  Hoftefles  in  Inns  ihould  be  Blith  things. 
Pretty  and  young,  to  dra\v  in  Pafiengprs  ; 
She'll  ne*er 
Fill  her  Beds  well,  if  fhe  be  n*t  bteoteoos. 

EnSer  Cbamierlam  with  tP^ine. 

Cle.  And  courteous  too. 

Dor.  I,  I,  and  a  good  Pdtew, 
That  will  miftake  Ibmetimes  a  Gentletriari 
For  her  good  Man.     Weil  done;  hett's  to  lender. 

Ck.  My  full  Love  meets  it ;  make  fire  in  our  Lodgri^ 
We'll  trouble  tliee  no  iarther ;  to  your  Son. 

{Exit  Cbaml^lain. 

Dor.  Put  in  Claraffgi  too ;  off  wither,  I  thank  ye ; 
This  Wine  drinks  merrier  ftill.    O  for  mme  Hoft  now^ 
Were  he  alive  again,  and  well  dii{X)sM, 
I  would  fo  claw  his  Pate. 

Cle.  You're  a  hard  drinker. 

Dor.  I  love  to  make  mine  Hoft  dhink,  he'll  lie  then 
The  rareft,  and  the  roundcft,  of  liis  Friends, 
His  Quarrels,  and  his  Guefts,  and  they're  th'beft  Bauds 

too. 
Take  *em  in  that  Tune.  C/<f.  You  know  all.  D^.IdidSoh, 
But  Time  and  Arms  have  worn  me  out.    Cle.  'Tis  lace,  Sir, 
I  hear  none  ftirring.  [^  Lute  isftruck.^ 

Dor.  Hark,  what's  that,  a  Lute  ? 
'Tis  at  the  Door,  1  think. 

Cle.  The  Doors  arc  (hut  fad. 

D$r. 
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Dor.  *Ti8  Mornii^  fttreV  ^  VUkn  am  ftot  im' 
To  fright  Mens  Iteeps ;  have  we  ne'd*  a  Pti^peirreidr! 

CU.  Now  I  itnember,  Pve  Imd  mtae  Hoft  cki 
dead) 
Touch  a  Lute  rarely  t  and  as  atdj-Bng  too^ 
A  brave  ftill  mean. 

Dor.  Vd  give  a  brace  of  i^^nr^Oowns 
To  fee  him  rife  and  ifiddk.    Cle.  Hark,  a  Song, 
Now  as  I  live  it  is  his  Voice.   . 

A    SONG. 

*Tis  late  and  cold>9  fiirmp  tbi  fin  ;  j 

Sit  cloftj  ana  draw  the  fable  n^ber  % 

Be  merry ^  and  drink  fTine  tbafs  oU^ 

A  hearty  Medicine  ^gainft  a  Cold. 

Tour  Beds  of  wanton  Down  the  befiy 

Where  you  Jhall  tumble  toymr  refi\ 

I  anCd  wifiyou  Wenches  Ufo^ 

Ait  Jam  dead^  wd  caimoi  do\ 

Call  for  the  befl  the  Houfe  may  ring^ 

Sack.  White,  and  Claret^  let  them  brings 

jtnd  drink  aface^  wbUe  Breath  you  bave^ 

TouUl  find  but  cold  Drink  in  tbeGrawy 

Plover,  Partridge,  for  your  Dinner, 

And  a  Capon  for  the  Sinner^ 

Tou  Jhall  find  ready  when  youWe  Kgp,    . 

And  your  Horfe  Jhall  have  bis  fup : 

Welcome  Jhall  fiy  round. 

And  IJhail  fmile  though  under  Ground. 

Dor.  He  fmgs  well,  the  Devil  has  a  pka&nt  Pipe. 
Cle.  The  fellow  lyM  toe. 

Enter  Hoft. 

He  is  not  dead,  he*s  here :  how  pale  Jie  lodes ! 
Dor.  Is  this  he  ? 
Cle.  Yes. 

Hoji 
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My  brave  old  Gueft  moft  welcome. 

Qi.  Lying Kii^vii^««i  -.  ^ 
To  cell  us  you  were  dead ;  come  fit  down  by.  lUb 
We  thank  ye  for  yoUF  Song. 
H^T?.  Wou'd 'c  h^d  been  better. 
Der^^  Speak,  are  ye  dead  ? 
Hoft.  Yes  indeed  am  I,  Gentlemen, 
I  have  been  dead  thefe  three  Wee]|% 

Dor.  Then  here's  to  ye. 
To  comfort  your  cold  Body.    CU.  What  d*yott  men? 
Stand  further  off.    Dor.  I  wiU  Hand  nearer  to  him. 
Shall  he  cpme  out  on's  Coffin  to  bear  us  Company, 
And  we  not  bid  him  welcome  ?  Xlome,  mine  Hoft^ 
Mine  hpneft  Hofti  here's  to  yc 
I^^  SpVics,  Sir^  drink  not. 
Cle.  Why  do  y'appcar  ? 
iiofi.  To  wait  upon  ye.  Gentlemen, 
(•Thas  been  my  Duty  living,  now  my  Farcwel;) 
I  fear  ye  are  not  us*d  accoidingly. 

Dor.  1  coQ*d  wiih  you  warmer  Company,  mine  Hofl;» 
However  we're  ua'd* 

Hqft.  Next  to  entreat  a  Courtdy, 
And  dien  I  go  to  Peace. 
Qe.  Is't  b  our  Power  ? 

Hofi.  Yes,  and  'tis  this,  to  fee  my  Body  buried 
In  holy  Ground,  for  now  I  lie  unballowM, 
By  the  Clerk's  Fault ;  let  my  new  Grave  be  made 
Amongft  good  Fellows,  that  have  died  before  me^ 
And  merry  Hofts  of  my  kind. 
Oe.  'T  fhall  be  done.. 

Dor.  And  forty  Stoops  of  Wine  drank  at  thy  Funeral. 
Cli.  Do  you  know  our  Travel  ? 
Hoft.  Yes,  to  feek  your  Friends, 
That  in  Affliftions  wander  now. 
Cli.  Alas! 

Hofi.  Seek  'em  no  farther,  but  be  confident 
They  (hall  return  in  Peace. 
Dor.  There's  comfort  yet. 

Cle. 
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Cle.  Pray  yc  one  Word  mort  i  Wt  in  your  Pbw^r,  nw 

Hoft, 
(Anfwer  me  fofcly)  fotne  Hours  'fore  my  Deadi, 
To  give  me  warning  ? 

Hoft.  I  can't  tell  ye  truly. 
But  if  I  can,  fo  much  alive  I  iov'd  ye, 
I  will  appear  again ;  adieu.  [fkbL 

Dor.  Adieu,  Sir. 

Cle.  I'm  troubled ;  diefe  ftrange  Appariticns  are 
For  th'moft  part  fatal. 

D^.  This,  if  told,  will  not 
Find  credit ;  fhe  Light  breaks  apace,  let's  lie  down 
And  take  Tome  little  Reft,  an  Hour  or  two. 
Then  do  mine  Hoft's  ddire,  and  fo  return  ^ 
I  do  believe  him.  v 

Cle.  So  do  I ;  to  reft.  Sir.  ^     [Exiiat. 

Enter  CaUfta,^  and  Clarinda. 

Cai  Clarinda! 

Clari.  Madam. 

Cdl.  Is  the  Houfe  well  ordered  ?  '     '    , 

The  Doors  looked  to,  now  in  your  Maft^S  Abfcn<i  ? 
Your  Care,  and  Diligence  amongft  the  Servants  ? 

Clari.  Vm  ftirring,  Madam.  "  "^ 

Cal.  So  thou  art,  Clarinda  ^ 
More  than  thou  ought'ft  Tm  fure  ;  why  doft  thou  bfafli  ? 

Clari.  Idonotblufli. 

Cal.  Why  doft  thou  hang  thy  Head,  Wench  ? 

Clari.  Madam,  ycare  deceived,  I  look  upright,"  . 
I  underftand  ye  not :  She  has  fpied  Leon.  [^Jfiif* 

Shame  of  his  want  of  caution.    Cal.  Look  on  me  v 
What,  blufh again? 

Clari.  'Tis  more  than' I  know.  Madam  5 
I  have  no  caufe  that  I  find  yet. 

CaL  Examine  then. 

Qari.  Your  Ladyfhip  is  ktj  I  think,  to  Ihame  me. 

Cal.  Do  not  deferveV.     Who  lay  with  you  IklbNrght? 
What  Bedfellow  had  ye  ?  None  of  the  Maids  came  near  ye. 

Clari.  Madam,  they  did.  ^ 

Cal.  'Twas  one  in  your  Coufui's  Cloaths  t^^ 

Aad^ 
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And  wore  a  Sword ;  and  fure  I  keep  no  Amazons. 
Wench  do  not  lie,  'cwill  but  proclaim  thee  Guilty ; 
(14)  Lies  hide  our  Sins  like  Nets ;  like  Perfpedtives, 
They  draw  Offences  nearer  ftill,  and  greater  : 
Come  tell  the  truth. 

Clari.  You  are  the  flrangeft  Lady 
To  have  thefe  Doubts  of  me;  how  have  I  liv'd,  Madam? 
And  which  of  all  my  careful  Services 
Efeferves  thefeShames  ?  Cal.  Leave facing/twill  not  fervcye: 
This  Impudence  becomes  thee  worfe  than  Lying. 
I  thought  ye  had  liv'd  well,  and  I  was  proud  oft ; 
But  you  are  pleas*d  t'abufe  my  Thoughts  ;  who  was*t  ? 
Honed  Repentance  yet  will  make  the  Fault  lefs. 

Oari.  Do  ye  compel  me  ?    Do  you  ftand  fo  ftrifl:  too  ? 
Kay,  theif  have  at  ye ;  J  fhall  rub  that  Sore,  Madam, 
Since  ye  provoke  me,  will  but  vex  your  Ladyfhip  \ 
]jet  me  alone. 

Cah  I  will  know. 

Ctari.  For  your  own  Peace, 
The  Peace  of  your  own*  Confcience,  ask  no  farther ; 
Walk  in,  and  let  me  alone. 

Cd.  No,  Pll  know  all. 

Qari.  Why,  then  Pll  tell  ye ;  ^twas  a  Man  I  lay  with, 
(Never  admire,  'tis  eafy  to  be  dohe.  Madam, 
And  ufual  too)  a  proper  Man  I  lay  wkh  ; 
Why  Ihou'd  you  vex  at  that  ?   Young  as  Lifandcr^ 
And  able  too  ?  I  grudge  not  at  your  Pleafure, 
Why  (bou*d  you  ftir  at  mine  ?  I  deal  none  from  ye. 

Cal.  And  doft  thou  glory  in  this  Sin  ? 

Qari.  Vm  glad  on*t. 
To  glory  in't  is  for  a  mighty -Lady 
That  may  conimand. 

Qari.  Why  didft  thou  name  Lifander  ? 

Qari.  Does't  anger  ye  ?  Does  it  a  little  gall  ye  } 
I  know  it  does ;   why  would  ye  urge  me.  Lady  i 
Why  wou'd  ye  be  lb  curious  to  compel  me  ? 
I  nam*d  Lifander  as  my  Precedent, 

(14)  Lin  hkle  our  Sins — — ]  Thus  Mr.  Siward  readi,  and  thas  tht 
Copy  of  164.7  ruo9.     yulg»    Lin  hid  our  Siuf. 

You  V.  Cc  The 
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The  rule  I  err'd  by ;  you  love  him,  I  know  it, 

I  grudgM  not  at  it,  but  am  pleasM  it  is  fo ; 

And  by  my  care  and  diligence  you  enjay'd  him. 

Shall  1  for  k^ping  counfcl  have  no  Comfort  ? 

Will  you  have  all  yourfelf  ?  Ingrofs  all  Pleafure  ? 

Are  ye  fo  hard-hearted  ?  Why  do  ye  blufti  now..  Madam  ? 

Cal.  My  Anger  blufhes,  not  my  Shame,  bafe  Woman. 

Clari.  ril  make  your  Shame  blufh,  liiKe  you  put  me  to't} 
Who  lay  with  you  t'other  Night  ? 

Cal.  Withmc?  ycMonftcr. 

Ckrif  Whole  fweec  Embraces  circled  ye?   Not  your 
Husband's ; 
I  woiKler  ye  dare  touch  me  in  thispoint,  Mad^m? 
Stir  her  againft  ye  in  whofe  hand  your  Life  lies  ? 
More  than  your  Life,  your  Honour?  What  iwX%AfW7M 
Was  that  1  brought  you  ?  that  Maid  had  ne'er  a  Petticoat. 

Cal.  She'll  half  perfuade  me  anon,  I  am  a  Beaft  too» 
And  I  miftruft  myfelf,  though  I  am  honed. 
For  giving  her  the  Helm.     Thou  know'fti  Ciarinda^ 
Ev'n  in  thy  Confcience,  I  was  ever  Virtuous  i 
As  far  from  Luft  in  meeting  with  Lifander^ 
As  the  pure  Wind  in  welcoming  the  Morning ; 
In  all  the  G)nverIation  I  had  with  him. 
As  free,  and  innocent,  as  yon  fair  Heaven  % 
Didft  n't  thou  perfuade  me  too? 

Clari.  Yes,  I  had  rcafon  for't. 
And  now  you  are  perfuaded  V\\  make  ufe  on*t. 

Cal.  If]  had  fin'd  thus,  and  my  Youth  cntic'd  me,. 
The  noblenefs  and  beauty  of  his  Perfon, 
Befide  the  mighty  Benefits  Pm  bound  to. 
Is  this  fufficient  Warrant  for  thy  Wcakncfs  ? 
If  I  had  been  a  Whore,  and  crav'd  thy  Counfel 
In  the  conveyance  of  my  Fault,  and  Faithftilncfc, 
Thy  fecrefie,  and  truth  in  hiding  of  it ; 
Is  it  thy  Juftice  to  repay  me  thus  ? 
To  be  the  Mafter  Sinner  to  compel  me  ? 
And  build  thy  Luft's  fccur'ty  on  mine  Honour? 

Clari.  They* that  love  this  Sui,  love  their  Security ; 
Prcventbn,  Madam,  is  the  Nail  I  knock'd  at. 
And  1  hav«  hit  it  home,  and  fo  Til  hold  it. 

And 
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And  you  rouft  pardon  me,  and  be  filent  too) 
And  futFer  what  yc  fee,  and  fufier  patiently  j 
J  diall  do  worfe  elle. 

Col.  Thou  canft  not  touch  my  Credit, 
Truth  will  not  fuSer  mc  to  be  abus'd  thus. 

aari.  Donotypu  fticktoTnitb,  Ihc's  fcldom  heard* 
Madam, 
A  poor  weak  Tongue  the  has,  and  that  is  hoarfe  too 
'With  pleading  at  the  Bars ;  noae  underftands  her. 
Or  if  you  had  her,  whac  cut  ihc  fay  for  ye  ? 
Muft  fhe  not  fwear  he  came  at  Midnight  to  ye^ 
The  Door  left  open,  and  your  Husband  cozened 
With  a  fcign'd  Sicknefs? 

Cal.  But  by  my  Soul  I  was  honeft. 
Thou  know'ft  I  was  honeft. 

Clari.  That's  all  6ne  what  I  know, 
"What  I  will  teftify  is.that  lliall  vex  ye;    ■ 
Truft  not  a  guilty  Rage  with  Likelihoods, 
And  on  apparent  Proof;  take  heed  of  that.  Madam } 
If  you  were  innocent,  as't  may  be  ye  are, 
I  do  not  know,  I  leave  it  to  your  Confciencc, 
It  were  the  wcakeft  and  the  podl-cft  part  of  ye. 
Men  being  fo  willing  to  believe  the  word, 
Soopcn-ey'd  in  this  Age  to  all  Infamy, 
To  put  yout  Fame  in  this  weak  Bark  to  th'  venture- 

Cal.  What  do  I  fuffer  ?  O  my  precious  Honour, 
Into  what  Box  of  Evils  have  I  iock'd  thee? 
Yet  rather  than  be  thus  outbrav'd,  and  by 
My  Drudge,  my  Footftool,  one  chat  fii'd  to  be  lb, 
Pcrifli  both  Life,  and  Honour ;  Devil  thus 
I  dare  thy  word,  defie  thee,  fpit  at  thee. 
And  in  my  virtuous  Rage,  thus  trample  on  thee ;    ■ 
Awe  me  thy  Miftrefs,  Whore,  to  be  thy  Bawd? 
Out  of  my  Houfe,  proclaim  all  that  thou  know'd. 
Or  Malice  can  invent;  fetch  Jealoufie 
From  Hell,  and  like  a  Fury  breath  it  in 
The  Bofom  of  my  Lord ;  and  to  thy  utmoft 
Blaft  my  fair  Fame,  yet  thou  Ihalt  feel  with  Horror 
To  thy  fear'd.  Confcience,  my  Truth  is  built 
On  fuch  a  firm  bafc,  that  if  e'er  it  can 

Cc2  Be 
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Be  forc'd,  or  undermined  by  thy  bafe  Scandals, 

Heav'n  keeps  no  guard  on  Innocence.  [Exil. 

Claru  Tmloft, 
In  my  own  Hopes  fbrfaken,  and  muft  fall, 
(The  greatcft  Torment  to  a  guilty  Woman  J 
Without  revenge ;  'Till  I  can  fafliion  it 
I  muft  fubmit,  at  leaft  appear  as  if 
I  did  repent,  and  would  ofitnd  no  farther. 
Monfieur  Beronie^  my  Lord's  Brother,  is 
Oblig'd  unto  me  for  a  private  Favour : 
•Tis  he  muft  meditate  for  me;  but  when  Time 
And  Opportunity  bids  me  ftrike,  my  wreak 
Shall  pour  itfelf  on  her  nice  Chaftity 
Like  to  a  Torrent,  Deeds,  not  Words  ihall  fpeak  me.  | 


A  C  T    VI.      S  C  E  N  E     L 

Enter  Alcidon  and  Beronte,  feverally. 

Ak.  '\r^  'f c  opportunely  met.    Ber.  Your  Countenance 
j[    Exprefles  haftc  mixt  with  fome  fear. 

Ale.  You'll  fhare 
With  me  in  both,  as  foon  as  you  are  made  • 
Acquainted  with  the  Caufc  \  (i  5)  if  you  love  Virtue, 
In  danger  not  fecure  5  I  have  no  time 
For  Circumftance,  inftrudt  me  \(  Lifandsr 
(16)  Be  in  your  Father's  Houfe  ? 

Ber.  Upon  my  Knowledge 

( i^)   m.         —  if  you  lovi  Virtue 

In  danger  not  fecure  \ ]  Thus  lill  the  Copies,  hot  whe- 
ther right  or  wrong,  the  Reader  mull  judge:  To  me  the  Place  appon 
manifelUy  corrupt,  and  I  am  inclined  to  think  it  ought  to  run  fo^ 

if  you  love  Virtue, 
In  danger  ought  to  fuccour  it. 
(16)  Be  in  your  Fathers  Houfi}]  As  Beronte* s  Father  does  not  ap- 
pear once  thro*  the  Play,  it  may  well  be  fappofed  he  is  not  among  the 
Living,  and  fo  we  ought  to  read  (as  Mr.  Seward  likewife  obferv*^} 
thus. 

Be  in  your  Brother'/  Hou/e  ' 

But  this  I  lay  no  great  Strefs  on^  and  the  Reader  may  take  his  Choice. 

He 


\ 


Tlie  Lovers  Progrefs.  405 

He  is  not  there. 

Mc.  I'm  glad  on'i.    Why,  good  Sir  ?    • 
Without  Offence  I  fpeak  it,  there's  no  Place 
,  In  which  he  is  more  honour'd,  or  more  fafe, 
"Than  with  his  Friend  Cleandtr. 

jUc.  In  your  Votes  • 

I  grant  it  true,  but  as  it  now  ftands  with  him, 
I  can  give  reafon  ta  make  Satisfadion 
For  what  I  fpeak  -,  you  cannot  but  remember 
The  ancient  Difference  between  Ufander 
And  CloridoH,  a  Man  in  Grace  at  Court. 

Ber.  I  do ;  and  the  foul  Plot  of  Cieridon's  Kinfmen 
Upon  U/ander's  Life,  for  a  Fall  given 
To  Cleriden  'fore  the  King,  as  they  cncountred 
At  a  folemn  Tilting,    yflc.  It  is  now  rcTcng*d. 
Jn  briefa  Challenge  was  brought  to  Lifander 
By  one  Cbryfantes  \  and  as  fax  as  Valour 
Would  give  him  Leave,  dcclin'd  by  bold  Lifander  : 
But  Peace  rcfus'd,  and  Braves  on  Braves  heap'd  on  1  Jm* 
Atone  he  met  the  Oppofites,  ending  the  Quarrel 
With  both  their  Lives. 

Ser.  Pm  truly  forry  for't. 

u4lc,'  The  King  incenfcd  for  his  Favourite's  Death, 
Hath  fet  a  Price  upon  Lifander'%  Head, 
As  a  Reward  to  any  Man  that  brings  it 
Alive  or  dead  t  to  gain  this,  everywhere 
He  is  purfu'd,  and  laid  for,  and  the  Friendlhip 
Between  him  and  your  noble  Brother  known, 
HisHoufe  in  reafon  cannot  pali  unlcarcht,  * 

And  lhat*s  the  principal  Caufc  that  drew  me  hither. 
To  haften  his  remove,  if  he  had  chofcn 
This  Caftle  for  his  Sanftuary. 

Btr.  'Twas  done  nobly. 
And  you  moft  welcome }  this  Night  pray  you  take 
A  Lodging  with  us  j  and  at  my  Entreaty 
Conceal  this  from  my  Brother,  he  Is  grown 
Exceeding  fad  of  late ;  and  the  hard  Fortune 
Of  one  he  values  at  fa  high  a  rate. 
Will  much  increafc  his  Melancholy. 

^Ic.  Vm  tutor'd : 

C  c  3  Pray 
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Pray  you  lead  the  way. 

Ber.  To  feiVe  you,  I  will  (hew  it.  \^Exeufd. 

Enter  Cleander  with  a  Book. 

Cle.  Nothing  more  certain  than  to  die,  but  when 
Is  moft  uncertain  :*If  fo,  every  Hour 
We  (hould  prepare  us  for  the  Journey,  which 
Is  not  to  be  put  off".     1  mud  fubcnit 
To  the  divine  Decree,  not  argue  it. 
And  chearfully  I  welcome  it:  I  have 
Difpos'd  of  my  Eftate,  confefs'd  my  Sins, 
And  have  Remiffion  from  my  Ghoftly  Father, 
(i"])  Being  at  Peace  too  here.     The  Apparition 
Proceeded  not  from  Fancy,  Dorilaus 
Saw  it,  and  heard  it  with  me  *,  it  made  anfwer 
To  our  Demands,  and  promised,   if  'twere  not 
Deny'd  to  hifn  by  Fate,  he  would  forewarn  mc 
'Of  my  approaching  end.     I  ftt\  no  Symptom 
Of  Sickncfs-,  yet  I  know  not  how,  a  Dulneft 
In vadeth  me  all  over.    Ha ! 

^  Enter  Hoft. 

Hoft.  I  come.  Sir, 
To  keep  my  Promife ;  and  as  far  as  Spirits 
Are  fenfible  of  Sorrow  for  the  Living, 
I  grieve  to  be  theMeflcnger  to  tell  you, 
£re  many  Hours  pafs,  you  mud  refolve 
To  fill  a  Grave. 

Cle.  •  And  fealt  the  Worms  ? 

Hoji.  E'en  fo.  Sir. 

Qe,  I  hear  it  like  a  Man.    Hoft.  It  well  becomes  you. 
There's  no  evading  it.     Cle.  Can  you  difcover 
By  whofc  Means  1  muft  die?    Hoft.  That  is  dtny'd  me: 

(17)  Being  atPeaei  /whcar.— }  This  is  wrong;  while C/#ai^/r 
fp^s  thefe  Words,  he  lays  his  Hand  upon  his  Brcaft,  to  fignify  that 
his  Confcience  was  at  eafe,  and  had  nothing  at  all  to  reproach  him 
with  i  we  (hould  therefore  read, 
Bting  ai  Peaa  too  here.- 
Thus  too  reads  Mr.  Seward,  and  t.iis  LedUon  is  confirn^i  by  tlie 
Fo/io  of  i6j^7. 

But 
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But  my  Predi&ioa  is  too  furc ;  prepara 
To  make  your  Peace,  with  Heav*n,  fo  far 


c  your  Peace,  with  Heav*n,  fo  farcwel.  Sir.  \ExU* 
Cle.  I  fee  no  En'my  near ;  and  yet  I  tremble 
Xike  a  pale  Coward  i  my  fad  Doom  pronounc'd 
By  this  aerial  Voice,  as  in  a  Glafs 
Shews  me  my  Death  in  its  mod  dreadful  Shape. 
What  Vampire  can  my  human  Frailty  rai(e 
Againll  th'  AHauIt  of  Fate  I  I  do  begin 
To  fear  myfelf,  my  inward  Strengths  forfake  mc, 
I  muft  call  out  for  help,     ^ithin  there!  hafte 
And  break  in  to  my  Refcue. 

Enter   Dorilaus,    Catifta,    01inda»    Bcronte,    Alcidob* 
ServanlSy  and  Clarinda,  at  feveral  Doori. 

Dor.  Refcue?  where? 
Shew  me  your  Danger.    Cal,  I  will  interpofe 
My  Loyal*Breaft  between  you  and  all  Hazard. 

Ber^  Your  Brother's  Sword  fecures  you. 

^Ic.  A  true  Friend  will  die  in  your  Defence. 

CU.  I  thank  ye. 
To  all  my  Thanks.    Encompafs'd  thus  with  Friendi 
How  can  I  fear  ?  and  yet  I  do :  I'm  wounded^ 
Mortally  wounded ;  nay  it  is  within, 
I  am  hurt  in  my  Mind:  One  Word— — 

Dor.  A  thoulaiid.' 

CU.  I  Ihall  not  live  to  fpeak  fo  many  to  you. 

Dor.  Why  ?  what  forbids  you  ? 

Cie.  But  e'en  now  the  Spirit 
Of  my  dead  Hoft  appear*d,  and  told  me,  thu 
This  Night  I  fliould  bfc  with  him  \  Did  you  not  meet  ic  ? 
It  went  out  ac  that  Door. 

Dor.  A  vain  Chimera 
Of  your  Imagination:  Can  you  think 
Mine  Hoft  wou'd  not  as  well  have  fpoke  to  me  now. 
As  he  did  in  the  Inn  ?  Thefe  waking  Dreams, 
Not  alone  trouble  you,  but  ftrikeanrange 
Diflraftion  in  your  Family.    See  the  Tears 
Of  my  poor  Daughter,  feir  OUnda's  Sadncls, 
Your  Brother's  and  your  Friends  grief.  Servants  forro*. 
Good  Son  bear  up,  you've  many  Years  to  lire 

Cc4  A 
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A  Comfort  to  us  all ;  let's  in  to  Supper ; 
Ghofts  never  walk  'till  after  Midnight,  if    . 
I  may  believe  my  Grannim.     We  will  wafli 
Thcfe  Thoughts  (1 8)  away  with  Wine,  fpight  of  Hobgob- 
lins. 

Ck.  You  reprehend  me  juftly ;  gentle  Madam,  • 
And  all  the  reft,  forgive  me ;  IMI  endeavour 
To  be  merry  with  you.     Dor.  That's  well  faid. 

Ber.  I  have 
Procured  your  Pardon.  [7v  Clarinda. 

Cal.  Once  more  I  receive  you 
Into  my  Service;  but  take  Ipecial  Care 
You  fall  no  further. 

Clari.  Never,  Madam.  Sir, 
When  you  (hall  find  fit  time  to  call  me  to  it,  [^4fide. 

I  will  make  good  what  I  have  faid.     Ber.  *TilI  when. 
Upon  your  Life  be  filent.    Sor.  We  will  have 
A  Health  unto  Lifander. 
.    CU.  His  Name,  Sir, 

Somewhat  revives  me ;  but  his  Sight  wou*d  cure  me. 
However  l^t's  to  Supper. 

Olin.  Would  Clarange 
And  Udian  were  here  too,  as  they  ihou'd  b«. 
If  Wifhes  cou'd  prevail. 

Ci/.  They  are  fruitlefs.  Madam.     *  [^ExU. 

Enter  Leon. 

Leon.  If  that  Report  fpeak  Truth,  Clarinda  is 
DifchargM  her  Lady's  Service,  and  what  Burden 
I  then  have  drawn  upon  me  is  apparent ; 
The  Crop  (he  reapt  from  her  Attendance  was 
Her  beft  Revenue,  and  my  principal  Means 
Clarinda'^  Bounty,  though  1  laboured  hard  fdr't, 
A  younger  Brother's  Fortune.    Muft  I  now 
Have  fow'r  Sawce,  after  fweet  Meats  ?  and  be  driven 
To  levy  half  a  Crown  a  Week,  befides 
Clouts,  Sope,  and  Candles,  for  my  Heir  apparent, 

( 1 8)  anv(vf  ivitb  Wine,  in  /fja^f  of )  So  Vulg.  Tkt 

Ttxt  is  from  the  Copy  of  1647. 

If 
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If  Sic  prove,  as  Ihe  fwcars  ftie  is,  with  Child ; 
Such  as  live  this  way,  find  like  me,  though  wenching 
Hath  a  fair  Fuce,  there's  a  Dragpn  in  the  Tail  oft. 
That  fiings  to  th*  quick.     I  muft  skulk  here,  untill 
I  am  rcfolv'd  :  How  my  Heart  pants  between 
My  Hopes  and  Fears  I  She's  come  j  are  we  t'  tb'  Port  ? 
If  not,  let's  fink  together. 

Enter  Clarinda. 

Clari,  Things  go  better 
Than  you  defcrve ;  you  carry  things  fo  openly, 
I  muft  bear  cv'ry  way;  I  am  once  more 
In  my  Lady's  Grace.     L^on.  And  1  in  yours. 

Clari.  It  may  be  j 
But  I  have  fworn  unto  my  Lady  never 
To  fm  again. 

Leon,  To  be  furpriz'd the  fin 

Is  in  itfelf  exculable ;  to  be  ukeo 
Is  a  Crime,  as  th*  Poet  writes. 

Qari.  You  know  my  Wcakncfi, 
And  that  makes  you  ib  confident.     You've  got 
A  fair  Sword  %  was  it  not  Ltfander's? 

Leon.  Yes,  Wench, 
And  I  ffovm  valiant  by  the  wearing  of  it : 
It  hath  been  th*  Death  of  two.     With  this  Ujander 
Slew  Cloridoti,  and  Cbryfantbes.     I  took  it  up. 
Broken  i'  th*  Handle,  but  that  is  reform'd. 
And  now  in  my  PolTcflion ;  the  late  Mailer 
Dares  never  come  to  challenge  it :  This  Sword, 
And  all  the  Weapons  that  I  have,  are  ever 
Devoted  to  thy  Service:  Shall  we  bill? 
I'm  very  gamefome. 

Clari.  I  muft  firft  difpofe  of 
The  Fool  Malfort ;  he  has  Tmoak'd  you,  and  is  not. 
But  by  Ibme  new  Device,  to  be  kept  from  me  \ 
I  have  it  here  ftiall  fit  him :  You  know  where 
You  muft  expert  me,  with  all  poflible  filcnce 
Get  thither. 

Lmh.  You  will  follow  ? 

Clari.  WUl  I  live  ? 

She 
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She  that  is  forfeited  to  Luft  mufl:  die,  I 

That  humour  being  un-fed ;  begone^  here  comes [[£x.Let».  I 
My  Champion  in  Armour.  I 

Enter  Maikn  in  Affhour.  '  | 

Mai.  \that  Adventure 
I'^  bound  upon  I  know  not,  but  it  is  | 

My  Miftrefs*  Pleafure  that  I  (hould  appear  thus.  I 

I  may  perhaps  be  terrible  to  others,  I 

But  as  I  am,  I'm  fure  my  Shadow  frights  me ;  I 

The  cl^ftiing  of  my  Armour  in  my  Ears,  I 

Sounds  like  a  Pafling-bell)  and  my  Buckler  puts  me 
In  mind  of  a  Bier  i  this  my  Broad-fword,  a  Pkk-axe        | 
To  dig  my  Grave:  O  Love!  abominable  Love ! 
What  Monfters  iflfue  from  thy  difmal  Den,  i 

Clarinda\  Placket  (19)  which  I  muft  encounter^ 
Or  never  hope  to  enter. 

Clari.  Here's  a  Knight-Errant,  Moti^^tviv  Malfarti 

Mai.  Stand,  (land. 
Or  ril  fell  for  ye.     Clari.    Know  ye  not  my  Voice? 

Mai.  Yes,  'twas  at  that  I  trembl'd. 
But  were  my  falfe  Friend  Leon  here 

Qari.  'Tis  he. 

Mai.  Where?  where? 

Clari.  He  is  not  come  yet* 

Mai.  'Tis  well  for  him, 
I  am  fo  full  of  V/rath. 

Clari.  Or  fear— —This  -Leon^ 
Howe'er  my  Kinfman,  hath  abus*d  you  grofly. 
And  this  Night  vows  to  take  me  hence  perforce. 
And  marry  met*  another:  *Twas  for  this, 
Prefuming  on  your  Love,  I  did  entreat  you 
To  put  your  Armour  on,  that  with  more  Safety 
You  might  defend  me. 

Mai.  And  Pll  do  it  bravely. 

Cla.  You  muft  ftand  here  to  beat  him  oflf,  atidXufo 
No  human  thing  to  pafs  you,  though  *t  appear  . 

•  •     - 

(19)      ><>    'What  /  uimJI  tHtMttitr,']  The  Text  is  Sfom-  the  firft 
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In  my  Lord's  fliapc,  or  Lady's :  Be  not  cozttiM 
"With  a  difguifc.    Mai.  I  have  been  fiool'd  already,- 
But  now  Pm  wife.    Clari.  You  muft  fwear  not  to  ftir 
hence. 

Mai.  Upon  thcfe  Lips. 

Oari.  Nor  move  until  I  call  you. 

Mai.  Til  grow  here  rather. 

Clari.  This  Night's  Task  well  ended^ 
I  am  yours  to  Morrow.    Keep  fore  guard.      [EsHt  Claris 

Mai.  Adieu; 
My  Honey-comb,  how  fweet  thou  art,  did  not 
A  Neft  of  Hornets  keep  it ;  what  Impoflibilities 
Love  makes  me  undertake?  I  know  myfejf 
A  natural  Coward,  and  (hould  Leon  come. 
Though  this  were  Cannon  proof,  I  Ihould  deliver 
The  Wench  before  he  ask'd  her.    I  hear  fome  footing  | 
•Tis  he;  where  (hall  I  hide  myfelf  ?  that  is 
My  beft  Defence. 

f  Enter  Cleandcr. 

Cle.  I  cannot  fleep,  ftrange  Vifions 
Make  this  poor  Life,  I  fear*d  of  late  to  lofe, 
A  Toy  that  I  grow  weary  of. 

Mai.  *Tis  Leon. 

Cle.  What's  that? 

Mai.  If  you  are  come,  Sir,  for  darinda^ 
I'm  glad  I  have  her  for  yoa ;  rrefigd 
My  Intereft,  you'll  find  her  in  her  Chamber,* 
I  did  (lay  up  to  tell  you  (b.     Cle.  Qartnda 
And  Leon !  There  is  (bmething  more  in  this 
Than  I  can  (!ay  to  ask.  •    [Exitf 

Mai.  What  a  cold  pickle. 
And  that  none  of  the  fweeteft,  do  I  find 
My  poor  (elf  in !  * 

Cle.  \Speah within.']  Yield,  Villaia, 

Enter  Clarinda  and  Leon  runnings  Claaider  following. 

Clari.  'Tis  my  Lord, 
Shift  for  yourfelf.  Leon.  His  Life.  Shall  firft  make  anfwcr 

For* 
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For  this  Intrufion.  [KiUs  Qeander.  I 

Mal^  I  am  going  away,  I 

Pm  gone  already  [  FaUs  in  a  Swoon,  I 

Ck.  Heav'n  take  Mercy  on  I 

My  Soul ;  too  true  prefaging  Hoft.  I 

Clari.  He*s  dead,  I 

And  this  Wretch  little  better :  Do  you  ftare  I 

Upon  your  Handy- work?    Leon.  I  am  amaz'd.  I 

Clari.  Get  o'er  the  Garden  Wall,  fly  for  your  Life,  I 
But  leave  your  Sword  behind ;  enquire  not  why :  I 

I'll  faihion  fomething  out  of  it,  though  I  periili,  I 

Shall  make  way  for  Revenge.  I 

Lfof^'  Thefc  arc  the  Fruits  I 

Of  Lu  ft ,  Clarinda.  I 

Clari,  Hence,  repenting  Milkjfop.  [Exit  Leon.  I 

Now  'tis  too  late.     Lifander*s  Sword,  ay,  that,  I 

[Puis  the  Sword  in  Malfort*i  Hand.  I 
That  is  the  Bafe  I'll  build  on.     So,  1*11  raife  1 

TheHoufe.  Help!  Murder,  a  moft  horrid  Murder.  1 
Monfieur  Beronte^  noble  Dorilaus^  \ 

All  buried  in  fleep  ?  Ay  me,  a  Murder !  | 

A  moft  unheard  of  Murder ! 

Enter  Dorilaus  as  from  Bed. 

Dor.  More  Lights,  Knaves ;  ' 

Beronte^  Jlcidon  i  more  Lights. 

Enter  Beronte,  Alcidoa,  and  Servants  with  Lights. 

Clari.  By  this 
I  fee  too  much.    Dor.  My  Son  Cleander  bathing 
In  his  own  Gore.    The  Etevil  to  tell  Truth  i*  th* 
Shape  of  an  Hoft !    Ber.  My  Brother  ? 

Mai.  I  have  been 
r  th'  other  World,  in  Hell  I  think,  thefc  Devils 
With  Fire-brands  in  their  Paws  fent  to  torment  me, 
(Though  I  ne'er  did  the  Deed,)  for  my  lewd  purpofe 
To  be  a  Whore-mafter.     Dor.  Who's  that  ?     jilc.  'Tis 

one  in 
Arnx)ur.    A  bloody  Sword  in  *s  Hand. 

Dor.  SansqwHion 

The 
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The  Murderer.    MaL  Who  I?  you  do  me  wrong, 
I  never  had  the  Heart  to  kill  a  Chicken  ; 
Nor  do  I  know  this  Sword. 

jflc.  I  do,  too  well. 

Ber.  I've  feen  Dfander  wear  if. 

Clari.  This  confirnas 
What  Yefter-night  I  whifper'd :  Let  it  work. 
The  Circumftance  may  make  it  good.     Mai.  My  Lord? 
And  I  his  Murderer  ? 

Ber.  Drag  the  Villain  hence. 
The  Rack  ihall  force  a  free  Confeflion  from  him. 

MaL  I  am  (truck  dumb ;  you  need  not  Hop  my  Mouth  J 

Ber.  AvrsLy  with  him.  [£xi/  wUb  Mai. 

Enfer  Califta  and  Olinda. 

Cal.  Where  is  my  Lord  ? 

Dor.  All  that  • 

Remains  of  him  lies  there :  Look  on  this  Objeft^ 
And  then  turn  Marble.  • 

Cal.  I  am  fo  already. 
Made  fit  to  be  his  Monument :  But  wherefore 
Do  you,  that  have  both  Life  and  Motion  kft  you, 
Sund  fad  Speflators  of  his  Death,  and  not 
Bring  forth  his  Nlurderer  ?     Ber.  That  lies  in  you : 
You  muft,  and  (hall  produce  him.   Dor.  She,  Beronte  f 

Ber.  None  *e We. 

Dor.  Thou  ly*ft,  Ml  prove  it  on  thy  Head, 
Or  write  it  on  thy  Heart. 

Jlc.  Forbear,  there  is 
Too  much  Blood  ihed  already. 

Ber.  Let  not  Cholcr 
Stifle  your  Judgment :  Many  an  honeft  Father 
Hath  got  a  wicked  Daughter.     If  I  prove  not 
With  evident  Proofs,  her  Hand  was  in  the  Blood 
Of  my  dear  Brother,  too  good  a  Husband  for  her. 
Give  your  Revenge  the  Reins,  and  fpur  it  forward. 

Dor.  If  any  Circumftance  but  (hew  her  guilty, 
IMl  ftrikc  the  firft  Stroke  at  her. 

Ber.  Let  me 
Ask  a  queftion  calml  y.Do  you  know  this  Sword  .^ 

Have 
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Have  you  not  fcen  Lifand^r  often  wear  it  ? 

Dor.  The  fame  with  which  he  refcued  me-     Cal.  I  di, 
What  Inference  from  this  to  make  me  guilty  ? 

Ber.  Was  he  not  with  you  in  the  Houfe  to  Ni^hc  ? 

Cal.  No,  on  my  Souk 

Ber.  Nor  ever  heretofore 
In  private  wii;h  you,  when  you  felgn'd  a  Sicknd$» 
To  keep  your  Husbaad  abfcnt  ?     CaL  Never,  Sir, 
To  a  diftioncft  End.     Ber.  Was  not  this  Woman 
Your  Inftrument  ?  Her  Silence  docs  confefs  it. 
Here  lies  CUander  dead,  and  here  the  Sword 
Of  falfc  Lifander^  too  long  covered  with 
A  Mafque  of  fecmlng  Truth. 

Dor.  And  is  this  ail 
The  Proof  ye  can  alledge  ?     Lifander  guilty. 
Or  my  poor  Daughter  an  Addtcrefs  ? 
Suppofe  that  fhe  iiad  chang'd  Difcourfe  with  one 
To  whom  fhe  ow'd  much  more  ?    Cal.  Thou  hail:  tlif 

ends,  ^ 

Wicked  Ckrinda.  ISbe  falls. 

Olin.  Help,  the  Lady  finks. 
Malice  hath  kill'd  her.    Dor.  I  wou*d  have  her  live. 
Since  I  dare  fwear  fee's  innocent :  *Tis  no  Time 
Or  Place  to  argue  now ;  this  Cauie  mifll  be 
Decided  by  the  Judge ;  and  though  a  Father, 
I  will  deliver  her  into  the  Hands 
Of  Juftice :  If  (he  prove  true  Gold  when  try'd, 
She*s  mine ;  if  not,  with  Curfes  Pll  difclaim  her : 
Take  up  your  part  of  Sorrow,  mine  Ihall  be 
Ready  to  anfwcr  with  her  Life  the  Faft 
That  fhe  is  charged  with.     Ber.  Sir,  I  look  upon  you 
As  on  a  Father.     Dor.  With  the  Eyes  of  Sorrow 
(20)  I  fee  you  as  a  Brother:  Let  your  Witnefles 
Be  ready. 

Ber.  'Tis  my  care. 

(20)  I/ee  you  as  a  Brother : -]  /\  e,  Js  a  Partaker  in  S0rrow^ 

if  the  Place  is  right :  Otherwife  to  make  an  Antithtjis^  it  ought  to  be, 

I  fee  you  as  a  Son. 
Beronte  having  before  led  the  way  6y  feyjng, 

/  looft  upon  jou  as  a  Father. 

Jh. 


The  Lovers  Progrefu  415 

jSc.  I  am  for  Lydian. 
Thi3  Accident  no  doubt  wUl  drav  turn  from 
His  Hermit's  Life. 

Ckri.  Thing?  yot  go  right ;  perfifl,  Sk.        {Exmat. 
Enter  Lifander,  and  Lancelot. 

Lif.  Are  th'Horfes  dead? 

Ijon.  Out-right.    If  you  ride  at  this  rate. 
You  muft  refolve  to  kill  your  two  a  dajr. 
And  that's  a  large  proportion. 

Lif.  Will  you  pleafe 
At  any  Price,  and  fpeedily,  to  get  frelh  ooea. 
You  know  my  Danger,  and  the  Penalty 
'That  follows  it,  fhou'd  I  be  apprehended  ; 
Your  Duty  in  obeying  my  CoiHinands, 
"Will  in  a  better  Language  fpeak  yourServioe, 
Than  your  unneceflary  and  untimely  Care 
Of  my  Expence.     Lan.  I'm  gone,  Sir.  [Emt, 

Lif.  In  this  Thicket 
I  will  expeft  you.    Here  yet  I  have  leifure 
To  call  myfelf  unto  a  ftrid  Account 
For  my  pafs'd  Life,  how  vainly  fpent:  I  wou'd 
I  ftood  no  farther  guilty :  But  I  have 
A  heavier  reckoning  co  make.     This  Hand, 
Of  late  as  white  as  Innocence,  and  URfpottedi 
Now  wears  a  purple  Colour,  dy'd  in  Gore; 
My  Soul  of  the  fame  Tin^hirc ;  purblind  Paffion, 
With  flatc'ring  Hopes,  wou'd  keep  me  from  Delpatr, 
Pleading  I  was  provok'd  to 't ;  but  my  Reafon 
Breaking  fuch  thin  and  weak  Defences,  lejis  me 
I've  done  a  double  Murder  ;  and  for  what  ? 
Was  it  in  fervice  of  the  King  ?  His  Edifts 
Command  the  contrary  :  Or  for  my  Country  } 
Her  Gmi«j,  like  a  mourning  Mother,  anfwers 
In  Cloridon  and  Cbryfantbes  ftie  hath  loft 
Two  hopeful  Sons,  that  might  have  done  their  Parts, 
To  guard  her  from  Invafion.    For  what  Cauie  then? 
To  keep  th'  Opinion  of  my  Valour  upright 
I*  th*  popular  Breath  ?  a  fandy  Ground  to  build  on  ; 
Bought  with  the  King's  Difpleafurc}  as  the  breach 

Of 
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Of  Heav*ns  Decrees,  the  lofs  of  my  troeComfoits^ 
In  Parents,  Kinfmcn,  Friends  5  as  the  Fruition 
Of  all  that  I  was  bom  to,  and  that  fits 
Like  to  a  Hill  of  Lead  here,  in  my  Exile, 
(Never  to  be  repealed,  if  I  cfcape  fo) 
1  have  cut  off  all  Hopes  ever  to  look  on 

Enter  Lidian,  like  a  Hermite. 

Divine  CaRfta^  from  her  fight  and  converie 
For  ever  baniih'd. 

Lid.  I  Ihou'd  know  this  Voice. 
His  naming  too  my  Sifter,  whom  Ufander 
Honoured,  buc  in  a  noble  Way,  afiures  mc 
That  it  can  be  no  other :  I  ftand  bound 
To  comfort  any  Man  I  find  diftrefs'd ; 
But  to  aid  him  that  fav'd  my  Life,  Religion 
And  Thank fulnefs,  commands;  and  it. may  be 
High  Providence  for  this  good  end  hath  brought  him 
Into  my  folitary  Walk.     Lifanderl 
l^obk  Ufander !    Lif.  Whatfoe*er  thou  art. 
That  honourable  Attribute  thou  giv'ft  me, 
I  can  pretend  no  right  to.    Come  not  near  me, 
I  am  infe(5lious,  the  Sandtity 
Of  thy  Profeflion  (for  thou  appear'fl: 
A  Rcv'rend  Hermite)  if  thou  fly  not  from  me. 
As  from  the  Plague  or  Leprofy,  can'c  keep  thee 
From  being  polluted. 

Lid.  With  good  Counfel,  Sir, 
And  holy  Prayers  to  boot,  I  may  cure  you, 
Though  both  ways  fo  infected.     You  look  wildly, 
(Peace  to  your  Confciencc,)  Sir,  and  flare  upon  mc. 
As  if  you  never  faw  me :  Hath  my  Habit 
Alter'd  my  Face  fo  much,  that  yet  you  know  not 
Your  Servant  Lidian  ? 

Lif.  lamamaz'd:— — 
So  Young,  and  fo  Religious  ?    Lid.  I  purpofe, 
Heav'n  make  me  thankful  for't,  to  leave  the  World : 
I've  made  fome  trial  of  my  Strengths  in  this 
My  folitary  Life;  and  yet  I  find  not 
A  Faintnefs  to  go  on.    LJf.  Above  belief; 

I 
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Do  you  inhabit  here?    Lid.  Mine  own  free  choice.  Sir: 

I  live  here  poorly,  but  contentedly, 

Becaufe  I  nnd  enough  to  feed  my  Fortunes ; 

Indeed  too  much :  Thcfc  wild  Fields  arc  my  Gardens, 

The  Cryftal  Rivers  they  afford  their  Waters, 

And  grudge  not  their  fweet  Streams  to  quench  Affli^lions  \ 

The  hollow  Rocks  their  Beds,  which  though  they're  hard, 

(The  Emblems  of  a  doting  Lover's  Fortune) 

Yet  they  are  quiet;  and  the  weary  Slumbers 

The  Eyes  catch  there,  ibfterthan  Beds  of  Down,  Friend  5 

The  Birds  my  Bell  to  call  me  to  Devotions ; 

My  Book  the  Story  of  my  wandring  Life, 

in  which  I  find  more  Hours  doc  to  Repentance 

Than  Time  hath  told  me  yet. 

JJf.  Anfwer  me  truly. 

JJd.  I  will  do  that  without  a  Conjuration. 

Lif.  1^  th*  depth  of  Meditation,  do  you  not 
Sometimes  think  of  Olinda  ? 

Lid.  I  endeavour 
To  raze  her  from  my  MemVy,  as  I  wifli 
You  wou*d  do  the  whole  Sex ;  for  know,  Ufander^ 
The  greateft  Curfe  brave  Man  can  labour  under. 
Is  the^fttong  Witch-craft  ok  a  Woman's  Eyes ; 
Where  I  find  Men  I  preach  this  Dodlrine  to  'em : 
As  you*re  a  Scholar,  Knowledge  make  your  Miftrefs, 
(2 1 )  The  hidden  Beauties  of  the  Hcav'ns  your  Study  \ 
There  (hall  you  find  fit  wonder  for  your  Faith, 
And  for  your  Eye  inimitable  Objefts : 
As  your're  a  profeisM  Soldier,  court  your  Honour, 
Though  (he  be  ftern,  (he's  honeft,  a  brave  Miftrefs  1 
The  greater  Danger  you  oppofe  to  win  her. 
She  (liews  the  fweeter,  and  rewards  the  nobler ; 
Womens  beft  loves  to  hers  mere  Shadows  be. 
For  after  Death  (he  weds  your  Memory. 
Thefe  are  my  G)ntemplations. 

Lif.  Heav'nly  ones  \  "  , 

And  in  a  young  Man  more  remarkable. 
But  wherefore  do  I  envy,  and  not  tread  in 

(zr)  7he  hidden  B*autJrt  ■.         ]  HidJen  i.  i.  unobferv'd  before. 

Vol.  V.  D  4  This 
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This  blcffcd  Traft?  Here's  in  the  Hear?  no  f^fbood 
To  a  vowM  Friend,  no  Quairrel^  fi;coQded 
With  Challen|C8»  which  anrwer*cl  in  defence 
Of  the  word  Reputation,  Mtirder  follows. 
A  Man  may  here  repent  his  Sins^  and;  dioug)^ 
His  Hand  like  niine  be  ftainM  in  Qlqpd,  it  ma;  be 
tVich  Penitence  and  true  Contrition  waih*d  off; 
You've  provM  it,  Udian?    Lid,.  And  yoq*ll  find  it  true, 
]f  you  perfevere,      IM^.  Here  then  ends  ipy  Flighty 
And  here  the  Fury  of  the  Kiag  Ouill  find  m^ 
^repar'd  for  Heav*n,  if  I  am  m^rk'd  to  die 
For  that  I  truly  grieve  for. 

e  in  Prion  HMii 


Enf^  Friar,  and 

Fri.  Keep  yourfclf 
Conceal'd,  I  am  inftruded.    Clari.  How  the  Cg^it 
Of  my  dear  Friend  confirms  me ! 

jUf.  What  arc  thefc? 

£Jd.  Two  reverend  Friars,  one  I  know. 

Tri.  To  you 
This  Journey  is  devoted. 

Lid.  Welcome  Father. 

Fri.  I  know  your  Refolution's  fo  well  grounded. 
And  your  adieu  unto  the  World'^s  fo  confiant. 
That  though  I  am  the  unwilling  Meflenger 
Of  a  (Irange  accident  to  try  your  Temper, 
It  cannot  fhakc  you.    You  bad  once  a  Friend,, 
A  noble  Friend,  Clara?ig€. 

Lid.  And  t^ve  ftill, 
I  ho^  i  gopd  Father.    Fri.  Your  falfe  Hopes  deceive 

you* 
He*s  Dead. 

Uf.  Oarange  Dead  ? 

Fri.  I  buried  him. 
Some  faid  he  died  of  Melancholy,  feme  of  I^ove, 
And  of  that  Fondneis  perifh'd. 

Ud.  O  Clarangi. 

Clara.  Haft  thou  fo  much  brave  Nature,  noble  Lidknx 
So. tenderly  to  love  thy  Rival's  Memory? 
The  bold  Z.^;yi2^  weeps  too.    Fri.  I  expected 

That 


That  vM  wodM  bear  this  better. 

Ud.  Vm  a  Man,  Sir, 
And  my  great  k>fi  weighM  duly-^^-^ 

JFH.  His  hft  Wofxb  were. 
After  ConfeflBon,  livthng^  dtar  LuSan, 
PoiTcft  of  all  thy  Wilhei.    And  of  roe 
He  did  defire,  bathing  my  Hand  with  Tears, 
That  with  my  beft  Care,  I  fhould  feek  and  find  ypu^ 
And  from  hit  dyinjS  Mouth  preirail  fb  with  you. 
That  you  a  while  (ftould  leaveyour  Hermits  ftriftnds^ 
And  on  his  Monument  pat  a  Tear,  or  twro. 
To  witnefs  how  you  lov*d  him.    Lid.  O  my  Hfcart ! 
To  witnefi  how  I  loY*d  him  ?  Wod'd  he  had  not 
Led  me  unto  his  Grave,  but  facrificM 
His  Sorrows  unto  mine :  He  was  my  Friend, 
My  noble  Friend,  I  will  bewail  his  Alhes, 
His  Fortunes  and  poor  mine  were  bom  togicther^ 
And  I  will  weep  'em  both :  I  will  kneel  by  him. 
And  on  his  hallowM  EUrth  do  my  laft  Duties. 
I'll  gather  all  the  pride  of  Spring  to  deck  him  ( 
Wood-bines  (hall  grew  upon  his  honoured  Grave, 
And,  as  thev  profper,  claip  to  fhew  our  Friendship, 
And  when  tney  wither  Til  die  too. 

Cla.  Who  wou'd  not 
Defire  to  die,  to  be  bewail'd  thus  nobly  ? 

Eri.  There  is  a  Legacv  he  hath  bequeathM  yOQ  i 
But  of  what  value  I  muft  not  difcover. 
Until  thofc  )Etices  and  pious  Ceremonies 
Are  duly  tendered.    Ud.  Vm  too  full  of  Sontrvf 
To  be  inquifitive.    Uf.  To  think  of  his, 
I  do  forget  mine  own  Woes. 

Enfer  Alddon. 

jflc.  Graze  thy  fill,  now 

Thou'ft  done  thy  bulinefs  5  ha  ?  Who  have  weiim? 

Li/anderj  Lidian  f  and  two  Rev'rend  Friars  ? 

What  a  (Irange  Scene  of  Sorrow  is  eicpreft 

In  different  Poftures,  in  theh*  Looks  and  StattOrvf 

A  common  Painter  eying  thefe,  to  help 

Dd2  -^     •  jjjj 
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His  dull  Invention,  (22)  might  draw  to  the  Life 

The  living  Sons  of  Priam^  as  they  ftood 

On  the  pale  Walls  of  Troy^  when  HeRor  fell 

Under  Achilles*  Spear.     1  come  toa  late;. 

My  Horfe,  though  good  and  ftrong,  mov'd  like  a  Tortoile: 

111  News  had  Wings,  and  hath  got  here  before  me* 

All  Pythagoreans  ?  Not  a  Word  ? 
Lid.  O  Alcidon !  -— — . 

Deep  Rivers  with  foft  murnuirs,  glide  sjlong 

The  (hallow  roar,    Clarangi  !    Lif.  Qoridon  ! 

Cbryfanthes !  Spare  my  Grief,  and  apprehend 

What  I  fliould  fpeak 

Ale.  Their  Fates  I  have  long  fince 

For  your  fake  mourn*d ;  Clarange^s  Death,  for  fb 

Your  filence  doth  confirm,  till  now  I  heard  not : 

Are  thefe  the  Bounds  that  are  preicribM  unto 

The  fwelling  Seas  of  Sorrow  ? 
Uf.  (22)  The  Boupds,  Alcidon? 

Can  all  the  Winds  of  Mifchief  frooi  all  Quarters, 

(Euphraie^^  Ganges^  Tigris^  Volga^  Po^ 

JPaying  at  once  their  Tribute  to  this  Ocev^s) 

Make 

(22)  might  dranv  to  the  Life 

7he  /iviftg  Sons  #^ Priam,  as  they  flood 

On  the  pale  Walls  of  Troy ]  A  Wri«r  leTf  acqoaiatd 

with  the  CiaJ/hh^  or  \ti$  heated  with  poecick  Fire  thaa  our  Poet  here, 
would  not  iua^e.xiar'd  to  exprefs  himfeif  in  this  bold  maimer:  His 
^foveling  Mufe  would  only  have  aimed  at  Corrednefs,  without  ibar- 
iDg  to  Sublimity,  and  what  is  noble  in  the  prefent  Line  would  have 
been  meljted  down  into  good  Senfe,  tho*  very  bad  Poedjf  thus. 
i'l  *  II     #j  they  flood 
Pale  on  the  IValis  of  Troy— 
The  giving  of  Life  to  inanimate  SubHanoes,  with  the  farther  Addltioo 
of  PafTion?,  is  peculiar  to  Pcetry,  and  when  well  exprefled  (at  here) 
excites  in  the  Soul  of   any  Peril^a  capable  of  reli(htng   it  an  incx- 
prcfliblc  Pleafure. 

(23)  ^he  Bounds,  A!cidon? 

^Xan  allthe  Winds  of  Mifchief  from  all  S>uartiru 

*£kphraies;Giifiges^  &c. 1 1  he  whole  Metaphor,  before  an! 

a^r  Winds,  in  this  Place,  mod  evidently  requires  a  Word,  that  figai- 
fieth  Waters;  bat  the  Ex  pre  flion  /r^ia  all  Quarters  being  only 
attended  to  by  the  Tranfci  iber,  he  probablv  poc /Furi^  inftead  « 
Wewej,  w  Floods  \  the  latter  is  the  belt  Wonf,  and  I  belicre  the  true 

Mr.  StivardL 

Mr. 


!I%e  Lovers  Progrefs.  421 

Make  it  fwell  higher  ?  Tm  a  Murderer, 
Bani(h*d,  proicri&d ;  is  there  aught  elfe  chat  can 
Be  added  to  it  ? 

Lid.  I  have  loft  a  Friend, 
Priz'd  dearer  than  my  Being,  andhedead^ 
My  Mifery  at  th*  height,  contemn  the  woHt 
Of  Fortune's  Malice. 

jUc.  How  our  human  Weaknefi, 
Grown  defperate  from  fmall  Difafters,  makes  us 
Imagine  them  a  Period  to  our  Sorrows, 
When  the  firft  Syllable  of  greater  Woes 
Is  not  yet  written.     Lid.  How  ? 

LtJ.  Speak  it  at  large. 
Since  Grief  muft  break  my  Heart,  I  am  ambitious 
It  fhould  be  exquifite. 

Ale.  It  nuift  be  told. 
Yet  e'er  you  hear  it,  with  all  care  put  on 
The  fureft  Armour  anvil'd  in  the  Shop 
Of  paflive  Fortitude  *,  the  good  Cleandefy 
Your  Friend,  is  murdered. 

Lif.  *Tis  a  terrible  Pang, 
And  yet  it  will  not  do ;  I  live  yet ;  aft  not 
The  Torturer's  Part :  If  that  there  be  a  Blow 
Beyond  this,  give  it,  and  at  once  difpatch  me. 

Ale.  Your  Sword,  dy*d  in  his  Heart's  Blood,  was  found 
near  him ; 

Mr.  Seward's  Note  on  this  PaHfage  is  very  ingenious,  but  I  am  not 
certain  that  ^tis  true :.  For  by  reading  thus,  /.  e.  FMs  for  JVinds^ 
loftead  of  carryinjj  on  the  Metaphor  you  deftroy  it,  or  rather  by 
reading  Waves  or  Floods  for  Winds  you  do  indeed  prcfervc  one  Figure, 
but  denroy  another ;  for  if  we  coniider  the  PaiTagc  nicely  it  will  ap- 
pear, that  both  Winds  and  Waters  were  defignedly  mentioned  by 
the  Poet,  in  order  to  fwell  his  Sea  of  Sorrow  higher:  The  Senfe  of 
the  Place  inlny  Opinion  is  this  :  Can  ail  the  Winds  of  Mifchief  blow- : 
ing  from  all  Quarters,  can  even  the  Waters  of  the  grcatcll  Rivers,  i-i  r. 
Euphrates,  Ganges,  &c.  that  diTenibogue  thcnifelves  from  all  Partn 
of  the  World  into  this  Ocean  of  Sorrow,  make  it  fwell  higher?  By 
asking  thefc  Queftions  he  plainly  implies  they  could  noti  I  have 
therefore  not  altered  the  Text   but  only  put, 

Euphrates,  Ganges,  Tig^ris,  f^olga,  Po, 

Paying  at  once  their  Tribute  to  this  Ocean^ 
\n  a  Part^nthelis,  and  it  makes  the  whole  eafy. 

D  d  3  Your 


4f  1  7ht  lAwn  J*r^«/R 

Your  private  CooAietiOBiit  midtighc  ^<l 

With  fair  Co/g/fe i  wUcK bjr  bar,  wbofcpwfe TinA 

Would  never  learn  to  tell  a  Lye,  being  graOKd^ 

She  by  enrag'd  Beronte  is  accu^'d 

Of  Murder  and  Adtthery,  and  y« 

(However  I  danefwcar  it  tiiUe)  coftdudcd 

Her  principal  Agent. 

Lid.  Wave  upon  Wlnne  Potli  o-er  mt. 
My  Sifter.^  My  dear  Sifter? 

Clara.  Hold,  great  Heart. 

Fru  Tear  oper  his  Doubkt. 

Lif.  Is  this  Wound  too  narrow 
For  my  Life  to  get  out  at  ?  Bring  me  ta 
A  Cannon  loadied,  and  iovot  pitying  Friend 
Give  Fire  unto  it,  while  I  nail  my  Breaft 
Unto  his  thundring  Mouth,  that  in  ihe  Inftant 
I  may  be  piece-m^I  torn,  and  blown  jfo  iar^ 
As  not  one  Joint  of  my  difinembred  Limbs 
May  ever  be,  by  fearch  of  Man,  found  ooc 
Oeander!  Yet  why  name  I  him  ?  However 
His  fall  deferv'd  an  Earth-quake,  if  compared 
With  what  true  Honour  in  Califia  fiifferg. 
Is  of  no  monient.     My  good  Aogel  ifieep  me 
From  Blafphcuiiy,  and  (Irike  me  dumb,  before, 
Iti  1^^  agony  of  my  Spk it,  I  do  accufe 
The  PowVs  above,  for  their  unjuft  Permiffion 
Of  Virtue,  innocent  Virtue,  to  be  branded 
With  the  lead  virions  Mark.     Clara.  I  never  law 
A  Man  fo  for  tranfported.     Aic.  Give  it  way, 
•Tis  now  no  time  to  ftop  it. 

Enttr  Lancelot, 

Lan.  Sir,  Tve  bought 
Frefh  Horfes ;  and  as  you  refpeft  your  Life 
Speedily  back  'em  ;  th*  Archers  of  the  King's  Guard 
Are  every  where  in  queft  of  you. 

Lif.  My  Life  ? 
Pcrilh  all  fuch  with  thee  that  wifli  it  longer : 

^     .  ,  [Strikes  Lancelot. 

IM  It  but  clear  CaHfiah  Innocence, 

And 


^ 
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A  nd  Neftor's  Age  to  mine  mtt  Youth ;  I'll  fly 
To  meet  the  Rage  of  my  incenied  Kiiig» 
And  wiih  his  Favourite's  Ghoft  appear'd  in  Flames^ 
To  urge  him  to  Revenge ;  let  all  the  Tortures    ' 
That  Tyranny  e'er  found  out  circle  me. 
Provided  Juftice  iet  Cal0a  free. 

Ak.  Pll  follow  him. 

[^ExemU  Lifander^  Alcidon*  tf;?^  Lancelot. ' 

Lid.  I'm  rooted  here.    Fri.  Remember 
Your  dear  Friend's  laft  Rcqueft»  your  Sifter's  Dangers^ 
With  th*  Aids  that  you  may  lend  her^ 

Lid.  Pray  you  fupport  me. 
My  Legs  deny  their  Office. 

Qara.  I  grow  (till 
Farther  engag'd  unto  his  matchlefs  Virtues, 
And  I  am  dead  uideed,  until  I  pay 
The  Debt  I  owe  him  in  a  noble  way.  [ExeunL 


A  C    T   V.      S  G   E    N   E    I. 

Enter  Dorilaus  and  Servants.  ' 

Dor.  rpHOU  haft  him  fafe? 

j|[      Serv.  As  faft  as  Locks  can  make  him : 
He  mult  break  throqgh  three  Doors^  and  cut  the  Throats 
Often  tall  Fellows^  if  that  he  efcape  us : 
Befides,  as  far  as  I  can  apprehend, 
He  hath  (24)  no  fuch  Intention,  for  his  Looks, 
Are  full  of  Penitence. 

Dor.  Truft  not  a  Knave's  Looks 
They  are  like  a  Whore's  Oaths. 
How  does  my  poor  Daughter 
Brook  her  Reftraint  ? 

Serv.  With  fuch  a  Reiblution 
As  well  becomes  your  Lordftiip's  Child.      [Knock  withiri. 

Dor.  Who's  that? 

(24)  —«0/vfi»  Invention ]  Mr.  ^Mvari/ coDcorr^d  with  me 

in  che  prefent  Alceracion. 

D  d  4  ExAfx 
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Enter  Lcmurc. 

Serv.  Monficur  Letnure. 

Dor.  This  is  a  fpccial  Favour, 
And  may  ftand  an  Example  in  the  Court 
For  Courtcfic :  It  is  the  Client's  Duty 
To  wait  upon  his  Patron  ;  you  prc\^cnt  me, 
That  am  your  humble  Suitor, 

Lem.  My  near  Place 
About  the  King,  though  it  fwell  others,  cannot 
Make  me  forget  your  Worth  and  Age^  which  may 
Challenge  much  more  Refpeft ;  and  I  am  ferry 
That  my  Endeavours  for  you,  have  not  met  with 
The  gpod  Succefs  I  wifh'd  ;  I  mov*d  the  King 
"With  my  bcft  Advantage^  both  of  Time  and  Place, 
r  th*  Favour  of  your  Daughter.     Dor.  Howd^youfin^ 
His  Majefty  affeftcd?    Lem.  Not  to  be 
Sway'd  from  the  Rigour  of  tlie  Law  •,  yet  fo  far 
The  rarity  p*  th*  Caufc  hath  won  upon  hin). 
That  he  rcfolves  to  have  in  his  own  Pcrfon 
Tlje  hearing  of 't ;  her  Tfial  will  be  i)oble^ 
And  to  my  utmoft  strength,  where  I  may  ferve  her. 
My  Aids  fliall  nof  be  wanting. 

Dor.  Tm  your  Servant. 

Lem.  One  Word  more :  If  you  love  Lifandcr's  Life, 
Advife  him,  as  he  tenders  it,  to  keep 
Out  of  the  Way  ;  if  he  be  apprehended, 
This  City  cannot  ranfoip  him  5  fo  good  morrow.      [^ExiL 

Dor.  AH  Happincfs  attend  you ;  go  thy  ways. 
Thou  haft  a  clear  and  noble  Soul.     For  thy  fake  * 
I'll  hold  that  Man  mine  En'my,  who  dares  mutter 
The  Court  js  not  the  Sphere  where  Virtue  moves, 
Humanity  and  l^Ioblenefs  waiting  on  her. 

Enier  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Two  Gentlemen  (but  what  they  are  I  know  not. 
Their  Faces  are  fo  muffled)  prefi  to  fee  you, 
And  will  not  be  deny'd.     Dor.  What  e'er  they  arc, 
I  am  too  old  to  fear.     Serv.  They  need  no  Ufher, 
They  make  their  own  way. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lifander  and  Akidon* 

Dor.  Take  you  yours.    Lifander!        [Exii  Servant. 
My  Joy  to  fee  you,  and  my  Sorrow  for 
The  panger  ypu  are  in,  contend  fo  here, 
(Thcfugh  different  Paffions,  nay  opposed  in  NatureJ 
J  know  not  which  to  entertain.    Lif.  Your  hate 
should  win  the  Victory  from  both ;  wuh  Juftice 
You  may  look  on  me  as  a  Homicide, 
A  Man  whofe  Life  is  forfeited  to  th'  Law, 
3ut  if,  howc'er  I  (land  accused,  in  Thought 
I  rinn*d  againft  Cleander*%  Life,  or  live 
Guilty  of  the  Difhonqur  of  your  Daughter, 
May  all  the  MiPries  that  can  fall  on  Man 
Here,  or  hereafter,  cirdle  me.    Dor.  To  me 
This  Proteflation's  ufelefs ;  I  embrace  you. 
As  the  Prefervcr  of  my  Life,  the  Man 
To  whom  my  Son  owes  his,  with  Life,  bis  Honour ; 
^nd  howfocver  your  Affe&ion 
To  my  unhappy  Daughter,  though  it  were, 
(For  I  have  mtcd  her,)  in  a  noble  way. 
Hath  printed  fome  Taint  on  her  Fame,  and  brought 
Per  Life  in  Queftion  ;  yet  I  would  not  purchafc 
The  wi(h*d  Recovery  of  her  Reputation, 
With  ftrong  Affurance  of  her  Innocence 
Before  the  King  her  Judge,  wit^h  certain  Lofs 
Of  my  Lifander^  For  (25)  whofe  Life,  if  found. 
There's  no  Redemption  j  my  excels  of  Love, 
(Though  to  enjoy  you  one  fhort  Day,  would  lengthen 
My  Life  a  Dozen  Years)  boldly  commands  me, 
Upon  my  Knees,  which  yet  were  never  bent 
But  to  the  King  and  Heav- n,  to  entreat  you 
To  fly  hence  with  all  poflible  Speed,  and  leave 
Califia  to  her  Fortune,     l.if.  O  blefs-d  Saints, 
Foriakc  her  in  Affliftion  ?  can  you 
Be  fo  unnatural  to  your  own  BIckkI, 
i'o  one  fo  well  deferving,  as  to  value 
My  Safety  before  hers  ?  Shall  Innocence 

(25) for  whole  L//>,  if  found,]  Whofe  is  theiight  Reading, 

the  other  a  mmifeft  Error  0^'  the  Pxcis. 

In 
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In  her  be  brands,  And  fnt  Gsilt  eiiape    ^ 

Unpwi(h*4  f  I^oes  ihe  (met  fo  much  for  m^ 

For  me  unworthy,  and  (hall  I  decline. 

Eating  the  bitter  Bmul  <^  Bftnifliment^ 

The  Goupfe  of  Juftice  to  draw  out  a  Life  ? 

A  Life?  I  (lile  it  falfe,  a  living  Death, 

Which,  being  un^rompeii'd  laid  dowm,  will  clear  ber. 

And  write  ber  Name  anew  in  the  fair  Legeml 

Of  the  belt  Women.    Seek  not  10  diflliade  aie. 

I  will  not,  1^  a  curekfs  Poet,  ^il 

The  lad  Aft  of  my  Play,  'till  now  applauded^ 

By  giving  th*  World  jim  Caufe  to  iay  I  fear'd 

Death,  more  than  lofs  of  Honour.    Dor.  But  fuppofe 

Heav*n  hath  defign'd  fimie  6ther  faring  means 

For  her  Dcliv'rance  ?    Uf.  Other  Means  ?  That  is 

A  Mifchief above  all  I  have  groan'd  under: 

Shall,  any  other  pay  my  Debt,  while  I 

Write  myfclf  Bankrupt  ?  Or  Califia  owe 

The  lead  Beholdingnefs  for  that  which  Ihe, 

On  all  the  Bonds  of  Gratitude  I've  feal'd  to. 

May -challenge  from  me  to  be  freely  tendered  ? 

Avert  \t  Mercy !  PJl  go  to  my  Grave, 

Without  the  Curfes  ofmy  Creditors  % 

ril  vindicate  her  fair  Name,  and  fo  cancel 

My  Obligation  to  her  \  to  the  King, 

To  whom  I  (land  accountable  for  the  lofs 

Of  two  of  his  lov'd  Subjcfts  Lives,  1*11  offer 

Mine  own  in  Satisfadbn  \  to  Heav*n 

ril  pay  my  true  Repentance;  to  the  Times 

Prefent,  and  future,  I'll  be  regiftred 

A  memorable  Precedent  t*  admonifli 

Others,  however  valiant,  not  to  trufl: 

To  their  Abilities  to  dare  and  do ; 

And  much  lefs  for  the  airy  Words  of  Honour, 

And  falfe  ftamp'd  Reputation,  to  ihake  off 

The  Chains  of  their  Religion,  and  All^iance, 

The  pnncipal  Means  (26)  appointed  to  prefer 

Societies  and  Kingdoms.  [^ExiU 

(26)     affoimtidtt  prefer 

Societies ^  &c,— ]   As  this  Reading  is  common  to  all  ike 

CopH 
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D/fT.  Let's  not  leave  Irim ) 
His  Mind^s  much  ax)ubkd. 

jtlc.  Were  your  Daughter  free, 
(Since  from  her  Dangers  his  DtftrafHon  rifesj 
His  Caufe  is  not  fo  defp'race  for  the  Slaughter 
Of  Cloridon  and  Cbfyfaniies^  but  it  may 
Find  Paffage  to  the  Mercy  of  the  King, 
The  Motives  ur^d  in  bis  Defence^  that  forc*d  him 
To  aft  tbat  bloody  Scene. 

Dor.  Heav*n  can  fend  Aids, 
When  they  are  leaft  expeAed ;  let  us  walk. 
The  Hour  of  Trial  draws  xjcac* 

Jlc.  May  it  end  well.  X.^xiUMi. 

Enter  Olinda,  and  Lidiaii. 

Olin.  That  for  tny  Lore  you  fliould  turn  Hermit,  Lidian^ 
As  much  amazes  me,  as  your  Report 
C/atang^s  dead.     Lid.  He  js  fo,  and  all  Comforts 
My  Youth  can  hope  for.  Madam,  with  him  buried ; 
Nor  had  I  ever  left  my  CeH,  but  that 
He  did  injoin  me  at  his  Death  to  fhed 
Some  Tears  of  Friendlhip  on  his  Monument, 
And  thofe  lad  Rites  perform*d,  he  did  bequeath  you. 
As  the  beft  Legacy  a  Friend  cou'd  give. 
Or  I  indeed  could  wi(h,  to  my  Embraces. 

Olin.  *Tis  ftill  more  ftrange,  is  there  no  foul  Hay  in  it? 
I  muft  confcfe  I  am  not  forry.  Sir, 
For  your  fair  Fortune ;  yet  'tis  fit  I  grieve 
The  moft  untimely  Death  of  fuch  a  Gentleman  i 
He  was  my  worthy  Servant.     Lid.  And  for  this 
Acknowledgment,  if  I  cou'd  prize  you  at 
A  higher  Rate  I  Ihou'd  j  he  was  my  Friend, 
My  deareft  Friend. 

Olin.  But  how  fhou'd  I  b*  aflur^d,  Sir, 
(For  flow  Belief  is  the  beft  Friend  of  Truth) 
Of  this  Gentleman*^  Death  ?  If  I  fliouM  credit  it. 

Copies,  and  i$  certainly  Senft,  I  have  not  ventnrM  to  dUpIace  le ;  bttt 
probably  (Mr.  Seward  likcmie  fo  conjecturing)  wc  ought  to  read, 

■  appoinud  to  prcfcrvc 

S9fi(ties,  ScQ. 

And 


\ 
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And  aFterM^ard  it  fall  out  contrary; 
How  am  I  fham'd  ?  How  is  your  Virtue  tainted  ? 
hid.  There  is  a  Friar  that  came  along  with  me. 
His  Bufinefs  to  deliver  you  a  Letter 
From  dead  Clarangi :  You  (hail  hear  his  Teftimony. 
Father,  my  reverend  Father  i  look  upon  him. 
Such  holy  Men  are  Authors  of  no  Fables. 

Enter  Clarange  (wiib  a  Letter  writ  out)  and  Friar. 

Olin.  They  fhould  not  be,  their  Lives  and  their  Opinion 
Like  brighteft  purefl  Flames,  ihou'd  ftill  burn  upwards. 
To  me.  Sir  ?  [Delivers  the  Letti 

Clara.  If  you  are  the  fair  Oliftda 

Fri.  I  do  not  like  thefe  crols  Points. 

Clara.  Give  me  leave, 
l*m  neareft  to  myfclf.    What  I  have  plotted 
Shall  be  purfu'd ;  You  muft  not  over-rule  me. 

Olin.  P*  you  put  the  firft  Hand  to  your  own  Undoing 
Play  to  betray  your  Game?  Mark  but  this  Letter. 
Lady  J  I  am  come  to  claim  your  noble  Promife^  [Reac 

ffyou  be  Mjftrefs  of  your  fFord^  ye* re  mine^ 
rm  laft  returned :  Tour  Riddle  is  di£ohfd^ 
And  I  attend  your  Faitb.     Tqur  bumble  Servant  %  Clarang 
Is  this  the  Friar  that  faw  him  dead  ? 

Ud.  'Tis  he. 
Clarange^  on  jny  Life!  I  am  defeated: 
Such  reverend  Habits  juggle  ?  My  true  Sorrow 
For  a  falfe  Friend,  not  worth  a  Tear,  derided  ? 

Fri.  You  have  abus'd  my  Truft.     OHn.  It  is  not  wcl 
Nor  like  a  Gentleman.     Qara.  All  Stratagems 
In  Love,  and  that's  the  (harped  War,  are  lawful. 
By  your  Example  I  did  change  jmy  Habit, 
Caught  you  in  your  own  Toil,  and  triumph  in  ir. 
And  what  by  Policy's  got,  I  witl  maintain 
With  Valour ;  no  Lifandfr  fhall  copie  in 
Again  to  fetch  you  off.     Lid  His  honoured  Name, 
Pronounced  by  fuch  a  treacherous  Tongue,  is  tainted. 
Maintain  thy  Treafon  with  thy  Sword  ?  With  what 
Contempt  I  hear  it;  in  a  Wildernefs 
I  durft  encounter  ir,  and  Vould,  but  that 
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my  retired  Hours,  (not  counterfeited 
^  5  thy  religious  Shape  was,)  I  have  learn'd 
\7hen  Jufticc  may  determine,  fuch  a  Caufc^ 
1.  nd  of  fuch  Weight  as  this  fair  Lady  is, 
^uft  not  be  put  to  Fonune.     I  appeal 
^nto  the  King,  and  he  whofe  Wifdom  knows 
t^o  do  his  Subjeds  right  in  their  Eftatcs, 
As  gracioufly  with  Judgment  will  determine 
In  Points  of  Honour. 

OUn.  I'll  (leer  th*  fame  Courfe  with  you. 

Chra.  ril  ftand  the  Trial. 

Fru  What  have  you  done  ?  Or  what 
Intend  you? 

Clara.  Ask  not ;  ril  come  ofF  with  Honour. 

[ExeunL 

Enter  Beronte,  Clarinda,  Malfort,  a  Barfetfortb^  Officers. 

Ber.  Beconftant  in  your  Proofs:  Should  you  Ihrink 
back  noW) 
Your  Life  muft  anfwer  it,  nor  am  I  fafe. 
My  Honour  being  engag'd  to  make  that  good 
Whicli  you  affirm. 

Clari.  I'm  confident,  fo  dearly 
I  honour'd  my  dead  Lord,  that  no  relpeft. 
Or  of  my  Lady's  Bounties  (which  were  great  ones 
I  muft  confefs)  nor  of  her  former  Life, 
For  while  that  (he  w^s  chafte,  indeed  I  lov*d  her. 
Shall  hinder  me  from  lending  my  Affiftance 
Unto  your  juft  Revenge— -mine  own  I  mean.      [Afide. 
U  Leon  keep  far  ofi^  enough,  all'sfecure: 
Lifander  dares  not  come  in ;  modeft  Blufhes 
Parted  with  meilong  (ince,  and  Impudence 
Arm'd  with  my  Hate,  unto  her  Innocence 
Shall  be  the  Weapon  1  will  fight  with  now. 

Ber.  The  Rack 
Being  prefented  to  you,  you'll  roar  out 
What  you  conceal  yet. 

Mai.  Conceal  ?  1  know  nothing 
But  that  I  fliall  be  hang'd,  and  that  I  look  for  > 
It  is  my  Dcftiny,  1  ever  had 


A  hanging  Look ;  tnd  a  irtfe  Womu  toM  tne^\ 

Though  I  had  noc  the  Heart  to  do  a  Deed 

Worthy  the  Halter,  in  my  Youth  or  Age> 

I  fliou*d  take  a  turn  with  a  wry  Mouth,  and  now 

^Tis  come  about :  I  have  penned  mine  own  BiUad 

Before  my  Condemnation,  in  fear 

Some  Rhimer  (houid  prevent  me.    Here's  cny^Lady; 

Wou*d  I  were  in  Heav'n,  or  a  thoofand  Miles  heBOCi 

That  I  might  not  blufh  to  look  on  her.  I 

EfUer  Dorilaiis,  Califta,  and  Olinda. 

hor.  You 
Behold  this  Preparation,  and  the  Enemies 
Who  are  to  fi^ht  aigainft  your  Life ;  yet  if 
You  bring  no  Wiinefs  here,  that  may  convince  ye 
Of  breach  of  Faith  to  your  Load's  Bed,  and  hold  up 
Unfpotted  Hands  before  the  King,  this  Trial 
You  are  to  undergo,  will  but  refine. 
And  not  confume  your  Honour. 

CaU  How  confirm^ 
I  am  here,  whatfoever  Fate  falls  on  me. 
You  fhall  have  ample  Teftimony  ;  till  the  Death 
Of  my  dear  Lord,  to  whole  fad  Memory 
I  pay  a  mourning  Widow's  Tears,  |  liv'd 
Too  happy  ia  my  Holyday  Trim  of  Glory, 
And  (17)  courted  with  Felicity  ;  that  drew  on  me. 
With  other  helps  of  Nature,  as  of  Fortune, 
The  Envy,  not  the  Love,  of  moft  that  knew  hk  ; 
This  made  me  to  pvefome  too  much,  petiiaps 
Too  proud,  but  I  am  hombled  -,  and  if  now 
I  do  make  \\  apparent,  I  can  bear 
Adverfity  with  fuch  a  conftant  Patience 
As  will  fct  off  my  Innocence,  I  hope.  Sir, 
In  your  declining  Age,  when  I  fhould  live 
A  Comfort  to  you,  you  (hall  have  no  Cauie^ 

(27)  —  courted  ot'//^  Feiicitji — ]  The  whole  Senfc  of  (he  Pafikj 

calls  manifelliy  for  a  Change  of, 

—  councd  tJL'itb  Felicity,  ■■ 

Into 

•—  fportcd  'with  Felicity, 

Ho^ 
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IFIowe'er  I  Aand  accuif^  to  hold  your  Homor 
Ship-wreck*d  in  fuch  a  Daughter.    OOn.  O  beft  Friend, 
lAy  Honour's  at  the  ttakt  too,  fof  ^Dor.  Be  filent : 
The  King. 

EntirKtng^  lAmott^  and  JUendants. 

htm.  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  to  look  upon 
The  PriPner,  smxI  the  anany  Serviou 
Her  Father  baih  done  for  yoii«    ■     ■ 

Kim.  We  nauft  look  on 
The  Caufe*  and  not  ths  Peribna.    Yet  beholding. 
With  an  impartial  Eye,  th'  eioeetting  Btautka 
Of  this  fair  Lady,  (which  we  did  believe 
Upon  Report,  but  till  now  never  fiiw  'enii) 
It  moves  a  0mige  kind  of  Coaapaffion  in  me: 
Let  us  furvey  you  nearer;  flieft  a  Book 
To  be  with  care  perusM ;  and  ^a  my  wonder, 
If  fuch  mifhapen  Guefts,  as  Lud  and  Munder, 
At  any  Price  (hould  ever  find  a.  Lodging 
In  fuch  a  beauceoua  kn !  Mifiake  us  not. 
Though  we  admire  the  outward  Smifture,  if 
The  Room3^  be  foul  within,  eacpeft  nc^  Favour. 
I  were  no  Man^  if  I  cou*d  look  on  Btaucy 
Diftref^'d,  wichout  fome  Pity ;  but  na  King, 
If  any  fuperficiaj  Glo(s  of  Feature 
Cou'd  work  nae'to  decline  the  Courfe  of  Jufticc. 
But  to  the  Caufe*  CUander^s  Deaik,  what  ft'oofs 
Can  you  produce  againA  her  ?    Ber.  Royal  Sir  ? 
Touching  that  Point,  royBvotherls  Death,  we  build 
On  Suppofitions— —  King.  Suppofitions  ?  how  ? 
Is  fuch  a  Lady,  Sir,  to  be  condemned 
On  SuppoHtipns? 

Ber.  They're  well-grounded.  Sir ; 
And  if  we  make  k  evident  (he's  guilty 
Of  the  firft  Crime  we  charge  her  with.  Adultery  j 
That  being  the  Parent,  it  may  find  belief, 
That  Murder  was  the  BTue. 

King.  We  allow 
It  may  be  fo  -,  but  that  it  may  be,  muft  not 
Infer  a  neceflary  Confequence 

To 
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To  caft  away  a  Lady^s  Life.     Whit  Witncfiei 
To  make  this  good  ? 

Ber.  The  PrincipaU  this  Woman^ 
For  many  Years  her  Servant ;  Ihe  hath  taken 
Her  Oath  in  Courti  Come  forward,    JCr>jf .  By  my  Crowp, 
A  lying  Face.    Clari.  I  fwore,  Sir,  for  the  King : 
And  if  you  are  the  Party,  as  I  dd 
Believe  you  are,  for  you  have  a  good  Face^ 
However  mine  appears^  fwearitig  for  you,  Sir$ 
I  ought  to  have  my  Oath  pafs.     King.  Impudent  tdo? 
Well,  what  have  you  fwom  ?    Claris  That  this  Lady  was 
A  goodly  tempting  Xady,  as  ihe  is  i 
How  thinks  your  Majefty  ?  And  I  her  Servant 
Her  Officer  as  one  would  fay,  and  tfirfted 
With  her  clofeft  Chamber-fervice  \  that  Ufimder 
"Was  a  fine-timber'd  Gendeinan,  and  adtive^ 
That  he  could  do  fine  Gambols 
To  make  a  Lady  merry  \  that  this  Pair^ 
A  very  loving  Couple,  mutually 
AflTeded  one  another :  So  much  for  them,  Sli". 
That  I,  a  fimple  Waiting-woman,  having  takoi 
My  bodily  Oath,  the  firft  Night  of  Admittance 
Into  her  Lady(hip*s  Service,  on  her  Sli(^)a^ 
(That  was  the  Book)  to  ferve  her  Will  in  all  tbingsi 
And  to  know  no  Religion  but  her  Pleafure, 
'Tis  not  yet  out  of  fafhion  with  fome  Ladies  % 
That  I,  as  th*  Premifes  (hew,  being  conunanded 
To  do  my  Fun&ion,  in  Conveyance  of 
Lifander  to  her  Chamber,  (my  Lord  abfent 
On  a  pretended  Sicknefs)  did  the  Feat, 
(It  cannot  be  deny'd)  and  at  dead  Midnight  ' 

Left  'em  together:  What  they  did,  fome  here 
Can  eafily  imagine.     I  have  (aid.  Sir. 

Dor.  The  Devil*s  Oracrix.     King.  Then  you  conftrfs 
You  were  her  Bawd  ? 

Clari.  Thai's  coarfe;  her  Agent,  Sir. 

King.  (28)  So  goody  Agent  ?  And  you  think  there  is 

(28)  So  goody  Agint? ]  I  can't  forbeac  thinking  but  .bur  Aa- 

thor  wrote  one  Lnicr  more  here,  and  gave  it, 
So  gcodly  Agtnt,  '■  * 

Ko 
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No  PuniHimefic  doe  for  your  Agenribip  } 

Clari.  Let  her  fuffer  firft. 
Being  my  better,  for  Adultery,  « 

And  I'll  endure  the  MvA&  imposed  on  Bawd% 
Call  it  by  tte  worft  Nime. 

Cat.  Live  I  to  bear  this  ? 

King.  Take  her  afide.  Your  Anfwer  to  this,  Lady  ? 

Cal.  Hcav'n  grant  me  Patience :  To  be  thdsconfiK^ntidi 
(O  pardon,  Royad  Sir,  a  Woman's  Paffion) 
By  one,  and  this  the  worft  of  Iny  Misfortunes^ 
That  was  my  Skve,  but  never  to  Aich  ends,  Sir^ 
Wou^d  give  a  Statue  Motion  into  Fdrv :         ' 
Let  my  pa&'d  Life,  my  Aftions,  nay  Intentions, 
Be  by  my  grand  Accufer  juft ly  cehfurV], 
(For  her  1  foom  to  anfwer)  and  if  they 
Yield  any  probability  of  Truth 
In  that  ihe  urges,  then  1  will  confi^ii 
A  guilty  Caufe  1  the  Peoples  Voide,  which  it         - 
The  Voice  of  Truth,  my  Hosband's  Tcndermls 
In  his  Afieftion  to  me^  that,  no  Dosage, 
But  a  Reward  of  Humbleneis,  die  Friendfhip 
Echoed  through  France  between  him  and  Lifander^ 
All  make  agaihfl  her;  for  him,  id  his  Abfendr, 
(Whatever  Imputation  it  draw  on  me) 
I  muft  take  leave  to  i]patk !  'Tis  true,  he  lovM  me, 
But  not  in  fuch  a  wanton  way,  his  Reafon 
Mafter'd  his  Paffions :  I  grant  I  had 
At  Midnight  ConfVence  wit4i  him  j  but  if  h«    '  * 
Ever  received  a  fiirther  Favour  from  me. 
Than  what  a  Sifter  might  give  to  a  Brother, 
May  f  fink  quick :  And  thus  much,  did  he  know 
The  Shame  1  fuflfer  for  him,  with  the  lo(s 
Of  his  Life  for  appearing,  on  my  Soul 
He  would  maintain. 

EnUr  Lifander,  /md  Alcidon. 

Uf.  And  will,  thou  clear  E^umple 
Of  Womens  Purcncls. 

King.  Though  we  hold  her  fuch, 
Thou  haft  exprcfsM  thyfclf  a  dcfp'ratc  Fool, 

Vol.  V.  Ec  To 
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To  thruft  thy  Hlid  ittto  tfak  Lim's  frn. 

The  Juftice  of  thy  King. 

Lif.  I  caitte  prepared  for't. 
And  offer  qp  a  gjkiiky  Life  to  deir    . 
Her  Innocence ;  the  Oath  flie  eook,  I  fwear  to ; 
And  for  Qeander^s  Death,  to  pun^  vafCdi 
From  aajjf  Gofour  Malice  can  paint  on  ik» 
Or  that  flieihad  a  Hand  in't,  i  can  prove 
That  fotal  Night  when  lie  in'^  omi  Hoofe  ftlT, 
And  many  Ihys  before,  I  was  dMaoc  from  k 
A  long  J^f%  Jonvtey. 

Clari.  I  am  caqght%  {jiftk. 

Ber.  If  fe. 
How  came  your  9woiid  mto  ttbis  Sicwakd^  Hands  ? 
Stand  forth. 

Mai.  I  have  heard  nothing  (29)  nhiit  you  %)ake  i 
I  know  I  muft  die,  «nd  whielt  iciDd  ef  Cteath 
Fray  you  refold  me,  I  ihaU  go  away  clfe 
In  a  Qualm;  IHn  Tety  £diK. 

Ent^  Leon,  Servants  and  Cuard. 

King.  Carry  him  ofi^ 
His  Fear  will  kill  bim.  {Eicii^mtkUA. 

Dor.  Sir,  'cwas  my  Ambition, 
My  Daughter's  fteputacion  beiqg  womdcii 
I*th'  general  Opinien,  iO  have  it 
Cur'd  by  a  publick  Trial,  I  bad  elfe 
Forbom  yMr  Majefty's  Troi^le :  V)\  brmg  Ibrdi 
CUander^s  Murderer ;  in  a  Wood  I  beard  htm. 
As  I  rode  iadly  by,  unto  hiiiifelf 
With  femeXMipiMidtoa^tbMKh  this  Devil  hid>fK)i)e, 
Lament  what  he  had  done,  curung  ber  Loft, 
That  drew  him  to  that  bloody  F«&, 

Leon.  To  lefleti 
The  foulnefs  of  it,  for  which  I  know  juft(y 
I  am  to  fuSeri  and  wirh  mylslft  ftitath 
To  free  thde  Inooqents,  I  ^o^sohfds  Wl  i 

(29)  — —  that  you  fpeak ;]  The  change  of  Tenfc  is  licrc  certaioiy 
nccciiiiryy  and  the  Copy  of  i647«onfirtii9its 

- that  you  fpakt. 

This 
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This  wicked  Woman^  twify  ga8ty  niflitv.  \ 

Clan.  Is'c  come  to  this  ?  thou.pdiing  Rt^^j  jKfl  tboii 
With  Prayers  in  (by  Mouth ;  ^^iif!fe  ebe  vtivgi 
By  which  I  faffer ;  nAl  <!  grieve  fqr  .is 
That  I  die  unreven^d. 

Leon.  But  one  Word  more,  Sfc  ..    ^ 

And  I  have  done ;  I  was  by  Actioent  ix^ere 
ZiyZnri^  met -with  Clori^  ^indifl^tr^aHtbes^   "^      '  ^  - 
Was  an  Ear  Witnefs  wlien  h^  fi>i^ht  "for 'Pc^ce^  * 

Nay,  begg'd  it  upon  cofldcr ITerms  than  xran' 
Almoft  find  CreOrt,  tis  paft  ^(teds  confider^  $ 
But  they,  deaf  to,  his  Rcaffons,  fcv^rall t 
AiEuilted  him,'  tmt  f udi  was  «his  gcxxf  f  orttinei 
That  both  fell  under  it ;  upoii  my  Death 
I  take  it  uhcompdrd,  that  they  were  guilty 
Of  their  own  vitrfcnt  Ends ;  and  he  againft 
His  Will,  the  Irtftrumcnt.    jfic.  Thb  I  will  f#to  fo3. 
For  I  was  not  iar  off.    Dvr.  They  'liave  alledgM 
As  much  to  wake  your  flccping  Mercy,  Sir, 
As  all  the  Advocates  of  France  osin  plead 
In  his  Defence. 

King.  The  criminal  Judge  fhall  fenteoce 
Thcfe  to  their  Merits— —with  ftiine  own  Hand,  Lady. 
I  take  you  from  the  Bar,  and  do  myRIf 
Pronounce  you  innocent.  [£«r2ar/  wHb  Leon,  and  Chtrii^ 

All  Long  Ihre  the  King. 

King.  And  to  confitm  you  ftand  high  in  our  FavdUJr, 
And  as  feme  Recompcnce  for  what  you  have 
With  too  much  Rigour  in  your  Trial  fuiet^d ; 
Ask  what  you  fdciife,  Jbtcoatt^ 
And  be  pofTeft  oft. 

Cal.  Sir,  I  dare  not  daubt 
Your  Royal  Promile,  in  a  Kir\g  it  is 
A  ftrong  AITurance^  that  emboldens  me 
Upon  my  humble  Knees  to  make  my  Boon 
jjfander's  Pardon.    Dor.  My  good  Genim 
Did  prompt  her  to  it.    Lem.  At  yourPeetthus^proftaH^ 
I  fecond  her  Petition.    Ale.  Never  Xing 
Four'd  forth  his  Mercy  on  a  worthier  Siibjed. 

^er.  To  witnefs  my  Repentance,  for  the  Wrong 

£  e  2  In 


436  The  Lovers  Frogtefs. 

In  my  onjuft  Su(picioo  I  didbodi, 
I  join  in  the  lame  Suit. 

Uf.  T^  Lift  you  gin. 
Still  rcady^  Sir,  to  lay  dowp  for  your  Service, 
Shall  be  againft  your  Enemies  emf^/d^ 
Not  haza^ed  in  Brawli. 

M.  Merqr*  dread  Sir. 

King.  So  many  prefliAg  me^  and.  with  fuch  Reafons 
Movinff  Compa|IIioii5  I  hope  it  will  not 
Be  oenmr'd  Levity  in  me^  ^ough  I  borrow 
In  this  from  Juftice,  to  relieve  my  Mercy ; 
I  grant  his  Pardoi^  at  your  Interceflion, 
But  ftiil  on  this  Condition  \  you  IJfandir^ 
In  expiation  of  you^  Guilty  Ihall  build 
A  Monument  for  my  Cloridcn  and  Cryfanthes  : 
And  never  henceforth  dravif  a  Sword,  but  when 
By  us  you  are  commanded,  in  defence  of 
Tht  Flower 'de- Luce  \  ^nd  after  one  Year's  Sorrow 
For  your  dear  Fripnd  Qeander's  wretched  Fat^ 
Mar^  CaUJia. 

Enter  Lidian. 

Lif.  On  your  facred  Hand, . . 
I  v6w  to  do  it  ierioufly.  ^ 

Ud.  Great. Sir,  ftay, 
Leave  not  your  Seat  of  Juftice,  *till  you  have 
Giv'n  Sentence  in  a  Caufe  as  much  important   * 
As  this  you  h^ve  determined. 

King.  Lidian  ? 

Enter  Claiwigie  und  Friar. 

Ud.  He,  Sir, 
Your  humbleft  Subjcd :  I  accufe  Clarangi 
Of  Falfhood  in  true  Friendfhip  at  the  height ; 
We  both  were  Suitors  to  this  Lady,  both 
Injoin'd  one  Penance. 

Clara.  Trouble  not  the  King 
With  an  unneceflary  Repetition, 
Of  what  the  Court's  familiar  with  already. 

King.  CUerangif 

Der. 
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Dor.  With  a  (haven  Crown  ? 

OBn.  Moft  ftrange. 

Clara.  Look  on  thy  Rival,  your  laCe  Sorvantt  Madiuii» 
But  now  devond  to  a  better  Mlftrefi) 
The  Church,  whofe  Orders  I  have  took  upon  me: 
I  here  deliver  up  my  Inttreft  to  her^ 
And  what  was  got  witK  Cunning  as  you  thoi^bt, 
I  fimply  thus  fiirrender :  Heretofore 
You  did  outftrip  tne  in  the  Race  of  Friendihip, 
I  am  your  Equal  now. 

Dor.  A  Suit  foon  ended    . 

Oara.  And  joining  thus  your  Hands,  I  knoW  botk 

willingj 
I  may  do  in  the  Churdi  my  Friar*s  Office 
In  marrying  you. 

Ud.  The  Vidbory  is  yours,  Sir. 

King.  It  is  a  glorious  one,  and  well  fets  off 
Our  &ene  of  Mercy  %  to  the  Dead  we  tender 
Our  Sorrow,  to  the  Living  ample  Wifhet 
Of  future  Happineis.    *Tis  a  King's  Duty 
To  prove  himfelf  a  Father  10  his  Subjefts ; 
And  I  (hall  hold  it,  if  this  well  fuccesd, 
A  meritorious  and  praiie-worthy  Dted«  [Exiutit. 
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E  P  I  L  O   CUE, 

SflLLdoubtfulyOiiiipirpkit'itferWbaberbi 
HattJone  Plcttlier  right  in  tins  Si/otyr 
3T>e  Poetjitt  ^mlhi»\  Jme  he  wfu/l  h»w  tir 
He  with  Re/peS,  defirei  thai  you  vmtUjbtim  it 
By  feme  accufim'd  Sign ;  if  from  mr  jGUm 
Oy'his  EnJeavMtrs,  you  meet' SatisfaSion, 
With  ours  be  hatk  tk  Swh;  ipe  btpi  lit  Mi 
To  make  that  Certainty  in  you  dotb  rtjf. 
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MEN. 


-  V 


GOVERNOR  4^  Segovia. 
Verdugo,  a  Captain  under  him. 
Alphonfi),  M  old  angry  Gentleman. 

S^rto    \  ^^^  Gentlemen y  Primd{  to  Alphonfo. 

Pedro,  the  Pilgrim^  a  noble  Gentleman^  Servant  to  Alinda. 

An  old  Pilgrim. 

Roderigo,  Rival  to  Pedro,  Captain  of  the  Outlaws. 

1^1   \  i^iOutlam^under  Ro^igo. 

A  Gentleman  of  the  Country. 

Courtiers. 

Porter. 

Mafter  and  Keepers  of  the  Mad  Folks. 

^ree  Gentlemen^ 

Four  Peafants. 

A  Scholar^ 

i  Wk  5>.  Madmm. 

An  Engbfliman,        ^ 

Jenkin  4  Wclft}rnan 

FooL"^ 

WOMEN. 

Alinda,  Daughter  to  Alphonfo,  Pcdro'i  Lady. 
Jiictta,  ^nda*J  Maid^  a  wit^Lafs. 

Ladies^' ' 
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SCENE    SPAIN, 


THE 


PILGRIM. 


A  C  T    I.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Alphonfo,  Curio,  and  Seberto. 

CURIO. 

g  I G  N I O  R  ^jpi&o^,  ye'ic  too  ni^cd  to  ber, 
,  BeJieve't,  too  full  of  Harfludi. 
Jhb.  Yea  it  feems  ib. 

Seh.  A  Father  of  fo  fwect  a  Child,  fb  happ/ ,. 
'  (Fie  Sir,)  fo  excellent  m  ali  Endowment!, 
In  blelTednefs  of  Beauty,  fuch  a  Mirror. 
^pb.  She  is  a  Fool,  away. 
Seb.  Can  ye  be  angry? 
Can  any  Wind  blow  rough,  upon  a  Bloflbtn 
So  fair  and  tender  ?  Can  a  Father's  Nature, 
A  ncAile  Father's  too  i 

Alpb.  All  this  is  but  prating : 
Let  her  be  rui'd ;  let  her  obferve  my  Humour  \ 
With  my  Eyes  let  her  lee»  with  mv  Ears  liften  i 
I  am  her  Father :  I  b^ot  her,  brecf  her. 
And  I  will  make  her- 

Cur.  No  doubt  ye  nuy  compel  her. 
But  what  a  mifchievous,  unhappy  Fortune 
May  wait  upon  this  Will  of  yours ;  as  commonly 
Such  Forcings  ever  end,  in  Hates  and  Ruins. 

jSpb^ 


^pb.  l&h  not  a  Min  I  wi&  ber  te?  Jk         _ 

AV  hat  can  &e  baver  Winir  woii^d  (he  hftv^  ^  A  Gfioii^^ 
A  young  Man  f  and  an  abfe  Man^?  a  rich  Mali  f 
A  haftdfomc  MaA^  a  valianc  Man ^  d*]KKi  mark  iiie^< 
None  of  jFour  piec^d-Cocnpantons,  your  pb'd  Gallant 
That  fly  to  Rttcrs,  with  ev'ry  Flaw  of  Weather  : 
None  of  your  impt  Brava4oes.:  What  can  (he  ask  oiore  I 
Is't  not  a  metal'd  Man  fie  for  a  ^Woouui  ? 
A  ftrong-chin'd  Man  ?  I'll  not  be  fooPd,  nor  florted. 

Stb.  I  granr  ye  R^dmgo  is  alithefe. 
And  a  brave  Gentleoiaa :  MutL  k  thenefdire  follow 
Upon  Neceility  fhe  muft  doat  on  him  f 
Will  ye  aUow  no  liberty  tn  chuftng  ^ 

Cur.  Alas!  (he's  tender  yet. 

Alpb.  Enough,  enough^  enough^  Sir  ; 
She's  malleable,  (he'll  endure  the  Hammer ; 
And  why  not  tbaaftrong  Wofkcnan  ebar  (^ikn  deepeft? 
Let  me  know  that:  (he's  (ifteen,  with  the  vantage. 
And  if  (he  be  not  ready  now  for  Marriage 

Seb.  You  know  he  is  a  bani(h'd  Man,  an  Outlaw, 
Am)  hoii  he  lives;  hit  Nature  rough,  and  bkxKlf 
By  cuftomary  Kapioes:  now,  ktf  fweet  Humoir^ 
That  is  as  eafy  as  a  Cahn^  and  peaceful  \ 
AU  her  Af&oioBs,  like  the  i>9Wsoo  Rofes ; 
Fair  ^  ^e  Flowers  themfeives  y  as  fweet  and  gentle : 
How  would  you  barethefe  nxet? 

jtlpb.  A-bed,  a-bed,  Sir: 
Let  her  be  the  faireft  Rofe,  and  the  fweefeft, 
'  Yet  I  know  this  tur  Rofe  muft  have  her  Pricktes : 
I  grant  ye  Roder^s  is  an  Outlaw, 
An  eafy  Compofuion  calls  him  in  again  ^ 
He  is  a  valiant  Man,  and  he's  a  rick  Man, 
And  loves  the  Fool  i  a  Httle  rough  by  Cuftom: 
She'll  like  ktm  tea  times  better.    She^U  dbat  upon  him, 
(If  e'er  they  con^e  to  grappling,)  run  mad  for  hkn  i 
But  there's  another  in  the  Wind,  feme  Caftret 
That  hovers  over  her,  (i)  and  dai«»  her  ^Hy» 
Some  flickrins  Slave, 
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CttT.  I  (kre  not  think  ib  poorly. 
jUfb.  Something  there  is,  and  wxi&  be ;  but  I  ihall 
icent  it 
JukI  hunt  it  naixofwly^ 

SeB.  I  never  iaw  iM^r  yet 
Make  offer  at  the  lead  glance  o£  ASEc&kUjs 
But  ftiil  to^  modeft,  wile. 

jilpb.  They're  wiie  to  gull  us. 
There  waa  a  Fellow,  dd  Femauda\  Smu^ 
I  mult  confefs  handfome,  but  my  Enemy, 
And  the^  whole  Famihr,  I  hate  young  P^ira  : 
That  Fellow  I  have  ken  ho:  g^  upon» 
And  turn,  and  gaze  again,  and  make  fuch  oSeia 
As  if  fiie'd  fhoot  her  Eyes  like  Meteors  at  him: 
But  that  Caufe  ftands  removed. 

Cur.  You  need  not  doubt  him, 
For  long  fince>  as  *twas  thoi^^ht  on  a  griev'd  G^nicieooe^ 
He  left  nis  Father,  and  his  Friends  ;  (z)  more  pity : 
For  Truth  reports  he  was  a.  noble  Gendeman* 

Jlpb.  Let  nim  be  what  he  wUI,  be  was  a  Beggary 
And  there  Til  leave  him, 

Seh.  Th'  more  the  Court  muft  anfwer ; 
But  certainly  I  think,  though  ihe  might  fitvour  him. 
And  love  his  Goodnefs,  m  he  was  an  honcft  Man, 
She  never  with  loofe  Eyes  ftuck  on  his  Perfon* 

Jlpb.  She  is  fo  full  of  Confi:ieooe  too,  and  Charity, 
And  outward  Holineis,  0^  will  undo  me : 
Relieves  more  Beggars,  than  an  Hofjpital  \  ^ 
And  all  poor  Rogues,  that  can  but  uy  tbeir  pEayei% 
And  tune  their  Pipes  to  Lamentations. 


Enter  Alinda,  and  Juletta. 

She  thinks  (he*s  bound  to  dance  to.  Good-siorrow  tayou. 
And  that's  as  ye  deiervc  too »  you  know  my  Mind, 
And  Itudy  to  obferve  it,  do  it  cheerfully. 
And  readily,  and  bomt. 
jIBn.  I  Iball  obey  yc. 
But,  noble  Sir. 

(2)  ■     >ii  ■■  I        iwr//*^;}  Thdk  Words  fteming^  would 

better  fiom  Stbiru^  Mgoth,  than  Jus  that  fpeaks  ^em. 

Alpb. 
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Alph.  Come,  come,  away  with  your  Flatteries, 
And  your  fine  Phrafci. 

Cur.  Pray  ye  be  gentle  to  her. 

Jlfb.  I  know  *em;  and  ](now  your  Feats  ^  if  you  will 
find  me 
Noble  and  loving,  fcek  me  in  your  Duty, 
You  know  Pm  too  indulgent—— 

Seb»  Alas,  poor  Lady. 

jtlfb.  To  your  Devotions ;  I  take  no  good  thing  from 
you. 
G>me,  Gentlemen,  leave  pitying,  and  moaning  of  her. 
And  praifing  of  her  Virtues,  and  her  Whim-whams  5 
It  makes  her  proud,  and  fturdy. 

Seb.  Cur.  Good  Hours  wait  on  ye .  [Exmni, 

jtlin.  I  thank  ye,  Gentlemen :  I  want  fuch  Comforts, 
I  would  thank  you  too,  Father,  but  your  Cruelty 
Hath  almoft  made  me  fenfelefs  qf  my  Duty  i 
Yet  ftiU  1  mufl:  know :  Would  I  had  known  nothing. 
What  Poor  attend  my  Charity  to  Day,  Wench  ? 

Jul.  Of  all  forts.  Madam ;  your  open-handed  Bounty, 
Makes  *cm  flock  every  Hour :  Some  worth  your  Pity, 
But  others  that  have  made  a  trade  of  Begging. 

Jiin.  Wench,  if  they  ask  it  truly,  I  muft  give  it : 
It  takes  away  the  holy  ufe  of  Chariry 
T' examirle  Wants.  ' 

Jul.  I  would  you  would  be  merry : 
A  chearful-giving  Hand,  as  I  think,  Madam, 
Requires  a  Heart  as  chearfuL  ^ 

Alin.  Alas,  Juletta^ 
What  is  there  to  be  merry  at  ?  What  Joy  now, 
Unlefs  we  fool  our  own  Affli&ioni, 
And  make  them  (hew  ridiculous  } 

Jul.  Sure,  Madam, 
You  could  not  leem  thus  ferious,  if  you  were  married. 
Thus  fad,  and  full  of  Thoughts. 

Alin.  Married?  To  whom.  Wench ? 
Thou  think'ft  if  there  be  a  young  handfome  Fellow, 
As  thofe  are  plentiful,  our  Cares  are  quenched  then. 

Jul.  Madam,  I  think  a  lufty  handfome  Fellow^ 
If  be  be  kind  and  loving,  and  a  right  one. 
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Is  ev^n  as  good  a  Pill  to  pui^ge  this  Melancholy, 
As  ever  Galen  gave  %  Vm  iime  more  natural. 
And  merrier  for  the  Heart,  than  Wine  and  Saffron : 
Madam,  a  wanton  Youth  is  fuch  a  Cataplafm. 

Aiin.  Who's  been  thy  Tutor,  Wench  ? 

Jul.  Ev*n  my  own  Thoughts,  Lady : 
For  though  I  be  barM  th'  liberty  of  Talking, 
Yet  I  can  think  unhappily,  and  as  near  the  Nbrk,  Madam, 
Taith,  marry^  and  be  merry. 

Alin.  Who  will  have  me? 
Who  will  be  troubled  with  a  fettiih  Gv\  i 
(It  may  be  proud,  and  to  that  Vice  expenoerul) 
Who  can  auiire  himfelf,  I  fhall  live  honeft  f 

Jul.  Let  ev*ry  Man  take  his  Fortune. 

j£in.  And  o'  my  Confcience, 
If  once  I  grow  to  breedings  a  whole  Kingdom 
Will  not  contain  my  Stock. 

Jul.  The  more  the  merrier : 
'Tis  brave  to  be  a  Mother  of  new  Nauons. 

jSm.  Why,  I  fhould  bury  a  hundred  Husbands. 

Jul.  *Tis  no  matter : 
As  long  as  ve  Icslvc  fufficient  Men  to  ftock  ye. 

jilin.  Is  tnis  thy  Mirth?  Are  thele  the  Joys  of  Marriage? 
Away  light-headed  Fool  1  are  thele  Contentments  ? 
If  I  could  find  a  Man. 

Juh  You  may  a  thouland. 

jilin.  Meer  Men  I  know  I  may :  And  there  a  Woman 
Has  liberty,  (at  lead  fhe'll  venmre  for  it,) 
To  be  a  Monfter,  and  become  the  Time  too ; 
But  to  enjoy  a  Man,  from  whole  Example 
As  from  a  Compafs,  we  may  fteer  our  Fortunes, 
Our  Actions,  and  our  Age ;  and  fafe  arrive  at 
A  Memory  that  fhall  become  our  Allien 
Such  things  are  few,  and  far  to  feek  ;  to  find  one 
That  can  but  rightly  manage  th'  wild  Beaft,  Woman,  / 
And  fweetly  govern  with  her.  But  no  more  of  this,  Wench, 
'Tis  not  for  thy  Dilcourfe :  Let's  in,  and  fee 
What  poor  Amided  wait  our  Charity,  [Exmnt. 


SCENE 


^46  ^  Pi/grwi, 

S    C    E    N    E      It    . 
Enter  a  Porter,  four  ^<U^h  Pedro,  it»i  a  P%rim. 

* 

Por.  Stand  aflT,  »d  keep  tout  Rtnles^  T^Morf  foot 
further: 
There  loufe  yooitfelirdi  wkh  Itea^ii  airf  TRftr^mn. 
J[lhe  Son  ik^  wtmi :  The  faithor  ftiff  the  tietner. 
Your  Beafts  will  bolt  anon,  and  Aien  His  dftogexDua. 

1  Beg.  Heaven  blefs  our  Mikrek. 
Par.  Does  tfaeCmck  fo  tint  way? 

'Twill  be  oW  ocher  fide  anon. 

2  Beg.  Pray  je^  Friisnd. 

Por.  Your  FmtiAi  And  ^y  your  FrtaiW  iN^hy, 
goodman  TurncoUt, 
Wh^t  doft^thbu  Ae  within  me,OT  wnfhoot  rne. 
Or  what  Itch  doft  thou  know  upon  tne,  tdl  me; 
That  I  fliould  be  thy  Fridnd?  What  do  I'fodk  fikc. 
Any  of  thy  AcMaintante  hung  in  Gfbbets? 
Haft  thou  stay  'Friends,  Klindred  -  or  A  Utatiee, 
Or  any  higher  Ambition,  than  an  A}ms-4)a&et? 

2  Beg.  W  be  yotir  WorfWp*s  Trienfl. 
i%r.  So  ye  iball,  Shwh, 

When  I  '4juartcr  the  4afBC  lionfc  *^ith  7t. 

3  Beg.  'Tis  twelve  o'  Clock. 

Por.  *Tis ever  fo  with  thee,  when  Aoutttfone  £ratk!bing, 
iSordbit  fsfoMkes^tihy  Stonmdh  to  ring  Noon ; 
O  th*  inBnite  Seas  w  Porridge  tlipu  haft  fwallo^dl 
And  yet  thou  look'ft  as  *F  riwy  4ra:d  bcea  bat  GIHlers ; 
Thou  feedft  abundance,  !hou  hadft  need  cf^Suftenancci 
Alms  do^ou  Gall  k  ^rdieve  thefe  Rafbis? 
Nothing  but  a'l^^-al  Ret  of  Sheep  cati  latisfy  "^em^ 

Enkr  A^hon&i,  Cnm^  tmi  .Stbctto. 

^  Alfik.  Did  not  i  tdl  you,  %ow  'fte  wouM  undo  tne  f 
What  Marts  of  Rogues,  and  Veggats  P 

Seb.  -It  is  Charity  : 
MwhipTcs  you  are  bound  «  love  her  for 

jllpb.  Yes  I  warrant  ye, 
If  Nfen  could  fail  to  Heav*n  in  Porridge  Pots, 

Widi 
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With  Mails  of  Beef  nd  Mutton*  whM  a  Vlo)rate  Aould 

1  WmkC  i 

What  are  all  thefe  ? 

1  Big.  Poor  People,  an'e  like  youf  Woofli^  / 

2  Beg.  Wretched  poor  Poopk. 

3  Beg.  Vcrjr  haOffry  Fc^. 
jfljpb.  And  ferf  ixwfy.. 

4  Beg.  Yes^  foifooth,  ib,  fb, 

Pffr.  ril  undertake  ^^reliuodrid  Had  >|faoat*em^^ 
And  thafs  no  needy  Gvafiei^ 

j<(p&.  WhacaoefFonj 

PU.  Strangers  that  come  to  wonder  m  fOet  Qboritj, 
Yet  PQt>pie  poof  enough  to  beg  a  AIcifiBg. 

Ctir.  Ufe  cbeia  wii!h  fa  voor^^^  their-Abeivs  me  rereiieB& 
It  fecms  yc*re  holy  Pilgrims  f 

PU.  Ye  gqefe  right,  Sir, 
And  bound  fiir  ^,  to  tjlfo  cm  De^odmis. 

jflpb.  What  makeye  lifais  way?  WcJccep  nftSrJiohs  hcil^ 
Nor  holy  Shrines. 

PiL  The  holieft  w«  e'er  heard  of  ^ 
Ye  keq:>  a  living  Monument  of  Goodnds, 
A  Daughter  of  dmt  pious  Excellence, 
The  very  (3)  Shrines  of  Saints  (ink  Mt  ha  Viftues, 
Afld  fwear  they  cannot  hold  pace  with  her  Piecies. 
Wc  come  to  iee  this  Lady :  Not  urith  pn^«&  £yts» 
Nor  wanton  Bfaods,  eo  doat  iqpan  her  ifieaiicies, 
fioc  throfigh  our  loedious  ways  to  beg  her  BleffiogB. 

Alpb.  This 'it  aoKW  way -of  Begging,  4nid  a  neat  dine. 
And  this  cries  Money  for  Reward .;  gnd  ftore  tooi 
Thefe  Commendations  beg  notwith  £ag,  and  Bottle. 
Well,  well)  the  ifatming  of  this  Woman,  -Genriemen, 
I  know  <wbat  it  ttiift  come  to^  thisfe  Women-Saints 
Are  plaguj^  hosvy  Saints,  they  eot^weigh  a  He«iaim 
Three  tboofiuid  thick ;  I  know,  I  fed. 

Seb.  Ye Ve  more  affiakl  than  hiin;,:Sih*. 

Alpb.  Hove  you  your  Qommendasions  ready  lao  ? 
He  bows,  and  nods.  «r 

(3)  Sbrhes  of'  Saints  fink  at  — ^J  The  Bast  psc^Uy  ie- 

figncd  CO  fay  Jf^ink, 

Cur. 
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C«r.  A  faiildloiM  wdl-buik  Bccfom 

Alph.  What  Country-cravcr  arc  you?  Nothing  but 
Motion  ? 
A  Puppct-Pllgrim  ? 

Pil.  He's  a  Stranger,  Sir ; 
This  four  Days  I  have  travel'd  in  htftCompany^ 
But  little  of  his  Bufinels,  or  his  Language 
As  yet  Pve  underftood. 

S^h.  Both  young  ^nd  handfomct 
Only  the  Sun  has  been  too  faucy  with  him. 

Atph.  Would  ye  have  Money,  Sir,  or  Meat?  What  kind 
of  Blefling 
Does  your  Devotion  took  for?  Still  moit  ducking? 
Be  there  any  Saints,  that  underftand  by  Signs  only  ? 
More  Motion  yet  ?  This  is  the  prettieft  Pilgrim, 
The  pink  of  Pilgrims  \  Pll  be  for  ye,  Sir ; 
Do  ye  difcourfe  with  Signs  ?  Ye're  heartly  welcome, 
«A  poor  Vtatkum  \  very  good  Gold,  Sir ; 
But  holy  Men  afil^  a  better  Treafure. 
I  kept  it  for  your  Goodneis,  but  nevertheleis 
Since  it  can  prove  but  bardenfome  t'  your  HolineC^ 
And  you  affed  light  Prayer,  fit  for  Carriage, 
ril  put  this  up  again. 

Cur.  Ye*rc  too  unreverent.  [too^ 

jtiph.  Ye  ulk  too  broad  i  muft  I  give  way,  and  WadA 
To  every  Toy,  that  carries  a  grave  feeming  ? 
Muft  my  good  Angels  wait  on  him  ?  If  the  proud  Hildiog 
Would  yield  but  to  my  Will,  and  know  her  Duty, 
I  know  what  I  would  fuffer. 

Seh,  Good  Sir,  be  patient. 
The  Wrongs  ye  do  thefe  Men  may  light  on  you. 
Too  heavy  too ;  and  then  youMl  wifli  you*d  faid  left : 
A  comely  and  fweet  Ufage  becomes  Strangers^ 

Alph.  We  (hall  have  half  the  Kingdom  Strangers  (hordy» 
An  riiis  fond  Prodigality  be  fufier*d ; 
But  I  muil  be  an  Afi :  See  *em  relieved,  Sfa'rah ; 
If  1  were  young  again  ,^  would  fooner  get  Bttr»whdpi» 
And  fafer  too,  than  any  of  thefe  She-faints. 
But  I  will  brcUt  her. 

Cur.  Such  a  Face  for  certain. 

5rf. 
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Sih.  Mcthinks  Tve  fccn  it  too :  But  we  are  coten'd  5 
But  fair  bcfal  thee.  Pilgrim,  thou  look'ft  lovely.       lEmi. 

For.  Will  ye  troop  up,  ye  Porridge  Regiment? 
Captain  Poor's  Quarter,  will  ye  move  ? 

Enier  Alioda,  Md  Julettt; 

^i«.  Ye  dull  Knave, 
Arc  not  thcfe  Wretches  ferved  yet  i 

Beg.  'Blefs  my  Miftrefs. 

^lin.  Uo  you  make  Sport,  Sir,  with  tljcir  Mifcrici? 
Ye  drowfy  Rogue. 

For.  They  are  too  high  fed,  Madam, 
Their  Stomachs  are  afleep  yet. 

-^/m.  Serve  'em  plentifully,      ^ 
Or  ril  ferve  you  out  next  %  c*cn  out  o*  Doors,  Sirrah  1 
And  ferve  'em  quickly  too. 

Beg.  Heav'n  blefs  the  Lady. 

^Hn.  Biofs  the  good  End  I  mean  it  for. 

Jul.  I  would  I  knew  it: 
If  it  be  for  any  Man's  fake,  I'll  cry  Jmen  too. 
Well  Madam,  yci'vc  e'en  as  pretty  a  (4)  Port  of  Pcor 
fioncrs    ■ 

Alin.  Vain-glory  would  feek  more,  and  handfomer. 
But  I  appeal  to  Virtue  what  my  end  is  ^      [Exe^  Beggars. 
What  Men  are  thcfc  ? 

Jul.  h  feems  theyVe  holy  Pilgrims : 
That  handfome  Youth  (hould  fuffer  fuch  a  Penance, 
Would  I  were  e'en  the  Saint  they  make  their  Vows  to. 
How  eas'ly  I  would  grant. 

PH.  Hcav'ns  Grace  in-whecl  ye, 
And  all  good  Thoughts,  and  Prayers  dwell  about  ye, 
Abundance  be  your  Friend,  and  holy  Charity 
Be  ever  at  your  Hand,  to  crown  ye  Glorious. 

(4) Port  9f  Pifijkntrs ]  The  Senfc  of  the  Place  Is  plain, 

tho*  the  manner  of  Exprefiion  is  diftculc.  In  Cafei  of  CriciAmiy  of 
fuch  a  nacnre  as  this  before  as»  we  may  oftner  fay  with  certainty,  this 
or  that  is  wrong,  than  what  we  wooM  fuhftitnte  in  its  room  is  right. 
So  here,  tho*  1  think  I  may  jaiUy  condemn  P^rt^  yet  whether  Sort,  or 
Cohort f  or  neither,  is  the  true  Ledion,  moll  be  left  to  the  Judgment  of 
the  candid  and  ingenioai  Reader. 

Vot.  V.  Ff  Alin. 


A^o  ^^  Pilgrim. 

jUn.  I  thank  ye,  Sir ;  Peace  guide  your  Travels  too, 
And  what  you  wifti  for  moft,  end  all  your  Troubles  i 
Remember  mc  by  this ;  and  in  your  Prayers, 
When   your   ftrong  Heart  melts,    mwliatc  my  poor 
Fortunes. 

Pil  All  my  Devotions  wait  upon  your  Service. 

Alin.  Are  y* of  this  Country,  Sir? 

PU.  Yes,  worthicft  Lady, 
But  far  off  bred:  iMy  Fortunes  farther  from  mc. 

j^n.  Gentle,  I  dare  believe. 

Pil.  I  have  liv'd  freer. 

Alin.  Vm  no  Inquifitor,  that  were  too  curious: 
Whatever  Vow  or  PeiTance  pulls  ye  on,  Sir  ; 
Confcience,  or  Ldve,  or  ftubborn  Difobedience, 
Th?  Saint  yt  kneel  to,  heak*,  and  cafc  your  Travels. 

Pit.  Yours  ne'er  begin :  And  thus  I  feal  my  Prayers. 

Alin.  How  conftantly  this  Man  looks?  How  he  Cghs! 
Some  great  Afflidion  hatches  his  Dovotions. 
Right  holy  Sir ;  how  young,  and  fweet  he  fuffers  \ 

Jul.  Would  I  might  fuffer  with  him. 

Alin.  He  turns  from  us : 
Alas,  he  weeps  too:  Something  prefles  him 
He  would  reveal,  but  dare  not.     Sir,  be  comforted. 
Ye  come  for  that,  and  take  it:  If't  be  want.  Sir, 
To  me  y 'appear  io  worthy  of  relieving, 
I  am  your  Steward :  Speak,  and  take.  He's' dumb  ftill : 
Now  as  I  have  a  faith  this  Man  fo  ftirs  me. 
His  Modefty  makes  me  afraid  I  have  trefpafs'd. 

Jul.  Would  he  would  ftir  me  too:  I  like  his  Shape  well 

jilin^  May  be  he*d  fpeak  alone ;  go  off,  Julctta^ 
(Afflrfted  Hearts  fear  their  own  Motions^ 
Be  not  far  off. 

Jul.  Would  I  were  nearer  to  him, 
A  young  fmug  handfome  HoHnefs  has  no  Fellow.    [Exd. 

Ali%.  Why  do  you  grieve  ?  Do  you  find  your  Penaocc 
(harp  ? 

Or  are  the  Vows  yeVe  made  too  mighty  for  ye  ? 
Does  not  the  World  allure  ye  to  look  back. 
And  forrow  for  the  fweet  time  ye  have  loft  ? 

Yc'rt 
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Yc'rc  young,  and  fair  5  be  not  deluded.  Sir  j 
rA  manly  made  up  Heart  contemns  tiiefe  ShadoWs, 
And  yours  appears  no  Icfs  5  (s)  Griefs  for  your  Fears, 
For  Hours  ill-fpenf,  for  Wrongs  done  ralh  and  rudely. 
For  foul  Contempts,  for  Faiths  ill  violated. 
Become  Tears  well ;  I  dare  not  task  your  Goodncfi  j 
And  then  a  Sorrow  (hews  in  his  true  Glory, 
"When  the  whole  H«art  is  excellently  forry.  ^ 

I  pray  ye  be  comforted. 

Ped.  I  am,  dear  Lady, 
And  fuch  a  Comfort  ye  have  caft  upon  me, 
That  though  I  ftruggle  with  mine  own  Calamitiis 
Too  mighty,  and  too  many  for  my  Manage  \ 
And  though,  like  angry  Waves,  they  curl'd  upon  me. 
Contending  proudly  who  (hould  firft  devour  me, 

(5)    — —  Griifs  f9r your  Fean, 
"     For  Hours  iii-fpint,  fir  ffrotigs  d^m  rajh  and  ruitfy^ 

For  foul  Contempt i^  fir  Faiths  ill  violattdf 

Bicomi  Fears  «iu///; ]  Fears  in  the  laft  Line  Is  undoabtedly 

Cdrmpt,  and  Ttars  evidiently  the  true  Word.  But  Fears  alio  in  the 
firft  Line  looks  very  fufpicioufly :  Sins  is  the  propereft  Word  ;  and  I 
have  often  found  the  late;'£ditiqDs  nuke  as  great  Changei  in  Words  as 
from  Sins  to  Fears^  and  the  firin  Editor  or  Tranfcriber  might  do  the 
fame :  But  as  there  is  a  Word  often  ofed  by  our  Author,  which  chang- 
ing only  an  r  to  a  /,  gives  Propriety  to  the  Text  that  feems  moil  pn^ 
bs£ie:  I  conje^ure  therefore, 

■     Griefi  fir  your  Fbats, 
i.  e.  ASions^  as  in  ne  7njjo  Noble  KinfititSf 

■  gl*^'  «•'  Wordst 
8utbasyom**v€fii^*ditl^kaX.  Mt.Siwafd. 

Mr.  Sefwar^s  Conjefhirey  hovfever  ingenious,  I  cannot  entii«ly  agrds 
to ;  the  Reafons  are  not  many,  nor  difficult  to  be  conceiv*d. 

My  good  Friend  by  reading  Feats^  was  not  aware  of  making  tht 
Poet  guilty  of  Tautology,  feeing  Wrongs  done  rafh  and  rudely^  muft 
be  fome  of  thefe  very  Feats  he  is  heiie  contending  for.  BiefideS  thi^» 
by  admitting  Feats  into  the  Text  we  (hall  ftili  be  at  a  lofs  for  fome- 
thing  eafy  and  natural  to  precede  and  introduce  Hours,  to  which  the 
Psuticiple  /^ent  may  be  common,  and  with  which  both  the  Subilan^ 
tivts  may  agree :  The  Corre^Uon  I  woukl  ofier  has  both  thefe  laft 
saentionM  Qualities,  and  'tis  this, 

■  Griefi  fir  your  Years* 
For  Hours  ill-ffent^  &c. 

/.  i.  The  grieving  for  the  illfpending,  not  only  of  the  larger  but  lefier 
Portions  of  your  Life  paft,  becomes,  csTr. 

Ff  a  -W 
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(6)  Yet  I  would  ftcm  their  Danger. 

jilin.  He  fpeaks  nobly  i 
What  do  ye  want  ? 

Ped.  All  that  can  make  me  happy, 
I  want  myfelf. 

Jlin.  Yourfelf  ?  Who  robb'd  ye.  Pilgrim  ? 
Why  does  he  look  fo  conftantly  upon  me  i 
I  want  myfelf.    Indeed,  you  holy  Wanderers 
•Are  faid  to  feck  much ;  but  to  feck  yourfclves 

Ped.  I  feek  myfelf^  and  am  but  myfelf*  s  Shadow  i 
Have  loft  myfelf^  and  now  am  not  fo  noble. 

jllin.  I  feek  myfelf  \  fomething  I  yet  remember 
That  bears  that  Motto :  'Tis  not  he,  hc*s  younger. 
And  far  more  tender :  For  that  fclf-fake,.  Pilgrim, 
Be  who  it  will,  take  this.  [Offers  bim  Mbwf. 

Ped.  Your  Hand  I  dare  take, 
(That  be  far  from  me^}  Lady,  thus  I  kifs  it. 
And  thus  I  blefs  it  too ;  be  con  ft  ant  ^  fair^  ft  ill: 
Begood^  and  live  to  be  a  great  Example.  [Exit 

jRen.  One  Word  more.  Pilgrim.    H'as  amaz'd  me 
ftrangely :  / 

Be  conftant^fair^ftiU\  'tis  the  Pofy  here: 
And  here  without.  Be  good:  He  wept  to  (ee  me. 
Juletta. 

^  Enter  Juletta. 

Jtd:  Madam. 

jtUn.  Take  this  Key,  and  fetch  me 
The  Marygold  Jewel  that  lies  in  my  little  Cabinet ; 
I  think  'tis  that :  What  Eyes  had  I  to  mifs  him  i 

[Exit  Juletta. 
'  O*  me,  what  Thoughts  ?  He  had  no  Beard  then,  and 
As  I  remember  well,  he  was  more  ruddy. 

(6)  Tit  I  nuwli  ftim  thtir  Danger.]  Tko*  Dangtr  is  Senfe  licit, 
efpecially  if  we  read  thi  Danger^  yet  Angtr  carries  on  the  Metaphor 
jfo  much  more  poetically,  that  I  have  little  doubt  of  iu  being  the  true 
Word ;  and  wnat  almoil  makes  it  certain  is,  that  the  old  Sitioii  hai 
pat  the  Z>  quite  diiUnt  from  the  reft  of  the  Word,  D  ang€r%  the 
Setter  of  the  Prefs,  taking  it  firft  for  Dangtr^  begun  with  a  />,  thea 
iieeiog  his  Miftake^  put  mngtr  by  itfelf*  bat  forgot  to  take  away  the  h, 

Mr.  Si^nmri. 

If 
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If  this  be  he,  he  has  a  manly  Face  yet, 
A  goodly  Shape. 

Enter  Juletta. 

Jul.  Here,  Madam. 

Alin.  Let  me  fee  it : 
*Tis  fo^  too  true :  It  muft  be  he,  or  nothing ; 
He  fpake  the  Words  juft  as  they  ftand  Engraved  here  i 
/  feek  ntffilf^  and  am  but  nyfelps  Shadow  5 
Alas  poor  Man :  Didft  thou  not  meet  him,  7^/^/41  f 
The  Pilgrim,  Wench  ? 

Jul.  He  went  by  Jong  ago.  Madam. 

jllift.  1  forgot  to  give  him  fomething. 

Jul.  *Twas  ill  done.  Lady : 
For,  o'  my  Troth,  he  is  the  hanfom'ft  Man 
1  faiv  this  many  a  Day  ;  would  he'd  all  my  Wealth, 
And  me  to  boot :  W  hat  ails  (he  to  grow  fullen  ? 

jtiin.  Come,  I  forgot;  but  I  will  recompence  it. 

[Exeunt^ 


ACT    II.      SCENE    I. 

Entir  Alphonfo,  Curio,  SebertOi  Juletta,  Porter  and 

Servants. 

Alpb.f^  A  N  fhe  flip  through  a  Cat-hole?  tell  me  that ; 

V^  Refolve  me  j  can  (he  fly  i'  th*  Air  ?  Is  flic 
A  thing  invifible?  Gone,  and  none  know  it  ? 

Seb.  Ye  amaze  your  Servants. 

Jllpb.  Some  pelting  Rogue  has  watched  her  Hour  of 
itching. 
And  claw'd  her,  claw'd  her  \  do  you  mark  me,  clawM  her  \ 
Some  tha^  I  foder  up. 

Cur.  They  are  all  here,  Sir.  • 

Alpb.  Let*em  be  where  they  will,  they're  arrant  Rafcals, 
And  by  this  Hand  TU  bang  'em  ajl. 

Seb.  Deal  calmly  1 
You  will  not  give  *em  time  to  anfwer  ye. 

Ffa  JJph. 
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Alph.  ril  chbak  *€m,  famiflx  •cm:  What  fay  yoo^     i 
Wagtail  ?  ' 

You  knew  her  Mind,  you  were  of  Council  with  her ; 
Tell  me,  and  tell  me  true. 
Cur.  Ask  with  Difcrction. 
Alpb.  Difcrction  ?  hang  Difcrction,  hang  ye  all : 
Let  me  know  where  (he  is. 

J%1.  Would  you  know  o*  rac.  Sir  ? 
Jlpb.  <y  thee,  Sir  •,  ay,  o*  thee.  Sir :  What  art  thou.  Sir  ? 
"    JuL  Her  Woman,  Sir,  and't  like  your  Worlhip,  Sir. 

Alpb.  (7)  Her  Baud,  her  Fiddlc-ftick, 
Her  Lady- fairy,  to  oil  th'  Doors  o*  Nights, 
That  they  may  open  with  Difcrction, 
Her  Gin,  her  Nut-crack. 
Jul.  'Tis  very  well.  Sir. 

Alpb.  Thou  lieft ;  'tis  damn^lc  ill,  ^tis  moft  aboaioabk; 
Will  ye  confiefs,  Thin^  ? 

JuL  Say  I  were  guiky.  Sir, 
I  woidd  be  hang'd  before  I  woukl  confeis ; 
*  Is  this  a  World  to  confefs  in  ? 
Cur.  Deal  diredlly. 
^  Jul.  Yesj  if  my  Matter  lie  direft  before  me  j 
But  when  I'm  forc'd  and  ferettcd. 

Alpb.  Tell  me  th*  Truth, 
And  as  I  live  Y\\  give  thee  a  new  Petticoat. 

Jul.  And  you  would  give  me  ten  I  would  not  tell  ye  ? 
Truths  bear  a  greater  Price  than  you're  aware  of. 
Seb.  Deal  modeftly. 
Jul.  I  do  not  pluck  my  Cloaths  up. 
Alpb.  What  fay  you,  Sirrah  ?  you  ?  or  you  ?  are  ye 

dumb  all  ? 
Por,  I  fawher  laft  Night,  and't  fliall  like  your  Worfhip^ 
When  I  fcrv'd  in  her  Livery. 
Alpb.  What's  that.  Sirrah  ? 
Por.  Her  Chamber-pot,  and't  pleafe  ye. 
Sih.  A  new  Livery. 

(7)  Her  Band,  her  FiddUflic^  That,  in  fpite  of  Scnfc.  rod  iB 
the  Copies :  The  miilake  of  n  for  uyn&  very  eafy ,  and  wc  may  be  fare 
could  have  its  rife  from  no  other  Place,  but  chat  of  the  Preli.  The 
Text  is  from  the  Coojedorc  of  all  three. 

jSfb. 
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Alfh.  Where  lay  Ihe  ?  who  lay  with  her? 

Pot.  In  truth,  not  I,  Sir ; 
I  lay  with  nny  ^^W^^-Fredetxck^  in  the  Flea-chamber, 
And't  like  your  Worfhip,  we  are  atmoft  worried. 

Jul.  I  left  her  by  herftlf,  in  her  own  Ciofet, 
And  there  I  thought  Ih'ad  (Icpt. 

Alpb.  .Why  lay  you  from  her? 

Jul.  It  was  her  W  ill  1  (hould  ?  fhe  \%  my  Miftrefi, 
And  my  part  is  Obedience. 
,     Alpb.  Were  all  th*  Doors  lockM  ? 

Por.  All  mine. 

Set.  And  mine :  She*  could  not  get  out  thofe  ways 
Unlefs  (he  leapt  the  Walls,  and  thofe  are  higher 
Than  any  Woman's  Courage  dare  afpire  at. 

Alph   Come,  you  muft  know. 

Cur.  Conceal  it  not,  but  deal  plain. 

Jul.  If  I  did  know,  and  her  Truft  lay  upon  me; 
Not  all  your  Angers,  nor  your  Flatteries 
.  Should  make  me  fpeak  ;  but  having  no  more  Intereft 
Than  I  may  well  deliver  to  the  Air, 
ril  tell  ye  what  I  know,  and  tell  it  liberally : 
1  think  (he's  gone,  becaufe  we  cannot  find  her  ; 
I  think  Ihe's  weary  of  your  Tyranny, 
And  therefore  gone :  May  be  (he  is  in  Love : 
May  be  in  Love  where  you  (how  no  great  liking. 
And  therefore  gone :  May  be  fome  point  of  Confcience, 
Or  vow*d  Devotion, 

Alpb.  Thefe  are  nothing,  Minion  ; 
You  that  can  aim  at  thefe,  muft  know  the  Truth  too. 

Jul.  Any  more  Truth  than  this,  if  \  know,  hang  me, 
Or. where  to  fearch  for't  *,  if  I  mike  a  Lie 
(8)  To  gain  your  Love,  and  envy  my  beft  Miftrefs, 
Fin  me  againft  a  Wall,  with  my  Heels  upwards. 

(8)  ^0  gain  your  Lovi,  amfenyy  tay  heft  Miftrtfi^  Ent/y  here  is 
moft  probably  corrupt ;  it  may  inderd  be  made  Senle  wiib  theConcexty 
but  ifijuri  feems  mucb  more  likely  to  be  the  true  Readine. 

Mr.  Setward, 

The  bare  tranfpofing  of  the  latter  part  of  the  Line  will  make  the 
Senfe  ytry  clear : 

^0  gain  pur  Love,  and  my  heft  MiftrefC  En<vy. 

Ff4  dtli>b^ 
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Jlph.  Out  of  my  Doors. 
Jul.  That's  all  my  poor  Petition ; 
For  if  your  Houfe  were  Gold,  and  (he  not  in  ic. 
Sir,  I  (hould  count  it  but  a  Cage  to  whittle  in. 
Alpb.  Whore,  if  (he  be  above  ground,  I  will  have  her. 
Jul.  Pd  live  in  a  Cole-pic,  then,  were  I  your  Daughter. 
Seb.  Ceruin  (he  does  not  know.  Sir. 
Jlpb.  Hang  her,  hang  her, 
She  knows  too  much :  Search  all  the  Houfe,  all  Corners, 
And  where  *tis  poflible  (he  may  go  out.       [ExeufU  Serv. 
If  I  do  find  your  Tricks. 

Jul.  Reward  me  for  *em. 
Or  if  I  had  fuch  Tricks  you  could  di(cover. 
So  weak,  and  (lightly  woven,  you  might  look  tfarcnigh. 
All  the  young  Girls  (hould  hoot  me  out  o'th*  Parilh. 
.You  are  my  Mafter,  but  ye  own  an  Anger 
Becomes  a  School-boy,  that  hath  loft  his  Apples ; 
,Will  ye  force  things  into  our  Knowledges? 
Alpb.  Come  hither,  JuhUa ;  thou  didft  love  mt. 
Jul.  And  do  ftill  : 
You  are  my  Lady's  Father,  and  I  reverence  yc. 
Alpb.  Thou  wouldft  have  pleased  my  Humour. 
Jul.  Any  good  way. 
That  carried  not  Sufpicion  in^t,  or  Flattery, 
Or  fail  of  Truft. 
Alpb.  Come,  come,  thou  wouldft  havD     ■  ■ 
Jul.  Stay,  Sir. 

jjlpb.  And  thou  haft  felt  my  Bounty  for*t,  and  (halt  do. 
Doft  thou  want  Cloaths  or  Money  ? 
Jul.  Both. 

Alpb.  Shalt  have  both. 

Jul.  But  not  this  way;  I  had  rather  be  an  ^/i/tfm///. 
And  bring  Fig-leaves  into  fa(hion  again. 
If  you  were  young.  Sir, 
Handfome,  and  fitted  to  a  Woman's  Appetite, 
And  I  a  giddy-headed  Girl,  that  car'd  for  nothing. 
Much  might  be  done ;  then  you  might  fumble  with  me. 
And  think  to  grope  out  Matters  of  fome  moment. 
Which  now  you  will  put  too  (hort  for ; 
^or  what  you  have  fecn  hitherto. 

And 
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And  known  by  me,  has  been  but  honeft  Senrice, 
Which  I  dare  pin  i*th*  Market-place  to  anfwer; 
And  let  the  World,  the  Flefh  and  Devil  examine  ic» 
And  come  you  in  too,  I  dare  ftand  your  flri&cft. 
And  fo  much  good  may  do  you  with  your  Dreams 
Of  Courtefy. 
jilpb.  This  is  moft  monftrous.     * 

Enter  Porter  and  Servants. 

Seh.  Sure  fhe  does  not  know.  Sir ; 
She  durft  not  be  fo  confident,  and  guilty. 

j/lpb.  How  now,  what  News?  (9)  what  Hopesand  Stepi 
difcovcred  ?    . 
Speak  any  thing  that's  good,  that  tends  to  eh'  matter  1 
Ek)  you  (tand  daring  ftill  f 

1  Ser.  We  are  no  Gods,  Sir, 

To  fay  (he's  here,  or  there,  and  what  fhe  is  doing  % 
But  we  have  fearch*d. 

For.  I  am  fure  fhe  is  not  i'th'  Cellar ; 
For  look  you.  Sir,  if  flie  had  been  i'  th*  Cellar—* 

jflpL  Vm  fure  thou  haft  been  there. 

Por.  As  I  carried  the  matter. 
For  I  fcarch*d  every  Piece  of  Wine ;  yes  fure.  Sir, 
And  every  (10)  little  Tierce  that  could  but  teftify : 
And  I  drew  hard  to  bolt  her  out. 

Alpb.  Away  with  him. 
Fling  him  i'th'  Hay-mow,  let  him  lye  a  mellowing ; 
He  ftinks  of  Muskadel  like  an  EngUJb  Cbriftmas : 
Are  thefe  your  Cares  ?  your  Services  ? 

2  Ser.  Pray  y*  hear,  Sir, 

We've  found  where  (he  went  out ;  her  very  Footing. 

jflpb.  Where?  where?  goon. 

Qir.  Obferve  then  with  more  Stayedneis. 

2  Ser,  Searching  the  Garden,  at  the  little  Pofteirn 
That  opens  to  the  Park,  we  firft  difcovered  it. 

(9)  ■■  nvhai  Hopes  an  J  Stifs  difco^f^ndf]  As  plaufiUe  as  this 
Reading  appears,  I  can^t  help  imagining  oar  Author  wrote, 

■  'what  Hops  and  SufSt  &c. 

(10)  — Utili  Tcrefs— ]  A  maniwft  Corruption  for  fierct^  i.  #.  A 
fhird  part  of  a  Pipe  of  Wine. 

Alpb. 
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jUpb.  A  little  Foot  ? 

1  Ser.  It  muft  be  hers,  or  none.  Sir. 
jilpb.  How  far  beyond  that  ? 

2  Serv.  To  the  Park  it  leads  us. 

But  there  the  Ground  being  hard,  we  could  not  mark  it. 

Jlpb.  She  always  kept  that  Key ;  I  was  a  Coxcomb, 
A  Fool,  an  Afs,  to  gfve  a  Girl  that  Liberty : 
Saddle  my  Horibi.  Rogues!  yt  drunken  Varlets^ 
Your  precious  Diligence  lies  in  Pint-pots, 
Your  Brains  in  Buts  ^  my  Horfes,  ye  Pin-buttocks 
You'll  bear  me  company  ? 

Seb.  We  dare  not  leave  ye, 
Unleis  we  found  a  quieter  Soul  within  ye. 

Cur.  If  we  may  do  the  Lady  any  Service, 
Sweet,  gentle  Soul. 

Jtpb.  I  fay  again,  my  Horfes : 
Are  ye  fo  hot  ^  have  ye  your  private  Pilgrimages  ? 
Muft  ye  be  Jumping-7^«  ?  Til  wander  with  yc, 
ril  jump  ye,  and  Pil  joggle  ye :  My  Horfes  f 
And  keep  me  this  young  Lirry-poop  within  Doors. 
I  will  dilcover.  Dame. 

Jul.  'Tis  fit  you  (hould.  Sir, 
If  ye  knew  what :  Well  Love,  if  thou  beeft  with  her. 
Or  what  Power  elfe  that  arms  her  Refolution, 
Condud  her  fair,  and  ke^p  her  from  this  Madman, 
Dircft  her  to  her  Wilhcs,  dwell  about  her, 
That  nodifhonourable  End  o*er-take  her, 
Danger,  or  Want  *,  and  let  me  try  my  Fortune; 

jilpb.  You  know  the  Place  we  meet  in  ? 

Seb.  We  fliall  hit  it. 

j^lpb.  And  as  ye*re  honeft  Gentlemen,  endeavour. 

CuK  We'll  fearch  the  beft  we  can ;  if  (he  light  in  our 
Hands. 

ytlpb.  Tie  her  to  th*  Horfe-Tail. 

Seb.  We  know  how  to  ufc  her. 
But  not  your  way,  for  all  your  State. 

jilph.  Make  hafte. there: 
And  get  you  in,  and  look  to  th'  Houfe.    If  you  ftir  out, 

riamfel. 
Or  fet  0'  foot  any  new  Motion  this  way. 

When 
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When  I  come  home,  (which  (hall  be  fuddcnly) 
1^  know  my  Mind  HP  you  do  {rfay  the  Ralcid 
I  have  itiy  Eyes  and  Ears  in  fnndry  Places, 
If  ye  do  praunce  ■ 

Jul.  I  ihall  do  that  that's  fit.  Sir, 
And  fit  to  croft  your  Fooleries  %  VW  fail  elfc. 
And  fo  I'll  to  my  Chamber.  ^xU. 

4lpb.  To  yoor  Prayers, 
And  leave  yoor  ftubborn  Tricks :  She  is  not  far  yet. 
She  cannot  be ;  and  we  dividing  fudaeohrH— -• 

Cur.  Keep  her  from  thy  Hands,  I  beleec^         [Ajidi. 

Alpb.  Our  Hories! 
Come,  chearfully.  Pil  teach  her  to  run  gadding.  \EniMt. 

S    C    E    N    E     IT. 

Enter  Roderigo,  and  four  Outlaws. 

1  Outl.  Captain,  you  are  not  merry. 
Rod.  We  get  nothing, 

Vit  have  no  Sport  ^  whoring  and  drinking  (jpoils  u% 
We  keep  no  Guards. 

2  Outl.  There  eome  no  Paflengers, 
Merchants^  nor  Gentlemen,  nor  whofoever. 
But  we  have  Tribute. 

Rod.  And  whilft  we  fpend  that  idly. 
We  let  thofe  pais  that  carry  the  beft  I^irchafe^ 
I'll  have  all  fearch'd  and  brought  in  \  Rogues  and  Beggars^ 
Have  got  the  Trick  now  to  become  Bank-mafters. 
I'll  have  none  *fcape }  only  my  Eriends,  and  Ndghbours, 
That  may  deliver  to  the  King  my  Innocence; 
Thc^  I  would  have  regarded ;  it  is  Policy. 
But  otherwife  nor  Gravities,  nor  Shadows, 
Appear  they  how  they  will,  that  may  have  Purfes, 
For  they  ihall  pay. 

3  Outl.  Ye  Ipeak  now  like  a  Captain. 
And  if  we  fpare,  ilea  us,  and  coin  our  Caflbcks ; 
Will  ye  look  With  ? 

Rod.  You  hear  no  Preparation 
The  King  intends  againft  us  yet?  ^ 
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4  Outl  Not  a  Word,  Sir. 
Good  Man,  he's  troubled  with  Matter  oF  more  fnomeo;; 
Hummings  of  higher  Nature  vex  his  Brains,  Sir  i 
Do  not  we  fee  his  Garrifons  ? 

Rod.  Who*re  out  now  ? 

4  Outl  Good  Fellows,  Sir,  that  if  there  be  any  Purcfaa& 
ftirring 
Will  ftrike  it  dead  \  Jaques  and  Ijopes^  Lads 
That  know  their  Quarters,  as  they  know  their  Knaplacks) 
And  will  not  off. 

Rod.  Where  is  the  Boy  ye  brought  nie  ? 
A  pretty  Lad,  and  of  a  quick  Capacity, 
And  bred  up  neatly. 

1  Ouil.  He^s  within  at  Meat,  Sir» 
The  Knave  is  hungry ;  yet  be  feafons  all 

He  eats  or  drinks  with  many  Tears  and  Sighings. 

The  faddeft  Appetite  I  ever  looked  on  I 

(i  1}  The  Boy  is  young,  'tis  Fear  and  want  of  Company 

He  knows  and  loves  \  ufe  him  not  rough,  nor  harfiily, 

He  will  be  quickly  bold.      Rod.  1*11  entertain  him : 

I  want  a  pretty  Bov  to  wait,  upon  me. 

And  when  Pm  fad  or  fleepy,  to  prate  to  me; 

Befides  there's  fomething  in  his  Face  I  like  well : 

And  ftill  the  more  I  look,  more  like;  let  him  want  nothiogi 

And  ufe  him  gently,  all. 

2  Outl.  Here's  a  fmall  Box,  Sir, 

We  took  about  him,  which  he  griev'd  to  part  with. 
May  be  fome  Wealth. 

Rod.  Alas,  fome  little  Money 
The  poor  Knave  carried  to  defray  his  Lodgings, 
I'll  give  it  him  again,  and  add  unto  it : 
'Twere  Sin  to  open  fuch  a  petty  Purchafe. 

(11)  Thi  Boy  is  >M«^,«-— ]  in  the  F$li$  Editiont  the  ift  OntUw  ii 
Slide  to  fpea^  from 

His  nvitbim  at  Mtai,  Sir, 

to, 

Jmsl  ujt  bim  gisstijt  ^H- 
TKat  of  171 1  bas  given  part  of  it  to  R$dirig$,  as  it  ftaods  at  prefait» 
but  ^apply  (as  Mr.  Snsmrd  too  obferved  with  ne}  the  Captain*$  Speech 
begiJU  two  Lines  above,  with» 
flf$  B§f  is  ytsstg,  SiC 

EntiT 


1    ' 
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Enter  Lopes  and  Jaques,  wiib  Pedro. 

How  now,  who*s  this  ?  what  have  you  brought  me.  Soldiers  } 

Lop.  We  know  not  well  what?  a  (12)  flrange  Having 
Fellow, 
Sullen  enough  I  am  fure. 

Hod.  W  here  took  ye  him  ? 

Jaq.  Upon  the  Skirt  o'th'  Wood,  viewing,  and  gaping* 
And  iomedme  Handing  dill,  as  if  he*d  meant 
To  view  the  beft  Accefles  to  our  Quarters ; 
Money  he  has  enough,  and  when  we  threatned  him. 
He  fmird,  and  yielded ;  but  not  one  Word  utter*d. 

Lop.  His  Habit  fays  he's  holy;  if  his  Heart 
Keep  that  Proportion  too,  *tis  beft  ye  free  him ; 
We'll  keep  his  Wallet  here ;  Pm  fure  •tis  heavy. 

Rod.  Pilgrim ;  come  hither.  Sir :  Are  you  a  Pilgrim  ? 
A  Piece  of  pretty  Holinefs  \  d'  you  (brink.  Sir  ? 
A  fmug  young  Saint.  What  Country  were  you  born  in? 
Ye  have  a  Spanijh  Face :  In  a  dumb  Province  ? 
And  had  your  Mother  too  this  excellent  Virtue  ? 
No  Tongue,  d*  you  fay  ?  Sure  (he  was  a  matchlefs  Woman  f 
What  a  fine  Family  is  this  Man  fprung  from ! 
Certain  he  was  begotten  in  a  Calm, 
"When  all  was  huflit :  The  Midwife  was  dumb  Midnights 
Are  ye  feal'd  up  ?  Or  do  you  fcorn  to'anfwer  ? 
Ye're  in  my  Hands,  and  I  have  Medicines  for  ye 
Can  make  ye  fp^k :  Piill  off  his  Bonnet,  Soldiers ; 
Ye  have  a  fpeaking  Face. 

Lop.  Pm  fure  a  handlbme : 
This  Pilgrim  cannot  want  She-faints  to  pray  to. 

Rod,  Sund  nearer,  ha  ? 

Ped.  Come,  do  your  worft  5  Pm  vady. 

(11)  '       ftrangt  fhiviiig  filhnn^  Mr.  Siwar^i  at  wdl  agrees 

with  me  in  the  exphining  Jiaving,  i,  g,  having  a  Pilgrim*s  Staff  in  hit 
Handsy  as  in  adding  farther,  that  if  the  R^er  is  ftiU  difiatisfied  with 
the  Place,  he  may  iuppofe  the  Poet  to  have  wrote, 
—  afirangt  flaring  filkw^ 

Aid  there  may  be  fome  Reafon  for  it  from  Jaqnis\  Speech  a  little 
lower,  where,  fpeaking  of  this  new  Captive,  he  fays,  they  took  him 

Vf^H  th$  Sbrt  gUb'  H^ood,  viewiAg,  Md  gaping,  He. 

Rod. 
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Rod.  Is  vour  Tongue  found  ?  Go  ofl^  and  let  me  talk 
witn  him ; 
And  keep  your  Watches  round. 

JU.  WeVe  ready  ^  Capcain.  [Exeunt  Outlaws. 

Rod.  So ;  now  what  are  ye  ? 

Ped.  Am  I  ? 
My  Habit  (hews  me  what  1  aun. 

Rod.  (13)  Thou  art 
A  defpVate  Fooi»  and  fo  thy  Fate  ihall  tell  thee  % 
What  Devil  brought  thee  hither?  for  I  know  thee. 

Ped.  I  know  thou  doft ;  and  (ince  it  is  my  Fortune 
To  light  into  thy  Fingers,  I  muft  think  too 
The  moft  malicious  of  all  Devils  brought  me. 
Yet  fome  Men  fay  thou'rt  noble. 

Rod.  Not  to  thee. 
That  were  a  Benefit  to  mock  the  Giver : 
Thy  Father  hates  ray  Friends,  and  Family, 
And  thou  haft  been  the  Heir  of  all  his  Malice. 
Can  two  fuch  Storms  meet  then,  and  part  with  Kif&ng  ? 

Ped.  You  have  the  mightier  Hand. 

Rod.  And  fo  ril  ufe  it. 

Ped.  I  cannot  hinder  ye ;  lefs  can  I  beg 
Submiflive  at  his  Knees  that  knows  not  Honour  ; 
That  bears  the  Scamp  of  Man,  and  not  his  Nature  ; 
Ye  may  do  what  ye  pleaie. 

Rod.  I  will  do  all. 

Ped.  And  when  you've  done  all,  which  is  my  poor  Ruin, 
(For  farther  your  bafe  Malice  cannot  venture) 
Diflionour*s  k\{  will  cry  you  out  a  Coward. 
Hadft  thou  been  brave,  and  nobte,  and  an  Enemy, 
Thou  wouldft  have  fought  me  whilft  I  carried  Arms, 
Whilft  my  good  Sword  was  my^  Profeflion, 
And  then  have  cried  out,  Pedro^  I  defy  thee ; 
Then  ftuck  jilpbonfi's  Quarrel  on  the  Point, 
The  mercenary  Anger  thou  ferv'ft  under 

(13)  Thy  Heart, 

A  dij^erati  Fooii-^^l  This  Paflage  furdy  ought  Co  iisb  fi»i 
Thou  art 
A  dijfraii  Foal,  &C. 

In  this  Mr.  Spwrnrd  likewiA  concurred. 
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To  get  his  Daughter.  Then  thou  (hpuld*ft  have  brav*d  me, 
Andarm'd  with  all  thy  (14)  Family's  Hate,  upon  me 
Done  fomething,  worthy  feat :  Now  poor  and  bafely 
Thou  fet'ft  Toils  to  betray  me;  and  like  the  Peafant, 
That  dares  not  meet  the  Lion  in  the  Face, 
Di^ft  crafty  Pit-falls  i  Thou  fham'ft  th*  Spanijb  Honour: 
Thou'ft  neither  point  of  Man,  nor  Confcience  in  thee. 

Rod.  Sir,  Sir,  you're  brave ;  ye  plead  now  in  a  Sanduary  1 
You  think  your  Pilgrim's  Bulwark  can  defend  ye  i 
You  will  not  find  it  fo« 

Pid.  I  look;  not  for'r. 
The  more  unhallow'd  Soul  haft  thou  to  ofier  it. 

jRod.  When  you  were  braveft,  Sir,  and  your  Sword 
(harpeft, 
I  durft  affront  ye,  when  the  Court  Sun  gilded  /e. 
And  every  Cry  was  the  young  hopeful  Pedro^ 
Alonfo^  fprightly  Son  -,  then  durft^  I  meet  ye, 
"When  you  were  Matter  of  this  Fame,  and  Fafliion, 
And  all  your  Glories  in  the  full  Meridian, 
The  King's  Proof- tavour  buckled  on  your  Body  \ 
Had  we  then  come  to  Com  petit ion^ 
"Which  I  have  often  fought 

Ped.  And  I  dcfired  too. 

Rod.  You  Qiould  have  feen  this  Sword,  howe'er  yon 
flight  it. 
And  fek  it  too;  (harper  than  Sorrow  felt  it. 
In  Execution  quicker  than  thy  Scorns  ; 
Thou  fhould'ft  have  (cen  all  this,  and  fhrunk  to  fee  it. 
Then  like  a  Gentleman  I  would  have  us'd  thee^ 
And  given  thee  the  fair  fortune  of  thy  Being, 
Th^n  with  a  Soldier's  Arm  Td  honoured  thee; 
But  fince  thou  ftearft  upon  me  like  a  Spy, 

(14) famthft  Hati  upon  mi^ 

D§nt  f$miibing  nuortby  feai '.^^l  A  Comma  Or  two  here  win 
put  aU  to  Right,  tkus, 

■  Family* s  Hati,  ufon  mi 
Dom  ftmt thing,  'worthy  Peat: 

But  Mr.  Smjuard  thinks  that  fomeching  farther  is  reqnifite,  vod  to  make 
the  .whole  run  more  naturally,  we  ought  to  read  thus^ 

■  ■  upon  mi 

Have  domjomi  worthy  Fimi 

And 
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And  Thief.likc  think'ft  that  holy  Cafe  (hall  carry  thcc 

Through  all  my  Purpofcs,  and  fo  betray  me, 

(15^  Bafe  as  you  a£i:»  thy  End  be,  and  I  forget  thee. 

Ped.  What  poor  Evafions  thou  build'ft  on,  t*abu&  me} 
The  goodnefs  of  a  Man  ne*er  taught  thefe  Principles. 
I  cooie  a  Spy  ?  Durft  any  noble  Spirit 
Put  on  this  Habit,  to  become  a  Traitor  ? 
Ev*n  in  an  Enemy  (hew  me  this  Antipathy 
Where  there  is  Chriftian  Faith,  and  thi)  not  reverenced : 
I  come  a  Spy  i  No,  Rodtri^o^  no  ^ 
A  Hater  of  thy  Perfon,  a  Maligner  ? 
'  So  far  from  that,  I  brought  no  Malice  with  me. 
But  rather  when  I  meet  thee,  (16)  Tears  to  foften  thee ; 
When  I  put  on  this  Habit,  I  put  off 
All  Fires,  all  Angers,  all  thofe  (larts  of  Youth 
That  ( 1 7)  clapt  too  rank  a  Biafs  to  my  Being, 
And  drew  me  from  thCi^right  Mark  all  (hould  aim  at  i 
Inftead  of  ftubborn  Steel,  I  put  on  Prayers ; 
For  ra(h  and  hafty  Heats,  a  fweet  Repentance : 
Long  weary  Steps,  and  Vows,  for  my  Vain-glories. 
O  Roderigo! 

Rod.  If  thy  Tongue  could  fave  thee. 
Or  Prating  be  thy  £i],  thou  haft  a  rare  Benefit.^ 
Soldiers,  come  our,  and  bring  a  Halter  with  ye  i 
1*11  forgive  your  holy  Habit,  Sir,  but  Til  hang  you. 

(15)  Bafi  at  you  aa^  thy  End  hi, ]  The  Copies  here  Taiy, 

Thofe  of  1647  and  171 1  reid  %a  in  the  Text ;  that  of  1^79  givei  the 
Paffage  thus. 

Baf$  at  the  Aa^  Sec. 
Bat*  u  I  think,  none  of  Vm  right.    I  conje£hir*d  once  that  the  Line 
ihoold  ran  fo, 

Bafi  at  year  M^  itc. 
Bat  finding  afterward,  upon  Examination,  that  iht  was  the  reading  of 
the  ad  F$li$,  I  am  now  inclined  to  think  the  Place  (hould  run  thus, 

Bqfi  at  thii  Ja^  Sec. 
i,  #.  hit  coming  upon  him  (R»dirig§)  u  he  though t,  in  the  Habit  of 
a  PUgrim,  to  fpy  out  his  Place  of  Concealment,  Strength,  tfr.  in  order 
Co  difcover  all  he  knew  to  the  Governor. 

(16)  '         Tfort  (ofiftia  ihfti]  This  Reading  is  peculiar  to  the 
Copy  of  171 1. 

(17)  *«  cli^  t§$  rank  a  Bia/t^}  1.  #•  ftrong,  great,  Vc. 

Enlir 
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Enter  Oialaws^  Lopes,  and  Jlaques* 

I  OtaL  Wherefore  this  Halter,  Captain? 

kod.  For  this  Traitor. 
Go,  put  it  on  him,  and  then  tie  him  up. 

I  Outl.  D'  you  want  a  Band,  Sir?  This  is  a  courft 
wearing, 
'Twill  fit  but  fcurvily  upon  this  Collar ; 
But  Patience  is  as  good  as  a  French  Pickadel. 

Lop.  What's  his  Fault,  Captain  ? 

Rod.  'Tismy  Willhcpcritti^ 
And  that^s  his^Fault. 

Fed.  A  Captain  of  good  Goverhrheni. 
Come,  Soldiers,  come,  ye*re  roughly  bred,  and  bloody ; 
Shew  your  Obedience,  and  the  Joy  ye  take 
In  executing  impious  Communds  i 
Ye  have  a  Captain  feals  your  liberal  Pardons, 
Be  no  more  Chriftians,  put  Religion  by, 
^Twill  make  ye  Cowards  j  feel  no  Tendernefs, 
>ror  let  a  thing  calPd  Confcience  trouble  ye  ^ 
Alas,  'twill  breed  Delay.    Bear  no  Refpe& 
To  what  I  ieem ;  were  I  a  Saint  indeed. 
Why  (hould  that  dagger  ye  ?  You  know  not  Holinefs : 
To  be  excellent  in  Evil,  is  your  Goodnefs  ; 
And  be  (b,.  'twill  become  ye ;  have  no  Hearts, 
For  fear  you  (hould  repent  i  that  will  be  dangerous  3 
For  if  there  be  a  knocking  there,  a  pricking. 
And  that  Pulfe  beat  back  to  your  Confideratioris, 
How  ye  have  laid  a  ftiff  Hand  on  Religion 

Hoa.  Trufs  him,  I  fay. 

Fed.  And  violated  Faith- ^ 

Rod.  Hear  him  not  prate. 

Fed.  Why,  what  a  thing  will  this  be? 
What  ftrange  Confufion  then  will  breed  among  ye  i 

Rod.  Will  none  of  yei  obey  ? 

Fed,  What  Devils  vex  ye? 
t*he  Fears  ye  live  in,  and  the  hourly  Dangers 
Will  be  Delights  to  thefe :  Thofe  have  their  Ends, 
^ut  thefe  out-live  all  Time,  and  all  Repentances 
dad  if  it  creep  into  your  Confcience  once. 

Vol.  V.  Gg  Be 
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Be  fure  ye  lock  chat  clo&. 

Red.  Why  ftand  ye  gazing? 

Fed.  Farcwcl  Sleep,  Peace,  all  that  arc  human  Comfb 
Better  ye  had  been  Trees,  or  Stones,  and  happier  j 
For  thofe  die  here,  and  feck  no  further  Being, 
Nor  Hopes,  nor  Punifhments, 

Rod.  Rots  take  yc,  Rafcals. 

Jaq.  What  would  you  have  us  do  ? 

Rod.  Difpatch  the  Prater. 

Ja'q^.  And  have  religious  Blood  hang  on  our  Confirienc 
We're  bad  enough  already :  Sins  enough  ^ 
To  make  our  Graves  cv'n  loath  us. 

Rod.  No  Man  love  me  ? 

Lop,  Although  I  be  a  Thicf^  I  am  no  Hangman ; 
They're  two  Mens  Trades,  and  let  another  Execute. 
Lay  violent  Hands  on  holy  Things  ? 

Rod.  Bafe  Cowards, 
Put  to  your  Powers,  ye  Rafcals,  I  command  ye. 
For  holy,  or  unholy,  if  1  fay  it, 
I*il  have  it  done. 

1  Outl.  If  I  do*t,  let  me  ftarvc  ibr^t. 

2  Ouil.  Or  L 

3  Outl.  Or  I :  We  will  obey  things  handfome. 
And  bad  enough,  and  over-do  Obedience, 

But  to  be  made  fuch  Inftruments  of  Mifchief 

Jaq.  I've  done  as  many  Villanies  as  another. 
And  with  as  little  ReluAation ; 
Let  me  come  clear  of  thefc,  Ind  wipe  that  Score  o£ 
Put  me  upon  a  felt  and  known  Perdition      ■     ■ 

Rod.  Have  ye  confpir'd,  ye  Slaves  ? 

Fed.  (18)  How  vildly  this  fhows, 
In  one  that  wouW  command  another's  Temper, 
And  bear  no  bound  in's  own. 

Rod.  Am  I  thus  jaded  ? 

Fed.  Is  it  my  Life  thou  long'ft  for,  Roderigo  f 
And  can  no  Sacrifice  appcafe  thy  Malice, 
But  my  Blood  fpilt?  Do  it  thyfclf,  difpatch  it; 
And  as  thou  tak'ft  the  whole  Revenge  unto  thee, 

(18)  How  wildly  thh/hrws,']  The  Fr/i>  of  1647  gives  the  Text. 

Ta 
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Tak?  the  whole  Sia  upon  thee,  and  be  nfiighty^ 
Mighty  in  Evil,  as  thou  art  in  Anger: 
And  let  not  thefe  poor  Wretches  houl  for  thy  fak& 
Thofe  things  that  in  dune  own  Giafs  d^cta  mod  monftrous, 
Would*iVthou  abofe  their  weak  Sights  with,  for  amiable  ? 
Is  it,  thou  think'ft  to  fear  me  with  thy  Terrors, 
And  into  weak  Condition  draw  my  Virtue? 
If  I  were  now  to  ieam  to  die,  I'd  fue  to  thee  \ 
Or  did  I  fear  Death,  then  Pd  make  thee  Glorious ; 
But  knowing  what,  and  how  far  I  can  fufler. 
And  all  my  whole  Life  being  but  Death's  Preface, 
My  Sleep  hut  at  next  Door— - 

Rod.  Are  ye  fo  valiant  ? 
I'll  make  y^  feel ;  Pll  make  ye  know,  and  feel  too  > 
And  Rafcals,  you  ftall  tremble.     Keep  him  here. 
And  keep  him  fafe  too ;  if  he  'icape  your  Guards' 

Ped.  Fear  not,  I  will  not. 

Rod.  As  I  live,  ye  die  for^t; 
I  will  not  be  thus  baffled*  ^  \^Exit. 

Jaq.  What  a  Devil  have  ye  done,  Pilgrim  ?  Or  what 
Mifchief 
Have  you  confpir*d,  that  he  ihould  rage  and  rave  thus  i 
Have  you  kill'd  his  Father,  or  his  Mother  ? 
Or  ftrangled  any  of  his  Kindred  i 

Lop.  Has  he  no  Sifters  I  Have  you  not  been  bouncing 
About  their  Belly-piebes  i 

Jaq.  Why  (hould  that  be  dangerous,  .  . 
Or  any  way  defer ve  Death  ?  Is't  not  Natural  ? 
Bar  us  the  Chrifttan  Liberty  of  Women, 
And  build  us  up  with  Brick,  take  'way  ouf  Free-ftone. 

I  Outl.  Becaufe  thou'rt  holier  than  he,  upon  my  0>n- 
fcience 
He  does  not  envy  thee :  That's  not  his  Quarrel ; 
For,  look  you,  that  might  be  compounded  wkhout  Prayers. 

Lop.  Nor  that  thou  feem'ft  an  honefter  Man ;  for  here 
We  have  no  trading  with  fuch  Tinfel-ftuff*; 
To  be  an  excellent  Thief,  is  all  we  aim  at. 
Wilt  thou  take  a  Spit  and  Stride,  and  fee  if  thou  canft 
out^run  us? 

Ped.  I  fcorn  to  &ift  his  Fury  \  keep  your  Obedience  1 

G  g  2  '^^^ 
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For  though  your  Government  admit  no  Precedent, 
Keep  yourfelves  careful  in*c. 

Jaq.  Thou  wilt  be  hangM  then. 

Pea.  I  cannot  die  with  fewer  Faults  upon  me. 

2  Outl.  *Tis  ten  to  one  he*ll  flioot  him :  For  the  De 
in  him 
If  he  hang  him  htmfelf: 

Lap.  H'as  too  proud  a  Nature ; 
He  will  compel  fome  one.     Jaq.  Vm  confident. 

Lop.  And  fo  are  all,  I  think.    Ped.  Be  not  moleftc 
If  1  muft  die,  let  it  not  trouble  you ; 
It  ftirs  not  me :  'Tis  the  end  I  was  tx>rn  for. 
Only  this  honeft  Office  I  defire  ye. 
If  there  be  Courtefy  in  Men  of  your  Breed, 
To  fee  me  buried  9  not  to  let  his  Fury 
Expofe  my  Body  to  the  open  Violence 
Of  Bcafts,  and  Fowlf ;  fo  far  I  urge  Humanity. 

Enter  Roderigo  and  Alinda. 

Jaq.  He  flian't  deny  us  that ;  we'll  fee  ye  under  Gnn 
And  give  ye  a  Volley  of  as  good  Cups  of  Sack, 
For  that's  our  Difcipline- — 

Lop.  He  comes  again. 
As  high  in  rage  as  ever  ;  the  Boy  with  him. 

I  Outl.  Will  he  compel  die  Child? 

Lop.  He*s  bent  to  do  it. 
And  muft  have  fome  Body. 

Rod.  If  thou  lov'ft  me,  do  it ; 
Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  I  fay  thou  (halt  do  it : 
Stare  not,  nor  ftagger.  Sirrah ;  if  ye  deny  me— 
Do  you  fee  this.  Rogue  ? 

jilin.  What  would  ye  have  me  do.  Sir? 
Heav'n*s  goodnels  ble(s  me. 

Rod.  Do  ?  why  hang  a  Ralcal, 
That  would  hang  me. 

ySin.  I  am  a  Boy,  and  weak.  Sir. 

Rod.  Thou'rt  ftrong  enough  to  tie  him  to  a  Bougb, 
Anc|  turn  him  off;  come,  thou  (halt  be  my  Jewel, 
And  ril  allow  thee  Horfe,  and  all  thy  Pleafurcs, 
And  twenty  gallant  Things;  Til  teach  thee  Arms  too 

Ml 
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Make  thee  mine  Heir. 

Alin.  Let  me  inherit  Death  firft. 
Rod.  Make  me  not  angry.  Sirrah. 
jtlin.  Which  is  the  Man,  Sir  ? 
I'll  pluck  up  the  beft  Hearc  I  can,  yet— 

Rfid.  Fear  not. 
It  is  my  Will :  That  in  the  Pilgrim's  Coat  there, 
rhat  Devil  in  the  Saint's  Skin. 
jllin.  Guard  me,  Goodnefs. 
Rod.  Difpatch  him  pr^ntly. 
Fed.  I  wait  your  worft.  Sir. 
Ja^.  Will  the  Boy  do  it  ?  Is  the  Rogue  fo  confident  ? 
So  young,  ^  deep  in  Blood  ? 
Lop.  He  (hakes,  and  trembles. 
Pcd.  Doft  thou  feck  mpre  Coals  ftill  to  iear  thy  Con» 
faience, 
^ork  facrcd  Innocence,  to  be  a  Devil  ? 
Do  it  thyielf  for  Ihame,  thou  beft  becom*ft  it. 

Rod.  Sirrah,  I  fcorn  my  Finger  ihould  be  'fiPd  with 
thee  5 
And  yet  Pll  have  it  done  *,  this  Child  (hall  ftrangle  thee ; 
A  crying  Girl,  if  (he  were  here,  ihould  tmStex  thee. 
Mn.  How  Ihould  I  (ave  him?  How  myfelf  from  Vio- 
lence ?  [AJide. 
Pid.  Leave  your  Tongue-valour,  and  difpatch  your 
Hate,  Sir, 
The  Patience  of  my  Death,  fhall  more  torment  thee, 
(Thou  painted  Honour,  thou  bale  Man  made  backward,) 
Than  ail  my  Life  has  fear'd  thee. 
Rod.  Gag  him.  Sirrah. 

Jag.  The  Boy  looks  chearfuUy  now  s  fure  he  will  do  it, 
L$p.  He'll  maul  him  elfe. 
Alin.  Are  ye  prepared  to  die.  Sir  ? 
Ped.  Yes,  Boy,  and  ready  •,  prkhee  to  thy  Bufinefi;.     | 
Alin.  Why  are  ye  then  fo  angry?  So  perplex'd.  Sir  ? 
Patience  wins  Heav'n,  and  not  the  heat  of  Paffion. 
Why  d^  you  rail  ? 

i«!p.  The  Boy's  a  pretty  Prieft, 
*      Ped.  I  thank  ye,  gentle  Child,  you  teach  me  trqly^  * 
^.  You  feem  to  fear  too.    . 
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Fed.  Tbou'  fccft  moic  than  I  fecl^  Boy^ 
jUin.  You  tremble  furc. 
Fed.  No  furc.  Boy,  'tis  thy  Tendcrrids ; 
prithee  make  hafte,  and  let  that  Gulph  b^  (atidfied. 
Alin.  Arc  ye  fo  willing  tcTgo  to*t? 

Fed.  Moft  willing: 
I  would  not  borrow  from  his  CoUrfcfy 
One  Hour  of  Life,  to  gain  an  Age  of  dory/ 

Jlin.  And  is  your  Reckoning  ra'aighfet  Si"*  ? 

Fed.  As  ftraight  as  Truth,  Boy  \ 
I  cannot  go  more  joyfully  to  a  Wedding. 

MA.  TTicn  to  ]^aur. Prayers,  I'll  dtfpatch  ye  prefcnfly. 
Now  guide  my  Tongue,  thou  BlefSxinefs;  [JJtA. 

Rod.  A  good  Boy. 

Jlin.  But  hark  ye,  Siti  one  Word  \  and  praj  yc  re« 
Iblve  me. 
Let  me  fpeak  privatfely; 

Rod.  What  would^ft  thou  have,  ChiH? 

jfUn.  S&flLthiiMandie? 

Rod.  Why  doft  thou  make  that  Queftion  ?  * 

J4lin.  Ftvf  ye  be  not  angry  5  if  he  muff,  IH  do  ft. 
But  muft  be  now  ? 

Rod.  Wbatelfe?  Who  dafc  reprieve  Wm  ? 

Alin.  Pray  ye  think  again  \  and  as  your  Injuries 
Are  great^aikd  full,  you  fuffcr  from  th?s  Fclfow, 
Do  not  ye  purpofe  fo  to  fuit  your  Vengeance  ? 

Rod^  1  do,  and  muft. 

Jlin.  You  cannot  if  he  die  now. 

Rod.  Cannot  ? 

Mn.  No,  cannot;  be  not  vex*d,  you*lI  find  if: 
I  have  confider'd,  and  I  know  it  certain. 
Ye  fuffcr  below  him :  lofe  all  your  Angers. 

J?<7i.  Why,  my  beft  Boy  ? 

jUin.  I  love  and  tender  ye,  , 
I  would  not  tell  ye  elfe.     Is  that  Revenge, 
To  flight  your  Caufe,  and  Saint  your  Enemy? 
Clap  the  Dove's  Wings  of  downy  Peace  unto  hiV 
And  let  him  foar  toHeav'it,  whilft  you  arc  fighiiij? 
Is  chit  Revenge  ?  o     -o 

Rod.  rd  have  him  die. 
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Jlin.  Prepared  tf^s? 
The  Blcffing  of  a  Father  never  reach'd  it : 
His^  Contempl^ion  now  fcorns  ye»  contemns  .ye. 
And  all  the  Tortures  ye  can  ufe.    Let  him  die  thu3» 
And  thefe  diat  know  and  lo^  Revenge  will  laugh  at  y^: 
Here  lies  the  Honour  of  a  well-bred.  Anger^ 
To  make  his  Enemy  (hake  and  tremble  under  himi 
Doubt,  nay5,almoft  defpair,  and  then  confound  bin?. 
This  Man  ye  rock  afleep,  and  all  your  Rages 
Are  Requiems  to  his  parting  SouU  meer  Anthems. 

Rod.  Indeed  hjc's  ftrongly  built.' 

jlUn.  You  cannot  fhake  him  & 
And  the  more  Weight  ye  put  on  hk  Foundation^ 
Now  as  he  (lands,  ye  fix  him  ftill  the  Wronger  % 
If  ye  love  him,  honour  him^  would  heap  upon  bim 
Friendfhips  and  Benefits  beyond  Example^ 
Hope  him  a  Star  in  Heaveq,  and  theircwo^d  ftick  bia)|  - 
Now  uke  his  Life.  , 

Rod.  Pd  rather  take  mine  Qwn,^  ^y. 
'  Alin.  ril  eafe  him  prefcntly. 

Rod^  Suy,  be  not  hafty. 

Alin.  Blels  my  Tongue  ftill.  ^ 

Lop.  What  ha^  tl^eBoy  ^onqtojiifn^ 
How  dull  and  ftill  he  looks. 

A^n.  You  are  a  wife  Man,  i  ., 

And  long  have  buckled  u^i(h  %\it  World's  Extremities^ 
A  valiant  Man,  and  no  dbubt  knqw,  l?!Q!th  Fortunes,       r 
And  would  ye  work  your  Mafter-picce  thus  m^ly, 
(19)  Take  the  bare  niame  of  Honour,  that  will  pity  ye, 
When  the  World  knows  ycVe  prcy'd  upon  a  poor  Pilgrim  ? 

.Rod. 

( 1 9)  Takt  tbi  tars  n^m  tf  4r«««ir>  dwit  will  ft  fy  yt^ 

IVbin  thi  Wimfd  knnns  je  hante  preyed  on  a  poor  Pilgrim  f]  f 
believe  »  Tranfpofition  here  and  fklfe  l^oinls  have  rcndred  this  «]1 
Parknefs  and  Obfcaricy «  what  confitnM  the  Sufpicion  is,  that  the  old 
FoliOf  the  firft  Edition  of  this  Play,  has  a  large  Space  between  knowt 
and  jf#  in  the  fecond  Line  :  I  read  therefiorc*  . 

Taki  tb$^  bare  name  of  Honour  f  niuben  tbi  JVorld  kno<u)t 
Yo^'vo  prtfd  on  a  poor  Pilgrim^  they  wll  pity  yi.    Mr.  Seward, 
I  would  not  definnd  the  Reader  of  Mr.  ^#w«f/s  ingenious  Note,  tho* 
I  can*t  allow  of  fo  bold  a  Proceeding  agaiAft  th«Tcxt|.  which  1  think 
may  be  ft t  righs  with  kis  Trouble  io« 

G  g  4  — *  tbui 
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Rod.  The  Boy  has  ftaggpr'd  mc:  What  would'ft  thou 

have  mc  ?- 
ji&n.  Havfc  ye?  D*  you  not  feel,  Sir?  Poea  't  noi 
ftir  ye? 
ly  you  ask  a  Child?  Vd  have  ye  do  moft  bravely, 
Becaufe  I  moft  afibft  ye :  Like  yourfelf,  Sir, 
^orn  him,  and  let  him  gp  5  fccm  to  contemn  him. 
And  now  ye've  made  him  ftiake,  lea}  him  his  Pardon  1 
^hcn  he  appears  a  Subjcft  fit  for  Anger, 
And  fit  for  you,  his  pious  Armour  off, 
his  Hopes  no  higher  than  your  Sword  may  reach  a^ 
Then  ftrike^  and  then  ye  know  Revenge,  then  take  it. 
I  hope  I've  tumM  his  Mind.  I4fid0. 

Rod.  Let  the  Fool  go  there ; 
I  (com  to  let  loole  fo  bafe  an  Anger 
May  light  pn  thee :  l$ee  me  no  more,  but  quit  noe. 
Acid  when  we  nicet  again— • 

/*r J.  riJ  thank  ye.  Captain.  [Exiti 

Alin.  Why  this  was  like  yourfelf:    But  which  way 
jgoes  he? 
Shall  we  ne^er  happy  meet }  [4fid€. 

Rod.  Vm  drowly*  Boy, 
Go  with  me,  and  difcourfe ;  I  like  thy  Company, 
p  Child  II  love  thy  Tongue. 
Mn.  t  fliall  wait  on  ye.  [Exmm. 

Ijop.  The  Boy  has  done^t ;  a  plaguy  witty  Rafcal, 
And  I  (hall  Iqwc  him  territ^ly. 
Jaq;  *Twas  he  moft  certain. 
For  if  ye  mark,  how  carncft  he  was  with  hrm. 
And  how  he  labour^  h jm. 
:    Lop.  A  ci^nning  Villain. 
,    But  a  good  Rogue :  This  Boy  will  makers  all  honeft. 
I  Quti.  I  fcarce  believe  tbaf ;  but  I  like  the  Boy  well : 
ConijB,  Jet*$  to  Supper;  then  qpon  our  Watches. 


thus  iftmdfy  f 


Vake  the  han  nami  of  Honour ^  it  tmiifityyfm 
Whiu  the  World  knows  you're  fr^U  on  a  poor  Pilgrim. 
The  meaping  is,  Confider  only  your  ticmoor,  and  Jio^r  poorl|r  lh|^ 
Worid  will  think  of  you  when  it  comet  to  know  iaX  yoaJiave  pitf^ 
ohaiioor  Pilgrim.  • 


I 
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lA^i  /ao)  ThU  Pilgrim  'icap*d  a  joyful  one. 
Ja^.  Left  drink  round. 
To  the  Boy*s  Health,  and  then  about  our  Bufincfii. 

[Exeuns. 


ACT    III.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

'  Enter  Roderigo,  Jaqucs,  Lopes,  and  three  Outlaws, 

JRxfd, TWT O N E  of  you  know  her ? 

£\      Jaa.  Alas,  Sir,  wc  ne'er  faw  her. 
Nor  e'er  heard  of  her,  but  from  your  Report, 

Rod.  No  happy  Eye  i 
.  Lop.  I  do  not  mink  'tis  (he.  Sir, 
Methinks  a  Woman  dares  not. 

Rod,  Thou  fpeak'ft  poorly  5 
What  diues  not  Woman,  when  (be  is  proTok'd  ? 
Or  what  leems  dangerous  to  Love,  <>r  Fury  i 
That  it  is  (he,  this  has  confirmed  me  certain, 
Thefe  Jewels  bene,  ^  part  of  whjch  I  fent  her, 
And  though  unwilling,  yet  her  Father  wroqght  her 
To  take  and  wear. 

L^.  A  Wench,  and  we  not  know  it? 
And  among  us?  where  were  our  Underftandings? 
I  could  have  gueis'd  unhappily,  have  had  fome  feeling 
In  fuch  a  matter :  Here  are  as  pretty  Fellows, 
At  the  difcovery  of  fuch  a  Jiggmbob. 
A  handfome  Wench  top?  Sure  we^ve  loft  (2 1 )  our  Faculties, 
We  have  no  Motions :  What  Ihould  ihe  do  here.  Sir  ? 

(20)  Thu  PilgriM  yc^fd  a  joyful  «•#.]  This  may  be  imderfiood  at 
if  this  Pilgrim  was  joyful  on  account  of  his  iSfcape,  but  *tis  more  in 
CharaAer  to  mabe  on$  relate  to  St^r,  and  then,  tho'  J9jf^^t  onder- 
ftood  ironically,  may  fiand^  ye^  wrftU  feems  a  more  hmnoroot  Woid. 
I  read  therefore, 

ibis  Pi^rim  Yeafd  a  wofnl  •«#.        Mr.  Stmmr^. 

,■   ^ji)  III    .       ■  — —  our  FaeubiiSf 

Wi  ban)t  no  Motions  :-r^1  The  ^uA  the  Af  hsfie  XstkoL  the 
|bae  torn  here  as  in  5i^«i/^#itr.    Read, 
^  — —  \'  our Eacu&iis, 
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iS«f.  Tbat^s  it  tluttjtroiil^«(ie:  O  Aat  bde  lUfc^l 
There  lies  the  miiery  :  How  cunningly  flie  quit  hfai. 
And  bow  Ihe  urg*d  I  Had  ]re  been  coqftant  to  iDe» 
I  ne*er  had  fufier*d  diis. 

I  Q«//.  Ye  might  have  hang'd  hitn^ . 
And  would  he  had  been  hang'd,  that's  all  we  care  for'ti 
So  our  Hands  had  not  done't. 

Rpd.  She's  gone  again  too. 
And  what  care  have  ye  for  that  ?  gone,  and  conteonnM  me; 
MafterM  my  Will,  and  Power,  and  now  laughs  at  me. 

Lop.  The  Devil  that  brought  her  hither.  Sir,  I  think 
Has  carried  her  back  again  invifible. 
For  we  ne'er  knew  nor  heard  of  her  Departure. 

Jati.  No  living  thing  came  this  Nighf  through  oor 
Watches; 
She  went  with  you. 

Rod.  Was  by  me  till  I  tkpt^ 
But  when  I  wakVI,  and  callM — O  my  dull  ^te  here  I 
If  I  had  open'd  this  when  it  was  given  me^ 
This  roguy  Box. 

Enier  A'phonfo,  find  two  Outlaws. 

Lop.  We  could  but  give  it  ye. 

Rod.  Pilgrim ?  a poxo* PilgHms^ t^ere the GamegoeS| 
There's  all  my  Fortune  fled;  I  ktlow't,  I  feel  it. 

Mpb.  Bring  me  imto  thy  Captain ;  where's  thy  Captain? 
I'mfounder'd,  melt^,  fome  fairy  thing  or  other 
Has  led  me  dancing ;  the  Devil  bias  haunted  me 
Fth'  Likencfs  of  a  Vbice ;  give  ifte  thy  Captain. 

2  Outl.  He's  here.  Sir,  there  h^  ftands. 

jflpb.  How  doft  thoq.  Captain  ? 
I  have  been  fool'd  and  jaded,  made  a  Dog^bole. 
My  Daughter's  run  away :  I  have  been  haunted  too, 
I've  loft  my  Horfe;  I'm  hungry,  and  out  of  my  Wits  alia 

Rod.  Come  in;  Y\\  tell  you  what  I  know;  ftrang^ 
things! 
And  take  your  Eafe ;  I'll  follow  her  Recovery ; 
Thefc  (hall  be  yours  the  whilft,  and  do  ye  Service. 

4lpb.  Let  me  have  Drink  enough,  I'm  almoft  dboakVI 
too,  1 

i?4l 


0* 
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Rod.  You  fliafl  have  any  thing  •,  ^rhat  think  you  now. 

Soldiers  ? 
Jaq.  I  think  a  Woman,  is  a  Woman,  that's  any  thing. 
The  next  we  take,  we'll  fcarch  a  littte  nearer, 
We'll  not  be  boy'd  again  with  a  Pair  of  Breeches. 

^Exeunt. 

S   C    E   N    E      ir. 

Enter  Juletta. 

Jul.  Hc*s  gone  in  here :  This  is  Roderigo^s  Quarter, 
And  I'll  be  with  him  foon,  I'll  fiartle  him, 
A  little  better  than  I  have  doner:  AU  this  long  Night 
I*ve  ltd  him  out  o*  th'  way,  to  try  his  Patience, 
And  made  him  fwear,  and  curfe,  and  pray,  and  fwe^r  agatfl. 
And  cry  for  Anger ;  I  made  him  leave  his  Horfe  too. 
Where  he  can  never  find  hinv  more ;  whiftled  to  him. 
And  theahe'd  run  through  thick  and  ihin  co  reach  me ; 
And  down  in  this  Ditch,  up  again,  and  ihake  him. 
And  fwear  fome  ceruin  Bkfltngs  \  then  into  that  Bufii 
Pop  goes  his  Palt ,  and  all  his  Face  is  comb'd  over. 
And  I  fit  laughing:  A  hundred  Tricks  I've  fervid  him. 
And  I  will  double 'em,  bofoirel  leave  him ; 
I'll  teach  his  Ang^  to  difpute  wich  Women ; 
But  all  this  time  I  cannot  mM  my  Miftrefs, 
I  cannot  come  to  comfort  her,  that  grieves  me. 
For  fure  (he's  much  afiUOed  ;^  till  I  do, 
I'll  haunt  thy  Ghoft,  Jlpbtmfii  I'll  keep  thee  wakings 
Yes,  I  muft  get  a  Drum :  I  am  vfltanous  weary, 
And  yet  I'll  trot dbout  thefc  Villages 
Till  I  have  got  my  Will,  and  then  have  at  ye. 
ril^mtke  your  Ainger  drop  out  at  your  Elbows,  e'er  I 
leave  ye.  [£;rf/. 

SCENE        III. 

Entf^  Seberto,  and  Curio. 

-    Sib.  'Tis  ftrange,  in  all  the  Circuit  we  have  ridden. 
We  cannot  crds  her ;  no  way  light  upon  her. 

Cur.  I  don*t  think  Ak  is  gone  thus  hr^  or  this  way. 

For 
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For  certain  if  (he  had,  we  fliould  have  reach*d  ber. 
Made  fome  Difcov'ry,  heard  fome  News;  we've  fecn 
nothing. 

Seh.  Nor  pafs'd  by  any  Body  that  could  promife  any 
thing. 
She*  a  ceruinly  difguis'd ;  her  Modefty 
Purft  never  venture  elfe. 

Cur.  Let  her  take  any  Shape, 
And  let  me  fee  it  once,  I  can  diftinguilh  it.  • 

Sch.  So  fhould  I  think  too  \  has  n*t  her  Father  found 
her? 

Cur.  No,  rU  be  hang'd  then  \  h*as  no  Patience, 
Unleis  fhe  light  in*s  Teeth,  to  look  about  him. 
(22)  He  guefies  now,  and  chafes,  and  frets  like  Tinfel. 

Seb.  Let  him  go  on,  he  cannot  live  without  it  *, 
But  keep  her  from  him,  Heav'nl  Where  are  we.  Curio? 

Cur.  In  a  Wood  I  think,  hang  me  if  I  know  elfe. 
And  yet  Pve  ridden  all  thefe  Coafta  at  all  Hours, 
And  had  an  aim. 

Seb.  I  would  we  had  a  Guide. 

Cur.  And  if  I  be  not  much  awry,  Seherto^ 
Not  far  oflP  ihoqld  be  itoim^o's  Quarter, 
For  in  this  Faftnefs,  If  I  be  not  cozen'd^ 
He  and  his  Outlaws  live. 

Seb.  This  is  the  Place  thea 
yf^  appointed  him  to  meet  in. 

Enter  Alinda." 

Cur.  Yes,  I  think  to. 

Sib.  WoiUd  we  could  meet  fome  living  thing :  What's 

that  there  f 
Cur.  A  Boy,  I  think ;  ftay,  why  may  n*t  he  dire&  us  i 

(22)  Hi  gatffn  nour,  and  cha/is^  anifnu  liki  Tin/eLl  This  Line, 
to  sne,  is  not  withoat  its  Difficulties,  and  if  I  may  b^  allowM  to  pufi 
what  Curio  woiild  be  onderftood  to  (ay » perhapt  it  might  be  at  follows. 
^  Alpbonfi  has  not  Patience  enough  for  a  deliberate  Search ;  heAops  in* 
*  deed  fometimes  msifbi  nvmld  conRdtr  which  wty  he  (hall  take  next* 
^  hat  he  only  chafes  and  frets ^  and,  after  all,  purlaes  at  random.*  To 
make  the  Line  in  fome  meafure  to  agree  with  thb  laterpretatioa,  wf 
|hould  read  it. 

He  gufjfss  not,  but  chafes  midfntt  lUf  Tftifel. 
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A&n.  I'm  hungry,,  and  I'm  weary,  and  I  can't  find  him. 
Keep  my  Wits,  Heav'n,  I  feel  'cm  wavering : 

0  dod,  my  Head ! 

Seb.  Boy,  doft  thou  hear,  thou  Stripling? 

Alin.  Now  they  will  tear  me,  torture  me»  now  Rodcrigo 
Will  hang  him'  without  Mercy }  ha  ? 

Qir.  Come  hither : 
A  very  pretty  Boy ;  what  Place  is  this.  Child  ? 
And  whither  doft  thou  travel  ?  how  he  ftares ! 
Some  ftubborn  Mafter  has  abus'd  the  Boy, 
And  beaten  him:  How  he  complains!  whither  goeft 
thou? 

JEn.  I  go  to  Sezovia^  Sir,  to  my  fick  Mother  s 

1  have  been  taken  here  by  drunken  Thieves, 
And  (O  my  Bones!)  1  have  been  beaten.  Sir, 
Mif-us'd  and  robb*d  ^  extremely  beaten.  Gentlemen. 
OGk)d,  my  Side! 

Seb.  What  Beafts  would  ufe  a  Boy  thus? 
Look  up,  and  be  of  good  Qheer. 

jllin.  O,  I  cannot. 
My  Back!  my  Back!  my  Back! 

Cur.  What  Thieves  ? 

Aim.  I  know  not. 
But  they  call  th*  Captain,  Roderigo. 

Cur.  Look  ye, 
I  knew  we  were  thereabouts* 

Seb.  Doft  thou  want  any  thing  ? 

AUn.  Nothing  but  Eafe,  but  Eaie,  Sir. 

Cur.  There's  fome  Money, 
And  get  thee  to  thy  Mother. 

jSin.  I  thank  ye.  Gentlemen. 

Seb.  This  was  extremely  foiil,  to  vex  a  Child  thus. 
Come  let's  along,  we  cannot  lofc  our  way  now. 

[^Exeunt. 

Alin.  Though  ye  are  honeft  Men,  I  fear  your  Fingers, 
And  glad  I  am  got  off* i  O  how  I  tremble! 
Send  me  but  once  within  bis  Arms,  dear  Fortune, 
And  then  come  all  the  World :  What  fliall  I  do  now  ? 
'Tis  almoft  Night  again,  and  where  to  lodge  me 
Or  get  me  Meat,  or  any  thing,  I  know  not ; 
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Theft  wild  Woods^  and  thHFancies  I  have  ui  me^ 
"Will  run  mc  mad. 

Enter  Julctta. 

Jul.  Boy!  Boy! 
,  jtHn.  More  fet  to  take  mc  ? 

Jul.  Doft  thou  hear.  Boy,  thou  Pointer  ? 

Mn.  TisaBoytoo, 
A  Lacky-Boy ;  I  need  not  fear  his  Fiercenefs. 

Jul.  Canft  thou  beat  a  Drum  ? 

Jlin.  A  Drum? 

Jul.  Thb  thing,  a  Drum  here. 
Didft  thou  i)e*er  fee  a  Dnim?   Canft  thou  make  this 
grumble  ? 

jCm.  Jukka's  Face  and  Tongue ;  is  fhe  run  mad  too  ? 

Here  may  be  double  Craft.    I  have  no  Skill  in't. 

JuL  lil  give  thee  a  Royal  but  to  go  along  with  me. 

Mn.  I  care  not  for  thy  Royal,  I've  other  Buline&. 
Drum  to  thyfelf,  and  dance  to't. 

Jul.  Sirrah,  Sirrah ; 
Thou  fcurvy  Sirrah ;  thou  Snotty-no$*d  Scab^  doft  thou 

hear  me  ? 
If  I  lay  down  my  Drum— ^- 

Enter  Roderigo,  and  tWQ  Outlaws. 

jllin.  Here  comes  more  Company, 
I  fear  a  Plot,  Heav'n  fend  mc  fairly  from  it.  [EsAt. 

Jul.  Bafta^  who's  here  ? 

Lop.  Captain,  (23)  do  you  need  me  farther  ? 

Rod.  No,  not  a  Foot :  Give  me^  the  Gown  ;  the  Sword 
now. 

JuL  This  is  the  Devil  Thief,  and  if  he  take  mc. 
Woe  be  to  my  Gally-gaskins. 
•    Lop.  Certain,  Sir, 
She'll  take  her  Patches  off*,  and  chapg^  her  Hajbit. 

(23)  —  tlc^you  need  me.  Father?]  This  Paffagc,  as  Mr.  Siwardtf» 
obferved  with  me,  ihonld  be  read, 

■  neeJ  me  ftfther  I 

And  I  find  the  Copy  of  1679  ^*  ^ere  on  oar  ^c. 
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Rfd.  Letlier  do  what  flie  pleafe :  No»  no^JUnds^ 
You  cannot  cozen  me  again  in  a  Boy's  Figure^ 
Nor  hide  the  Beauty  of  that  Face  in  Patches, 
But  I  (hall  know't. 

Jul.  A  Boy,  his  Face  in  Patches  ? 

Rod.  Nor  ihall  your  Tongue  again  Ixwitch  mine  Anger, 
If  Ihe  be  found  i'ch'  Woods,  lend  me  Word  prefently. 
And  ril  return ;  flie  cannot  be  far -gone  yet. 
If  (he  be  not,  expert  i6e,  when  ye  fee  mei  > 
U(e  all  your  Senrice  to  my  Friend  jSIfbonfo^ 
And  have  a  care  to  your  Bufinefs :  Farewel, 
No  more,  farewel.  [Exeunt. 

Jul.  (24)  Pm  hcartMy  glad  thou  art  gone:  yet 
This  Boy  in  Patches  was  the  Boy  came  by  me. 
The  very  (ame,  how  haftily  it  fliifted ! 
What  a  mop-ey'd  Afs  was  I,  I  could  not  know  heri 
This  muft  be  (he,  this  is  (he,  now  I  remember  her. 
How  loth  (be  was  to  talk  too,  how  (he  fear'd  me ! 
I  could  nowi  pi(s  mine  Eyes  out  for  mcer  Anger ; 
I'll  follow  her— —But  who  (hall  vex  her  Father  then  ? 
One  flurt  at  him,  and  then  Pm  for  the  Voyage, 
If  I  can  cro(s  the  Captain  too :  Come  Tabor,         \Extt. 

SCENE      V. 

Enter  Jaques,  and  one  Outlaw. 

Jaq.  Are  they  all  fct  ? 

I  Qu$l  All,  and  each  Quarter  quiet. 

Jaq.  Is  the  old  Man  aflcep  i 

I  Outl.  An  Hour  ago.  Sir. 

Jaq.  We  muft  be  very  careful  in  his  Ab(cncc,  • 
And  very  watchful. 

I  Outl.  It  concerns  us  nearly. 
He  will  not  be  long  fh>m  us. 

Jaq.  No,  he  cannot. 

( 24)  /  am  htarthf  glad  thou  mrt  go/ii  yet.]  The  Senfe  here  woald 
be:  greatly  hdghtned,  by  a  Change  in  the  Pbimiog,  and  aemnorphc^g 
this  heavy  jr^/  intojp#/. 

/  am  btari*fy  glad  ibou  art  g9n$.    Yet 
nu  Bty  in  Patchis^  &c. 

X  Outl. 
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I  Outl  A  little  heat  of  Love,  which  he  imft  wainder  boC 

^  [Drum  afar  tff. 

And  then  ag?iin :  Hark ! 

Jaq.  What  ? 

I  Outl  *Tis  not  the  Wind,  furc : 
That^s  ftill  and  calm,  no  Noifc,  nor  Flux  of  Waten. 

Jaq.  I  hear  a  Drum,  I  think. 

I  Outl  That,  that; 
It  beats  again  now. 

Jaq.  Now  it  comes  nearer:  Sure  we  are  furpris'd.  Sir ; 
Some  from  the  King's  Command;    we're  loft,  we're 
dead  all. 

1  Outl  Hark,  hark,  a  Charge  how :  My  Captab  has 

betray'd  us. 
And  left  us  to  this  Ruin,  run  away  from's. 

Enter  two  Outlaws. 

Lop.  Another  beats  o'  th^t  fide. 

2  Outl  Fly,  fly,  Jaques^ 

We*re  taken  in  a  Toil,  fnapt  in  a  Pitfd ; 
Methinks  I  feel  a  Sword  already  ihave  me. 

3  Outl  A  thouiand  Horie  and  Foot,  a  thouland  Pioneertf 
If  we  get  under  Ground,  to  fetch  us  out  again ; 

And  every  one  an  Ax  to  cut  the  Woods  down. 

Lap.  This  is  the  difmal*ft  Night-~-^  {Exit. 

Enter  Alphonfo. 

Alpb.  Where  is  my  Nag  now  ?  ^ 

And  what  make  I  here  to  be  hang'd  }  What  Devil 
Brought  me  into  this  Danger  ?  is  there  neVr  a  Hole, 
That  ^may  creep  in  deep  enough,  and  die  quickly  i 
Ne'er  an  old  Ditch  to  choke  in  ?  I  fhall  be  taken 
For  their  Commander  now,  their  General, 
And  have  a  commanding  Gallows  let  up  for  me 
As  high  as  a  May-pole,  and  nafty  Songs  made  on  me  $ 
Be  printed  with  a  Pint-pot  and  a  Dagger. 
They  are  all  kill'd  by  this  time ;  Can  I  pray  ? 
Lei  me  fee  tliat  firft— Pve  too  much  Fear  to  be  faithful. 
Whereas  all  my  State  now  ?  I  muft  go  hunt  for  Dsiughters^ 
Daughters^  and  Damfeli  of  the  Lake»  damned  Daughters. 

A 


•) 
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A  hundred  Crowns  (25)  for  a  good  Tod  of  Hay, 
Or  a  fine  hollow  Tree,  that  would  contain  me ; 
I  hear  'cm  coming  j  I  feel  the  Noofe  about  me. 

Enfer  Seberto,  Curio,  Outlaws^  and  Jaques*  ' 

Sek  Why  do  you  fear,  and  fly  ?  Here  are  no  Soldiers; 
^None  from  the  King  to  vex  ye. 

I  0«//.  The  Drum,  the  Drum,  Sir. 
'    Cur.  I  never  faw  fuch  Pidgeon- hearted  People : 
What  Drum  ?  what  Danger  j    Who's  that  that  fliakcs 

behind  there  ? 
Mercy  upon  mc.  Sir,  why  are  yefear'd  thus? 

jilpb.  Are  we  all  kill'd,  no  Mercy  to  be  hop'd  for? 
Am  I  not  (hot,  d*  you  think  ? 

Sei.  You're  ftrangely  frighted. 
Shot  with  a  Fiddle-ftick  ;  who's  here  to  flioot  ye  ? 
A  Drum  we  law  indeed,  a  Boy  wa$  bearing  it^ 
And  hunring  Squirrels  by  Moon-light. 

Lap.  Nothing  elfe.  Sir  ? 

Cur.  Not  any  thing ;  no  other  Perfon  ftirring; 

j/lpb.  O  that  I  had  that  Boy !  this  is  that  Devil, 
That  £dry  Rogtie,  that  haubted  me  laft  Night ; 
H'as  Sleeves  like  Dragon's  Wings, 

Seb.  A  little  Foot-boy. 

jilpb.  Come,  let's  go  in,  and  let  me  get  my  Qoaths  on  i 
If  e'er  I  ftay  here  more  to  be  thus  Martyr'd— 
Did  ye  not  meet  the  Wench  ? 

&I.  Nofure,  we  met  her  not. 

jilpb.  She  has  been  here  in  Boy's  Apparel,  Gentlemen, 
A  gallant  thing,  and  famous  for  a  Gentlewoman, 
And  all  her  Face  patch'd  over  for  Difcovery ; 
A  Pilgrim  too,  and  thereby  bangs  a  Circumftance, 

(2^) '  '  '/or  a  good  Tod  0/  Hay,]  I  have  not  ventured  at  an  AI- 
terauon  of  the  Text,  but  I  ftrongly  fufpedt  a  Corruption,  and  that  the 
Line  once  run, 

■  fir  a  gp9d  Tod  of  Ivy. 

So  in  Bonduca^  Aa  I. 

■  thtn  did  I  fa 

Thifi Men  of  Britain 

Uke  hooding  0*wU  (reef  into  Tods  of^Ivy. 

Vot.  V.  Hh  That 


4^2  "fhe  Pfigfifft. 

That  (he  h^h  playM  her  !M&lfcr-prizc,  a  tttc  oSfc  . 
1  came  too  fhcrt. 

C«r.  Swch  a  yotlng  Bby  #b  met.  Sir. 

j^pk.  ki  a  gra^  Half. 

Cicr.  The  lame  ^  his  Fade  dl  patcb*d  toq. 

yf^^.  'Twas  fhe,  a  rot  ruawicb  her  i  fhe,  that  sank  fiie^ 
Walk  in,  Pll  tell  ye  tWy  and  then  well  part  ag^ti» 
But  get  feme  ftore  of  Wmt  i  this  Frig)^  fiia  here  ]pec. 

Enter  Juletta. 
Jul.  What  a  Fnsht  ¥vt  put  'em  kit  HtM  a  brafc 


(26)  If  this  do  bolt  him,  Pit  be  \Ath  Him*  Main 
With  a  new  Part,  was  never  pky^dt  VU  fiiK  Mil. 
As  he  huns  her,  fo  i'tiihunc  him :  Pll  dbw  h]ii>.      / 
Now  will  I  fee  ^  I  QK>  doft  her  ficKitifig : 
Yet  dill  PU  watch  hiis  Water,  he  fMt  pay  fdr*t ; 
And  when  he  thinks  moft  Malice,  and  amm  worfr^ 
I'll  makefaim  know  die  Mare's  the  betttrfloric.      {RxiL 

&  C   E   N   E     y. 

Enter  Pedro,  and  a  Geatieimm 

Cent.  Ye  are  a  Scrangcri  Sr^  and  for  Hmhimtyv      ^ 
Being  come  wiiWtt  our  WaI6,  Pd  fltew  yoa  iwiicthing. 
Ye've  feen  die  Caftle  ? 

Ped.  Yes,  Sir,  'tis  a  ftrong  one^ 
And  well  maintain^f  . 

Gent.  Why  are  you  (BB  tlhis  fkif  St^ 
How  do  ye  like  the  Walks? 

Ped.  They're  very  pfcafant; 
Your  Town  ftands  cool  and  fweet* 

Gem.  But  that  I  would  not 
Affeft  you  with  more  Sadnefs,  I  could  fliew  ye 
A  Place  worth  View. 

Ped.  Shows  feldom  alter  me.  Sir; 
Pray  ye  ipeak  it,  and  then  fhcw  it. 


(26)  jytUs  do  BoU  itew,— ]  Probably  the  Negative  is  waattn^ 
If  tbu  ion\  boli  bim 


Cent. 


Where  People  of  all  ibitSi  thit  have  beea  vUiittL 
With  Lunacies  and  Follies^  wait  their  Cures  \ 
There  Fancies  of  a  thoulknid  Scamps  and  Fafliionsy 
Liice  Flies  in  levefal  (hapes,,  bw&  round'  abouc  jt^ 
And  twice  as  man?  Gefbrest  fiuneof  Picy, 
That  it  HDuld  noake  ye  mdc  to  &o  their  Pafflons  % 
And  fone  «i  Hgbt  amin,  that  would  tiomem  fe« 
But  I  {ee,  Sir,  your  Temper  is  too  modefit 
Too  much  inclinM  to.  GontettpladoO) 
To  meet  with  thefe  ? 

Pcd*  xoQ  miid  tm  peaic nnt better i  - 
And  I  Mbich  yoo,^,  do  use  dieHoDCAif 
To  let  me  wait  upon  ye. 

Geni.  Sioctt  yie^re  mHing, 
To  me 't  (hall  be  a  Pleafure  to  eoUdtfr  yt« 

Pid.  I  ne^er  had  fudi  ai  mind  yet  tio  foe  Miicfy. 

SCENE       VL 

EnUr  tuf$  Kf/^ersk 

1  tlf^.  Caity  mad  3efi  featc  Mmh,  (be  roars  llkt 

Thunder  i 
And  tie  the  Parfon  fliort^  the  Moon^s  a^h^  FuH, 
H*as  a  thousand  Pigs  inV  Brami  Who  lookr  to  th* 

Prentice? 
Keep  him  from  Women^  he  thinkfi^'as  loft  hisMiftrof^^ 
And  talk  of  no  Silk  Stuflfs^  'twill  run  him  horn  mad. 

2  Keep.  The  JufticQ  keeps  fuch  a  ftir  yonder  with  his 

Charges, 
And  fuch  a  coil  with  Warrants.  * 

1  Keep.  Take  away  his  Statutes ; 
The  Devil  has  pofleft  him  in  the  LikncA 
Of  penal  Laws  t  Keep  him  from  Ajus^st^ 
For  if  that  Spirit  creep  into  his  ^uorum^ 

He  will  commit  us  all ;  how^  it  with  tb*  Scholar  ? 

2  Keep.  For  any  thing  I  fee^  ba^s  in  his  right  Wits. 

I  Keep.  Thou  art  an  Afs  \  in*s  right  Wii%  ^jX^oiaa . 
Coxcomb  ? 

Hh  2  As 
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As  though  any  Man  durft  be  irfs  right  Wki»  and  be  kft:  I 
It  is  as  much  as  we  dare  be  that  keep  *em«  I 

Enter  JEsTi^xf^  Madman.  I 

Ef^L  Give  me  fbme  Drink.  I 

I  Kiep.  O,  there's  the  Ef^gli/b  Man.  I 

Ef^l.  Fill  me  a  thouland  Pots,  and  froth  'em,  firotK'eiDj 
Down  o'  your  Knees  ye  Rogues,  and  pledge  me  roundly,  J 
One^  iwo^  tbree^  and  four  i  1 

Wefiall  he  all  merry, wUbin  ibis  Hour.  I 

To  the  great  Turk.  I 

1  Keep.  Peace,  peace,  thou  heathen  Drunkard  %  I 
Thefe  EngHJb  are  fo  Malt-mad^  there's  no  medlii^  mih  M 

'em ;  I 

When  they've  a  fruitful  Year  of  Barley  there»  I 

All  the  whole  IflamTs  thus.  I 

Engl.  A  Snuff,  a  Snuff,  a  Smffi  I 

A  kwd  notorious  Snuff*;  ghre't  him  again.  Boy.  1 

JSnter  She-fool.  I 

Fool.  God-ye-good  even.  Gaffer.  | 

2  Keep.  Who  let  the  Fool  loofe  ?  i 
I  Ke^.  If  any  of  the  Madmen  take  her,  flie  is  pepper'd^|lj 

Theyll  bounce  her  Loins.  I 

Fool.  Will  ye  walk  into  th*  Coal-hbufe  ?  f||| 

1  Ke^.^  She  is  as  leaqherous  too  as  a  She-ferret.       .    | 

2  Keep.  Who  a  vengeance  looks  to  her  ?-  Go,  go  in,  KsiCf 
ril  give  thee  a  fine  Apple. 


^ 


iFool.  Will  ye  bu6  me. 
And  tickle  me,  and  make  me  Laugh  ? 

I  Keep,  ril  whip  ye. 

Engl.  Kool,  Fool,  come  up  to  me.  Fool. 

Fool.  Are  ye  peeping? 

Engl,  ril  get  thee  with  five  Fools. 

Fool.  O  fine,  O  dainty ! 

Sm^.  And  thou  fhak  lie  in  a  Horle-doth,  like  a  Lady. 

Fool.  And  (hall  I  have  a  Coach  ? 

Engl.  Drawn  with  four  Turkeys, 
And  they  fliall  tread  thee  too. 

Foof.  We  (hall  have  Eggs  then ; 

And 
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-And  Bull  I  fit  opon  'cm  ? 

Engl.  Ay»  ay »  and  they  (hall  be  aH  addle^ 
And  make  an  admirable  Tanfey  for  the  Devil. 
Come»  come  away,  Tm  taken  with  thy  Love»  Foolg 
And  will  mightily  belabour  thee. 

1  Keep.  How  the  Fool  bridles  f  How  (he  twitters  at  him ! 
'Theie  Englijbmen  would  ftagger  a  wife  Woman. 

"If  we  fhould  fufferlier  to  have  her  Will  now, 
We  (hould  have  all  the  Women  in  Sfain  as  mad  as  (he  here, 

2  Keep.  They  would  ftrive  who  ihould  be  moft  Fool  % 

away  with  her. 

Enter  Mafier^  tbree  GnUkmen^  0  mad  ScboUr^  and  Pedro« 

Fool  Pray  ye  ftay  a  little :  Let's  hear  him  fing,  h'as  a 
fine  Breaft. 

\K0ep.  Here  comes  my  Mailer;  to  the  fpit,  ye  Whore, 
And  ftir  no  more  abroad,  but  tend  your  Bufinefs ; 
You  (hall  have  no  more  Sops  i'  th*  ran  elfe,  nor  no  Por- 
ridge: 
JBefides,  I'll  whip  your  Breech. 

Fool,  ril  go  in  prcfently. 

I  Gent.  Pll  afiure  ye,  Sir,  the  Cardinal's  angry  with  ye 
For  keeping  this  young  Man. 

Maft.  Pm  heartily  forry. 
If  ye  allow  him  found,  pray  ye  take  him  with  ye. 

1  Geni.  This  is  the  Place,  and  nowobferve  their  Humours, 

2  Gent.  We  can  find  nothing  in  him  light,  nor  taijQtedi 
Mo  Starting^,  nor  no  Rubs,  in  all  his  Anfwersi 

fa  all  his  Letters  nothing  but  Pifcretion,^ 
Learning,  and  handfome  Stile. 
Maft.  Be  not  deceived.  Sir, 
^^k  but  his  Look. 

1  Gent.  His  Grief,^  an4  his  Iipprilbnment, 
May  (lamp  that  there. 

Maft.  Pray  talk  with  him  again  then. 

2  Gent.  That  will  be  needlefs,  wo  have  try'd  him  long 

enough. 
And  if  he  had  a  Taint  we  fliould  have  met  with't. 
Yet  to  difcharge  your  Care 
Fid.  Afobcr  Youth: 

H  h  3  Pity 


4P6  ^  PUgim^ 

pity  fo  heavy  a  croft  fhould  %Ik  iipr»hi;i>'     ^      / 

2.  G/«/.  YoM  ifend  #0  Skdwffs? 

Scbol  Noqc,  ^U;j  I  ^bwk  Khav'«<, 
Kor  not^R  that  diy^m  4S}y  UiuMi^ixUag 

I  Gent.  Do  you  flccp  agaights^ 

%  Gent.  Have  yc  J:iO  fpMcful  I>rew» J 

5^iM9A  SoinetioMi^.  as  9U  haFc 
That  |;o  tQl)ed  with  raw  and  wijpdy  StKNpacbft 
Elfc,  Tm  all  one  PicQc. 

I  Gfnt.  Is  there  no  Unkindnefs 
You  have  conceiv'd  (rom  any  Friend  pr  Parent  f 
Or  Scorn  from  what  ye  kr'd  ? 

&4»/.  No^rtruly^^irT    : 
I  never  yet  was  Mailer  of  a  Faith 
So  po^,  and  weak^ »  donk  iiiy  Ffkn^fir  JfMAoAh 
And  what  I^ove  is,  iiolei^  if  4i(B  in  i«finin(b 
I  ^Mnk  rm  igooraDt. 

I  Gent.  This  Man  is  perfeft } 
A  ci viller  pifcourfer  I  ne'er  salk'4  msk. . 

Ataft.  You'll  find  it  otherwifi*. 

%  GdU.  I  oiuft  tell  ye  vn^  Sk, 
I  think  ye  keep  him  here  tt)  teach  him  lifjlirft 
Here's  his  Diu:harge  from  n^y^^ocd  f^f\f^m\  1 
And  come.  Sir,  go  wkb  ys. 

Sebol.  Vm  bound  unta  ye. 
And  farew^,  Mafter. 

Maft.  Farewel,  Stephm  i 
Ahis»  poor  Man ! 

1  Qent.  What  Flaws  and  Wfeirlcs  of  Weaeher. 
Or  rather  Storms,  have  been  s^oft  tbefe  thrvJDtfs  i 
How  dark,  and  hot,  and  full  of  MutviyJ 

And  dill  grows  louder. 
Mtft.  T  has  been  ftubborn  Weatber> 

2  Gent.  Strange  Work  at  Sn,  I  fear  m^  tbot%  a 

jtumbling. 

1  Gent.  Blcfs  my  old  Uncle's  Bark,  I  have  a  V»tW 

2  Gent.  And  I  more  than  I'd  wiCb  to  IqIc, 
^ri&0/.  Do  you  fear  ? 

a  ^w/.  P[a!  how  he  looks? 
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M^.  }9tfr  itiark  birii  beiceri  Gwckltteii: 
t  Gmi  Maty  upon  me»  how  his  Eyes  are  altePd! 
Maft.  Now  tell  me  how  ybu  Itkr  hifl)>  Whtthte  iM# 
He  be  that  perfeft  Man  ye  crodtoed^f 
JlrM.  Does  the  Sea  mgger  ye  f 
JM9I.  New  ye  hire  hie  the  9Nek; 
ScM.  Do  ye  fear  the  Binbw9^ 

1  GiMf.  Yfhm atb  him?  Whokuftif^d  hhlif 
Scbol.  Be  not  (haken. 

Nor  let  the  finging  of  the  Storm  fliooi  throng^  ye^ 
Let  it  blow  on»  blow  on :  Let  the  Cloodi  wreftle,  \ 
And  let  the  Vapours  of  the  Earth  turn  motinooiii 
The  Sea  in  hideous  Mountains  rife  and  tumble» 
Upon  a  Dolphin's  Back  I'll  make  all  oremble. 
For  I  am  Hipiune. 

Maft.  Now  what  think  ye  of  hm»? 

2Geni*  AUtt,  poor  Man! 

SdM.  Tour  Bark  (hall  plough  through  aU, 
And  not  a  Surge  fo  fauqf  to  diftorb  her. 
rU  fee  her  lale,  my  Power  £&all  lail  before  her, 

Jbcwn^  j€  af^gry  Waters  att^ 
Te  bmitobiftlmg  fFbi^lwindsJan : 
Jkmi^  ye  prwdWaves^  ye  Storms^  eeafi% 
I  command  ye^  be  at  Peace. 
Fr^bt  noi  with  your  cburlifib  Jfotes^ 
Ner  hru\fe  tbe  Keel  of  Bark  tbal  ftaten 
No  devom^mg  Fiji  come  n^b^ 
Nor  Modifier  in  my  £mpen 
Once/bew  bis  Head^  or  terror  hrit^  \ 
But  let  tbe  weary  SaH^ftng : 
Amphitrite  vMb  wbite  Arms 
Strike  my  Lute^  Pttj^i^  Hy  Cbarms. 

Maft.  He  muft  have  Mufick  now :  I  muft  obferve  him. 
l£s  Fit  will  grow  too  full  elfe*  {^Mufick^  Sof^^ 

2  Gent.  1  muft  pity  him. 

Maft.  Now  he  will  in  him&lf  moftquietly. 
And  clean  forget  all,  as  he  had  done  nothing. 

I  Gent.  Wc^refcrryi  Sir,  and  we  have  feen  a  Wonder ; 

H  h  4  From 
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From  this  Hour  wc^l  bdievc?*  and  fo  wc'U  leive  ye.    ' 

[ExeuHiiwa  GtiitlimiiL 

Pe4'  This  wa^  a  ftrange  Fit. 

Jlftf/J.  Did  yc  mark  hin\.  Sir? 

Ped.  He  might  have  coi^efi'd  me  with  his  Behaviour. 

Maft.  Manv  have  fworn  him  right,  and  I  have  thought  fi> : 
yet  on  a  fudden,  from  fomc  Word  or  other. 
When  no  Man  could  expeft  a  Fit,  bc^as  Sown  out: 
)  dare  not  give  bim  Will. 

Enter  Alinda. 

Ped.  Fray  Hcav*n  recover  him. 

jtlin.  Muft  I  come  in  too  ? 

Mqft.  No,  my  pretty  Lad ; 
ICeep  in  thy  Chamber,  Boy,  '(halt  have  thj  Supper. 

Ped.  I  pr^y  ye  what's  he.  Sir  ? 

j^jf.  A  ftrange  Boy,  that  laft  Night 
Was  found  i'ch'  Town,  a  little  craz'd,  diftraded» 
And  fo  lent  hither. 

Ped.  How  the  pretty  Knave  looks, 
And  plays,  and  peeps  upon  me !  fure  fuch  Eyes 
Tve  (een,  and  lov*d;  what  fair  Hands!  certainly  a* 

Maft.  Good  Sir,  you'll m^ke  hirp  wprfc.    • 

Ped.  I  pray  believe  not., 
Alas,  why  (hould  I  hurt  him  ?  How  he  fmiJcs ! 
The  very  Shape,  and  Sweetnefs  of  Mnda : 
Let  ihe  look  once  again ',  were  it  in  fqch  Cloaths 
As  when  I  (aw  her  laft ; ,  this  muft  be  ftie. 
How  tenderly  it  ftf'oaks  me ! 

Mafi.  Pray  ye  be  .mild.  Sir? 
I  muft  attend  dfewhere.  lExit. 

P^J.  Pray  ye  be  (ecurc.  Sir, 
What  would  ye  (ay  ?  how  my  Heart  beats  and  trembles  ? 
He  holds  me  hard  by  th*  Hand  j  (2  7)  O  my  Life,  her  Flclh 
top! 

f-ty)  — _  O  my  Li/i,  her  Flcfti  /m/]  Would  it  not  re^oire  a  wo» 
digious  nice  Touch,  to  diftingniih  the  Flefli  of  any  one  iingle  PerMi 
whether  Man  or  Woman,  from  all  the  World's  be&de  f  Tbt  Rcttliog 
I  would  ofier  to  makie  this  Line  more  intelligible  is  this, 

■  O  mj^  Li/e,  her  Blulh  too! 

i^nd  who  knows  but  the  Poet  had  thcfe  Words  of  Firgil  In  hia  Eye, 
SiV  Oci{lB$,fic  ora  fercbat.  ^neid  3. 
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I  know  not  what  to  diink ;  her  Tcars»  her  true  ones } 
Pure  orient  Tears :  Hark,  do  you  know  nie»  little  one  ? 

ABh.  O  Pfdr0,  Pedro  I 

Ped.  O  my  Soul !          * 

3  Geni.  What  Fit's  this  ?  *  ^ 

The  Pilgrim's  off  the  Hooks  too* 

AUn.  Let  me  hold  thee. 
And  now  come  all  the  World,  and  all  that  hate  me. 

Ped.  Be  wife,  and  not  di(coTer*d :  O  how  I  love  ye! 
How  do  ye  now  ? 

AUn.  I  have  been  miferable  % 
But  your  moft  virtuous  Eyes  have  curM  me,  Pedro : 
Pray  ye  think  it  no  Immodefhr,  I  kils  ye  % 
My  Head's  wild  ftill. 

Ped.  Be  not  fo  full  of  Paffion, 
Nor  do  not  hang  fi>  greedily  upon  me, 
'Twill  be  ill  taken. 

AUn.  Are  ye  weary  of  me  ? 
I  will  hang  here  eternally,  kils  ever. 
And  weqp  away  fi»r  Joy. 

Enter  MqSer. 

Maft.  I  told  ye.  Sir, 
What  ye  would  do ;  for  Shame  do  not  afflid  him : 
You've  drawn  his  Pit  upon  him  fearfully : 
Either  depart,  and  prefently }  Pll  force  ye  elfe. 
Who  waits  within  ? 

Enter  two  Keepers  to  fetch  them  off, 

Ped.  Alas,  good  Sir. 

Maft.  This  is  the  way  never  to  hope  Recovery. 
Stay  but  one  Minute  more,  Pll  complain  to  th*  Governor. 
Bring  in  the  Boy  ^  d'  you  lee  how  he  fwells  and  tears 

himfelf? 
Is  this  your  Cure  ?  Be  gone ;  if  th'  Boy  milcarry  ' 
Jjet  me  ne*er  find  you  more,  for  Pll  To  hamper  ye — 

7  Gent.  You  were  to  blame,  too  ralh. 

Fed.  Farcwcl  fpr  evert  [Exeunt^ 
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ACT    IV.     S  C  E  N  E    Ir 

EtUiT  Alpboofoi  a  GetUkman  and  Jolettsi, 

Ciff/-X7 OU  are  now  wklua  a  Mile  o*  ill  Tow%  fir; 

Y        If  my  Buiiners 
Wook^ve  me  L^ve,  l*d  cuta  and  wait  upoa  ye  % 
But  for  Tucb  Gendemen  a&  yen  enquire  of, 
.Certdn,  I  faw  none  fuch :  But  for  the  Boy  ;a  ifx>)!aB€^ 
I  will  not  fay  'tis  he,  but  fuch  a^  onei^ 
Juft  of  that  heigbi:. 

jUpb.  In  fuch  Cloaths  ? 

Gent.  I  much  mifbke  elfe, 
yjd^  fent  in  th*  other  Night,  a  Ktlle  «iaddi& 
^nd  where  fuch  People  wait  thck  Cuses* 

Jlpb.  I  underftand  ye. 

Gent.  There  you  may  qifickly  know. 

jSpb.  I  thank  ye.  Sir. 

Jul.  So  do  I  too ;  and  if  there  be  iuch  a  Plaoa^ 
I  ask  no  more ;  bu(  you  (hall  hear  more  of  me. 
She  may  be  there,  and  you  may  ptay  the  Tyrant  i 
I'll  lee  what  I  can  do.    Tm  almou  kiundreti 
In  following  him ;  and  yet  I'll  never  leave  hinit 
I'll  crawl  ot  all  four  &rft  ^  n«y  Caufe  is  mcritori€Ui» 
And^  come  wluu  can  come. 

Gent.  All  you've  told  me*s  ceruin. 
Complexion,  and  all  elle. 

Apb.  It  may  be  fhe  then } 
And  I'll  fo  fumble  her ;  Is  flie  grown  mad  now  ? 
Is  her  QkKMl  iet  fi>  big)i  ?  TU  have  ber  madded  s 
y\\  have  her  worm'd^ 

Jul  Mark  b^t  the  end,  dd  Mafter, 
|f  thou  beeft  not  fick  o'  th'  Bocs  within  thefe  five  Hours,  . 
And  kick'lt  4b4  Foai^ft^l'll  make  ye  feit  Firt^  SiyiifiK 

£inirr  Alinda^  itt  a  Fbef. 

Ge9i.  Here's  one  o^  ch'  Houie,  a  Fool,  an  tdiot,  Siti 
^ay  be  flie's  going  home  i  ihe'll  be  a  Guide  to  ye^ 
Aod  ib  I  kils  your  Hand,  [ExU. 

4lpb. 
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jOph.  I  tm  your  Semnt. 

4iEML  O  now  r in  loft,  loftt  loftl  Lordt  liow  I aeniUel 
My  Father,  arm'd  in  all  his  Hatei  and  Ai^gmi 
This  is  more  Mifery  than  I  have  'fcapM  yec 

^i>i&.  Fooll  Fool! 

<^^.  He  knows  me  not  Will  ye  ^re  me  two  Feneel 
And  Gafier,  heref s  a  Crow-Flower,  and  a  Duie  % 
I^¥t  iboie  Pye  in  my  Pocket  too. 

Alph.  This  is  an  arrant  Fool, 
An  jgrnnnt  thing* 

Jm^  Bdiere  to,  and  Tm  happy*  iJfiii^ 

jtlpb.  Doft  thou  dwell  in  Segma^  Fbd  ? 

AMm.  No^  ao^  I  dwell  in  Hcair'n« 
And  I  have  a  fine  little  Houfe,  made  of  Marmalade. 
And  I  am  a  lone  Woman,  and  I  ipin  for  Saint  Pitir\ 
I  have  a  hundred  littk  Children,  and  they  fing  Pfahna 
with  me. 

jBfk.  'Tis  pity  due  pittty  thing  fhoidd  want  Under* 
{landing. 
Sot  why  do  I  &ind  ulking  with  %  Goxoomb? 

If  I  do  find  her,  if  I  light  upon  her... ■ 

ril  iky  no  more.  Is  this  the  way  to  th*  T9wn,  Fool? 

JUn.  You  muft  go  o-er  the  top  of  that  high  Steeply 
Gafier* 

A^h.  A  plague  o' your  Fool^s  Fao^ 

Jul.  No,  uke  her  Goi9nftl. 

Atin.  And  thpn  you  fliall  cxmie  to  a  River  twenty  Mils 
over. 
And  twenty  Mile  and  tel^  and  then  yoa  muft  pcay,  Gaifl^, 
And  ftill  you  muft  pray,  and  pray. 

Al^.  Pray  Heaven  deliver  mp 
From  foch  an  Afi,  as  thou  art^ 

AHn.  4mft^  fweet  Gafler: 
And  fling  a  Sop  of  Sugar«QiI(e  into  it  i 
And  then  you  muft  leap  in  naked« 

Jul.  Would  he  woold  believe  her, 

4lin^  And  fink  iev^  £)aya  tc^ggother  i  can  ye  fink, 
Gafier  ? 

4lfb,  Yes,  QovoBBb^  yesi  pcithee  §m^h  a  p>it  oi 
thee* 
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A  plague  o*  that  Fool  too,  that  fct  m*  upon  thcer 

Jtin.  And  then  I'll  bring  you  a  fupof  Milk  fliall  fervt  ye: 
Ym  goingto  get  Apples. 

Alpb.  Go  to  th*  Devil : 
Was  ever  Man  tormenfcd  with  a  Puppy  thus? 
Thou  tell  me  News  ?  thou  be  a  Guide? 

jllin.  And  then,  Nunklc ^ 

Alpb.  Prithee  keep  on  thy  way,  good  Naurit*     I  could 
rail  now 
Thefe  ten  Hours  at  mine  own  Improvidence: 
Get  Apples  and  be  choakM  \  farewel.  \Eidt. 

Jlin.  Farewd,  Nuncle.     • 

Jul.  I  rejoice  in  any  thing  that  vexes  him. 
And  I  fhall  love  this  Fool  extremely  for*t : 
Could  I  but  fee  my  Miftreis  now,  to  tell  her 
How  I  have  truly,  honeftly  wrought  for  her. 
How  I  have  worn  myfelf  away,  to  ferve  her— 
Fool,  there's  a  Ryal  for  the  Sport  thou  mad'ft  me 
In  crofling  that  old  Fool,  that  parted  from  thee. 

Alin.  Thou'rt  honeff  fure,  but  yet  thou  muft  not  lee  me.* 
I  thank  ye,  little  Gentleman  i  Heav'n  blefs  ye. 
And  ril  pray  for  ye  too:  Pray  ye  keep  this  Nutmegs 
'Twas  lent  me  from  the  Lady  of  the  Mmniain^ 
A  Golden  Lady. 

Jut.  How  prettily  it  prattles. 

jSin.  'Tis  very  good  to  rub  your  Underftanding. 
And  fo  good  Night ;  the  Moon*s  up. . 

Jul.  rretty  Innocent. 

Alin.  Now  Fortune,  if  thou  dar'ft  do  good,  proteft  me« 

Jul.  ril  foir  w  him  to  yond  Town,  he  Ihall  not  *fcapc  me. 
Stay,  I  mnft  counterfeit  a  Letter  by  the  way  Brft, 
And  one  that  muft  carry  feme  Credit  with  it:  I  am  wide 

elfe,  .  .      . 

And  all  this  to  no  purpoTe  that  I  aim  at. 
A  Letter  muft  be  had,  and  neatly  handled ; 
And  then  if  Goodwifc  Formne  do  not  fail  me. 
Have  at  his  Skirts ;  I  fhall  worfe  anger  him 
Than  ever  I  have  done,  and  worfe  torment  him. 
It  does  me  good  to  think  how  I  fhall  conjure  him 

And 


Tie  Pilgrim.  493 

And  crucify  his  CrabbMncfi :  He's  my  Matter  i 

But  chat's  all  one^  PU  My  that  on  the  left  hand. 

He  would  now  perfecute  my  barmlefs  Miftrels, 

A  Fault  without  Forg^veneis,  as  I  take  it ; 

And  under  (28)  that  bold  Banner  flies  my  Vengeance, 

A  meritorious  War,  and  fo  I'll  make  it. 

I'th'  name  of  Innocence,  what's  this  the  Fool  gave  me  ? 

She  laki  'twas  good  to  rub  my  Underftanding. 

What  ftrange  Concealment?   Bread,  or  Cheefe,  or  a 

Chcfnut  ? 
Ha!  'tis  a  Ring,  a  pretty  Ring,  a  right  one; 
A  Ring  I  know  too !  the  very  fame  Ring : 

0  admirable  Blockhead !  Q  bafe  Eyes ! 

A  Ring  my  Miftrefs  took  from  me,  and  wore  ir^ 

1  know  it  by  the  Pofy ;  (29)  Prick  me^  and  heal  me. 
None  could  deliver  this  but  fhe  berfelf  too ; 

Am  I  twice  Sand-blitid  ?  twice  fo  near  the  Blefling 
I  would  arrive  at,  and  block-like  ne'er  know  it  i 
I'm  vengeance  angry,  but  that  fhall  light  on  thee. 
And  heavily,  and  quickly,  I  pronounce  it :. 
There  are  10  many  crofs  ways,  (30)  there's  no  fbU'wing 

her  i 
And  yet  I  mutt  not  now,    I  hope  fhe  is  right  ftill 
For  all  her  outward  Shew,  for  fure  fhe  knew*  me. 
And  in  that  hope,  fome  few  Hours  I'll  forget  hen  [Exit. 

(28)  —  that  Md  Banner  ^t^  try  Fingiancit']  The  Difcontinuitjr 
of  the  Metaphor  makes  this  Place  greatly  obfcore,  we  ihoald  probably 
read, 

•—  umder  thai  hid  Banmr  fights  my  Fet^iana. 

(29) Prick  mi,  and  biai  mi  ]  Thefe  Words,  by  what  Mlftake 

I  know  not,  dtt  wanting  in  the  FoHi  of  1679. 

(30)  —  thtri*$  nofolVnuing  btr } 

Andytt  1  mnfi  not  now. ]  The  Diftradioii  of  Julitim  here 

will  be  finely  expreiTed  if  we  alter  the  pointing  1 
—  there**  no  following  her ; 
jindyet  I  ttrnfi'^^-^not  nrw,    Ihoft,  &c. 
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SCENE     It. 

Sn^  RoderigOt  in  s  Pi^rinft  HabiK 

Rod.  Sbe'siiot  10  be reeofnredi  which  1 1^  aei 
And  he  beyond  my  Yeog'anoet  which  lotfneim  Mt  ti 
O!  I  tm  fool'd  and  fltghiedi  made  a  Rafcali 
31)  My  Hopea  are  flam^iii  at  my  pfefeiic  Fbrcunai 
^hyflioukll  wander  thus,  aiui  bUy  lilt  Coxe^^ 
lire  out  my  Peace  and  Pleafure  tor  a  Girl? 
A  Girl  that  fcomt  oae  too  f  a  tbmg  chat  haixs  tit  ^ 
And  confider^d  at  the  beft,  ^t  bot  a  (hort  Breaklidb 
For  a  hot  Appetite  t  Why  (bould  I  walk,  and  walk  Am^ 
And  fret  o^klf,  and  travet  like  a  Carrier^ 
And  pBKfy  aad  watcb?  want  Meat  and  Winc^  to  dMridf 

me, 
IVhen  thodbod  Women  may  be  bad,  ten  diouGuid^ 
Andthankmetoo^andlficftill^  Widl,  tt'im BflMlf 
And  Chaftityi  and  all  that  fema  to  rmn  me^ 
Let  me  not  take  ye,  kt  me  not  come  Mar  ye, 
VtePUfotrimye^  FU ft boftlc wkb ye-- 
^is  not  the  Name  of  Virgin  fliall  redeem  ye^  * 
(ru  change  that  Property :)  nor  Tears  nor  Angerr; 
I  bear  a  Hate  aboot  me  Ibomi  thoft  Follies. 
To  find  this  Vilfauo  too**  ■  ■*fer  fhtre*a  my  main  PHsei 
(32)  And  if  he  fcape  me  then—— 

BMer  Alioda^ 

JUn.  Is  (xot  that  Pidr0f 
•Tis  he,  •tis  he  I  04 

Rod.  What  art  thoo^ 

jffin.  Ha  i  now,  now,  now^ 
O  now  moft  miferable ) 

(31)  Mj  H9pis  art  latter^d,  okm^pf^^mi  ¥mmnt{\  Wa^JlMtitrU 
with  whatr  If  DifappointmeiiCi  arc  Flatteries  then  the  Pafiage  is  dear. 
Write  without  Difpote^ 

My  H»pes  are  flat  as  are  «pr  fnfiia  Pttiams. 

( jl)  J^d  if  hi  fcape  me  thin ]  Thua  t  read  againft  the  Aotho- 

tity  of  all  the  Copies  who  agree  in  fqprefeBtiii|  the  nace  fo^ 

iioap  9u  then. 

Jbd. 
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Jtod.  What  a  Devil  s^rt  thou  i 

jllin.  No  end  of  my  MisforauieSi  Hcwt'a  ! 

Rod.  What  Antick  ? 
Speak,  Puppets  Tpeak. 

jiUn.  That  Habit  to  iactfijf  me  ^ 
Ye  hoiy  Saints^  can  yt  (et  thii  i 

Rod.  It  danceth : 
The  Devil  in  a  Fool's  Coat,  k  itt  tnrnM  InimeAtf 
What  Mops  and  Mowes  it  makes  i  height  how  it  frisketh^ 
la^t  not  a  Faiiy  ?  or  fbme  fowUl  Hobgoblia? 
It  has  a  mortal  Face^  aod  I  have  a  great  mind  M  h. 
But  if  t  (hould  prove  the  Devil  then. 

jflin.  Come  hither* 

Rod.  I  chink  'twill  ravifh  me ; 
Is  is  a  handfome  thing,  but  horribly  SQii4>ttnit# 
"What's  that  it  points  at  ? 

jSin.  Doft  thou  fee  that  Star  there^ 
That,  juft  above  the  Sun  f 
Prithee  go  thither,  and  light  me  this  Tobacco^ 
And  (lop  it  with  the  Horns  o'  th'  Mooo^ 

Rod.  The  thing's  nuid. 
Abominably  madt  her  ftains  are  butter^ 
Go  fleep,  Fool,  fleep« 

Alin.  Thou  canft  not  flcep  fo  fweetly : 
For  fo  I  can  fay  my  Prayers^  and  then  Qumbef. 

(33)  i  tfw  not  proud^  nor  full  of  ff^n^ 
This  UiiU  ^lofHr  wU  make  mt  fiu  t 
Cruel  in  Hearty  for  I /ball  cry^ 

If  I  fee  a  Sparfvw  aie^: 
Jam  not  watchful  to  do  illj 
f34)  ^^  glmotts  to  furfue  it  ftiU: 
Nor  pit  ilefs  to  tbofe  that  weep  % 
Such  as  are^  kid  tbem  go  fleep. 

This  little  Fkm)$r  wU  maki  mfiaux 

Crael  in  Heart,"^-^}  The  Negauve  n0t  ifi  the  firil  Unc  U  to 
ke  underftood  here  in  the  third,  of  the  Senfe  wiU  tiirn  out  direftl/ 
contrary  to  what  (he  defignt. 

(34)  H§r  glgrioof  i^  jmrfitf  ]  U  r.  Taki  bo  ffHd^  Mmfari 
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Po,  do,  do,  and  fee  if  fliey  cam 

Rod.  Itfaidtrn^ 
I  feci  it  fink  into  me  forcibhr. 
Suf£  'tis  a  kind  of  Sibyl,  lome  mad  Prophet* 
I  feel  my  Wildnefs  bound  and  fecter'd  in  me. 

Jlin.  Give  me  your  Hand,  and  I'll  cell  you  whaifs  yotf 
Fortune, 

Rod.  Here ;  prithee  fpeak; 

ABn.  Fie,  fie,  fie,  fie,  fie. 
Walh  your  Hands,  and  pare  your  Naib,  and  look  findy» 
You  (hall  never  kifs  the  King's  Daughter  elle. 

Rod.  I  waih  *emxlaily. 

jfiin.  But  ftill  you  foul  'em  fafter. 

Rod.  This  goes  nearer. 

j/lin.  You'll  have  two  Wives. 

Rod.  Two  Wives  ? 

^lia.  Ay,  two  fine  Gentlewomen ; 
Make  much  of  'em,  for  they'll  ftick  cloft  to  you.  Sir. 
And  thefe  two,  in  two  Days. 

Rod.  That's  a  fine  Rkklle. 

jtlin.  To-day  you  (hall  wed  Sorrow, 
And  Repentance  will  come  To-morrow. 

Rod.  Sure  (he's  kiipired. 

jilin.  I'll  fing  ye  a  fine  Song,  Sir. 

He  called  down  bU  merry  Men  all, 

Byonoy  hytwo^  bytbree, 
Vi\\\\zm  would  fain  have  been  ibe  fir  ft , 

But  now  tbe  loft  is  be. 

Rod.  'Tis  the  mcer  Chronicle  of  my  Mifhaps. 
j/lin.  I'll  bid  you  good*ev'n ;  for  my  Boat  ftaya  for  me 
yonder. 
And  I  muft  fup  with  the  Moon  to  Night  in  the  MedHer- 
ranean,  [Exit. 

Rod.  When  Fools  and  Mad-folks  fhall  be  Tutors  to  me, 
And  feel  my  Sores,  yet  I  unfenfible^-* 
Sure  it  was  fet  by  Providence  upon  me 
To  fteer  my  Heart  right :  I  am  wondrous  weary. 
My  Thoughts  too,  which  add  more  burden  to  mc: 
I  have  been  ill^  and,  which  ia  worfe,  purfu*d  Jt» 

And 
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Jlnd  ftill  run  on :  I  muft  think  better,  nobler, 
And  be  another  thing,  or  not  at  all. 

Enter  four  Pea/ants. 

^  Still  I  grow  heavier,  heavier;  Hcav'n  defend  me! 
^'  PJl  Jie  down,  and  take  reft,  and  Goodnefs  guard  me. 

1  Pea.  We've  fcajf  d  to  day  well;  certain,  if  the  Outlaws 
Had  known  we  had  been  (lirring,  we  had  paid  for't. 

2  Pea.  Plague  on  'em,  they  have  robb*d  me  thrice. 
^      3  Pea.  And  me  five  times  : 

Belide  they  made  my  Daughter  one  of  us  too. 
An  arrant  Drum :  O,  they're  the  icwdeft  Rafcalsl 
The  Captain  fuch  a  damn'd  Piece  of  Iniquity—— 
But  we  are  far  enough  off*  on  'em,  that's  the  beft  on't^ 
They  cannot  hear. 

4  Pea.  They'll  come  to  me  familiarly 
And  eat  up  all  I  havei  drink  up  my  Wine  too, 
^  And  if  there  be  a  Servant  that  contents  'em. 
Let  her  Keel  hold,  they'll  give  her  Stowage  enough : 
We  have  no  Children  now,  but  Thieves,  and  Oudaws;  ' 
The  very  Brats 

r  their  Mothers  Bellies  have  their  Qualities, 
They'll  fteal  into  the  World. 

1  Pea.  Would  we  had  fomc  of  'em  here. 

2  Pea.  Ay,  o'  that  Condition  we  could  mafter  'eai| 
They're  fturdy  Knaves. 

3  Pea.  A  Devil  take  their  Sturdinefs, 

We  can  neither  keep  our  Wives  from  'em,  nor  our  States^ 
We  pay  the  Rent,  and  they  poflels  the  Benefit. 

1  Pea.  What  is  this  lies  here  ?  is  it  drunk  or  fober  ? 
It  fleeps  and  foundly  too. 

2  Pea.  'Tis  an  old  Woman  * 

That  keeps  She^  hereabouts  \  it  turns  and  ftretches* 

4  Pea.  Does  me  keep  Sheep  with  a  Sword  ? 

3  Pea.  It  has  a  Beard  too^ 

1  Pea.  Peace,  peace :  It  is  the  Devil  Roderiga^ 
Peace  of  all  hands,  and  look. 

2  Pea.  'Tis  he. 

3  Pea.  Speak  foftly. 

4  Pea.  Now  we  may  fit  him. 

Vol.  V.  li  ^Pea. 


4  Pea.  Stay,  ftay /,  let's  be  provick»t*' 

1  Pea.  Kill  him,  an4  wake  him  then.. 
4  Pea.  Let  me  come  to  him,  , 

Ev'n  one  Blow  at  his  Pate,  if  e'er  he  wake  more. 
3  Pea.  So,  te^  fo,  lay  that  by. 

2  Pea.  I  muft  needs  kill  him. 
It  (lands  with  my  Reputation. 

3  Pea.  Stand  oflF,  I  fay : 
And  let  us  (bme  way  make  him  fune ;  then  torture  him. 
To  kill  him  prefently,  has  no  Pleafure  in'c. 
ITas  been  tormenting  of  us,  at  leaft  this  Twelvemonth. 

Rod.  Ohmel 

jtU.  He  comes,  he  comes. 

4  Pea.  Has  he  no  Guns  about  him  ? 
3  Pea.  Sofdy  again :  No,  no ;  take  that  Hand  caGlyt 

And  tie  it  faft  here,  that  to  th'  other  Bough  there. 
Faft,  faft,  and  eafy,  left  be  wake« 

2  Pea.  Have  we  got  ye  ? 
This  was  a  Benefit  we  never  aim^d  at. 

^Pio.  Out  with  your  Knives,  and  let  us  carve  tbii 
Cock-thief^ 
Daintily  carve  him.. 

I  Pea.  I  would  h'had  been  ufed  thus 
Ten  Years  ago,  we  might  have  thought  we  had  Chiklrra. 

3  Pjuu  CX  that  (35)  Sir  Nicholas  now  our  Prieft  were  here, 
What  a  fweet  Homily  would  he  lay  over  him. 

For  ringing  all  in,  with  his  Wife  i'th'  Belfry! 
He  woukl  ftand  up  ftiff  girt :  Now  pounce  him  Jfghtfy, 
And  as  he  rores,  and  rages,  let's  go  deeper  \ 
Come  near,  you  are  dim^y'd,  on  with  your  Spedaclcs. 
Rod.  O,  what  torments  me  thus  F  What  Slaves,  what 
Villains? 
O  fpace  me,  do  not  murder  me. 

3  Pea.  We'll  but  tickle  yc. 
You've  tickled  us  at  all  Points, 

4  Pea.  Wjierc  are  his  Emblems  ? 

(35)  —  Sir  Nicholat  ««w  wr  Prieft^  &c.]  Sir  vm  a  Tide  gittt 
(formerly)  to  any  Clergyman  under  the  degree  of  a  Dodor.  Tkc 
Reader  can't  but  obferve  the  great  Impropriety  which  the  next  Line 
but  one  contains,  the  Scene  lying  not  in  England  but  Sfain, 

Efifer 
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Et^et  Pedro; 

R^.  Asf  $M  Men,  add  CbMvstii. 

2  Pea.  Yes,  we  hftu*  ye^ 
And  yoa  fliall  hcaf  6f  us  coo. 

Rod.  Oh !  no  MtrCy  f 

Pid.  What Noife  is  thi»?  What  ^ar  ?  f csfhhbt  findbei'. 
She  \b  got  free  again ;  but  where,  ot  Which  Way? 

-«(w/.  O  Villains,  Bcaftsf 

P^i.  Murdering  a  Maii,  ye  Rlaffcals  ? 
Y*  inhuman  Slavts,  off^  ofK  and  leave  this  Crutiiy; 
Or  as  I  am  a  Gentleman— Do  ye  bria^e  ttief 
Then  have  among  ye  all,  ye  Sla^^es,  yc:CoWafdf  jt 
Take  up  that  S\vord,  and  ftand :  [?<?  Rodffigo.J^Siy,  yd 

bafeRafcals, 
Ye  cut-throat  Rogues 

Jill.  Kvirf^  awavT.    '  [ExlsMt  P^fanff. 

Ped,  Ye  Oog-wnelps. 

Rod.  O !  I  am  now  more  wretched  far,  thah  evicr.  [/[0t\ 

Ped:  A  Violence  to  that  Habit?  Hii}  RodetigoP 
What  makes  he  here,  thus  clad?  Is  it  Repentafnce, 
(36)  Or  only  a  fair  Shew  to  guild  his  Mifchieft  f 

Rod.  This  Benefit  has  made  nfle  fhamd  tO  fife  hint. 
To  know  him,  blufli. 

Ped.  You  are  not  much  hUftf 

Rod:  No,  Sir-, 
All  I  can  call  a  Hurt,  (licks  in  ndy  Conf^iehc^e^ 
That  pricks  and  tortures  me. 

Ped.  Have  ye  confiderM 
The  Nature  oi  thefe  Mert,  and  how  they  usM  ft  f 
Was  it  feir  Play?  Did  it  appdar  t'you  hafidfomft^ 

Rod.  I  dare  not  fpeak :  Or  if  I  do,  'tii  nothing' 
Can  bring  me  off^  or  juftify  me.     Ped.  Was  it 

(36)  Or  9nlj  mfiir  $kn0  to  gnide  hh  MifcMifkf}  In  tU^'lltiiidA 
do  all  the  Cogio  agred,  ytt  that  general  Coafckic  can't  iotliaeine  td 
thinly  the  PaUage  found.  A  Difffiijk  10  not  us*d  as  a  Guidi^  but  a  . 
C§vir  or  Cokur,  and  fo  it  ought  to  be  here.  There  are  feveral  wayi 
of  correaing  this  Place*  aft  HiV/,  '9i^f  i*e*  Difguifii  Bat  I  like 
(at  Mr.  Sinji»4trtt9&  direded)  OmUxHc  beft,  there  being  great  r^on 
to  belie?e  th^t  to  be  the  original  Rcsdfflgf  from  whitf  the  Bdkioh  of 
1679  exhibits,  tho*  corrnptly, 

faif  Sht^n  /•  guile  hii  Mifchtifs^ 

1  i  a  Nobk 


rco  ^^  Pilgrim. 

Noble  to  be  o'cr-layM  with  odds,  and  Violence? 

Manly,  or  brave  in  thefe,  thus  to  opprefs  ye  ? 

ly.you  blufh  at  this,  in  fuch  as  are  mere  Rudenels  ? 

That  have  ftopt  Souls,  that  never  knew  things  gentle  ? 

And  dare  you  glorify  worfe  in  yourfclf,  Sir  ? 

Ye  U5*d  me  with  much  Honour,  and  I  thank  ye, 

in  this  I  have  requited  fome  •,  ye  know  me  : 

Come  turn  not  back,  ye'muft  and  ye  (hall  know  me  j 

Had  I  been  over-feafon*d  with  bafe  Anger, 

And  fuited  all  Occafions  to  my  Mifchiefs, 

Bore  no  refpedt  to  Honefty,  Religion ; 

No  Faith,  no  common  Tie  of  Man,  Humanity, 

Had  I  had  in  me,  but  giv*n  Reins,  and  Licence 

To  a  tempeftuous  Will,  as  wild  as  Winter, 

This  Day,  know,  Roderigo^  I  had  (^ 

As  fmall  a  Price  upon  thy  Life,  and  Fortunes, 

if\s  thou  didft  lately  on  mine  Innocence ; 

But  I  refervc  thee  to  a  nobler  Service. 

Rod.  I  thank  ye,  and  Til  ftudy  more  to  honour  ye; 
You  have  the  nobler  Soul,  I  muft  confefs  it. 
And  are  the  greater  Mafter  of  your  Goodnefs. 
Though*t  be  impofTible  I  fhould  now  recover 
And  my  rude  Will  grow  handfome,  in  an  inftan^ 
Yet  touching  but  the  Purenefs  of  your  Metal, 
Something  (ball  (hew  like  Gold,  at  leaft  (hall  glifter; 
That  Men  may  hope,  although  the  Mine  be  rugged. 
Stony  and  hard  to  work,  yet  Time,  and  Honour 
Shall  find  and  bring  forth  that,  thkt*s  rich  and  worthy. 

Fed.  V\\  try  that ;  and  to  th*  purpofc.  Ye  told  me,  Sir, 
In  noble  Eniiulation,  fo  I  take  it, 
(I'll  put  your  Hatred  far  off,  and  forget  it  5) 
You  had  a  fiiir  Defire  tb  try  my  Valour : 
You  ieem'd  to  court  me  to  *t  j  you've  found  a  time, 
A  Weapon  in  your  Hand,  an  equal  Enemy, 
That,  as  he  puts  this  olSf,  puts  off  all  Injuries, 
And  only  now  for  Honour's  iake  defies  ye  ; 
Now,  as  you  are  a  Man,  I  know  you're  vaUant, 
As  you're  gentle  bred,  a  Soldier  fa(hion'd— — 

Rod,  His  Virtue  ftartles  me ;  I  dare  fight,  Pedro. 

Pid.  And  as  you  have  a  Miftrefs  that  you  honour, 

Mark 
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Mark  mc,  a  Miflrcfs— — 

Rod.  Ha? 

Ted.  A  handfomc  Miftrcfs; 
As  you  dare  hold  yourfelf  dcfcrving  of  her 

Rod.  DcTerving  ?  What  a  Word  was  that  to  fire  me  ? 

Ted.  I  could  compel  ye  now  without  this  Circumftance, 
But  rjl  deal  free  and  fairly,  like  a  Gentleman : 
As  ye  arc  worthy  of  the  Name  ye  carry, 
A  daring  Man-—* 

Rod.  O  that  I  durft  not  fuSer ; 
For  all  I  dare  do  now,  implies  but  Penance. 

Fed.  Now  do  me  noble  Right. 

Rod.  Y\\  fatisfy  ye ; 

(37)  But  not  by  th*  Sword :  Pray  ye  hear  me,  and  allow  me. 
I  have  been  rude ;  but  (hall  I  be  a  Monfter, 

And  teach  my  Sword  to  hurt  that  that  prcfervM  me  ? 
Though  I  be  rough  by  Nature,  fhall  my  Name 
Inherit  that  eternal  Stain  of  Barbarous  ? 
Give  me  an  Enemy,  a  thing  that  hates  ye. 
That  never  heard  of  yet,  nor  felt  your  Goodnefs, 
(That  is  one  main  Antipathy  to  Sweetnefs,) 
And  fit  me  on,  you  cannot  hold  me  Coward  ; 

(38)  If  I  have  ever  err*d,  ^t  has  been  in  hazar(j ; 
The  Temper  of  my  Sword  ftarts  at  yoiir  Virtue 

And  will  fly  off,  nay  it  will  weep  (30)  to  light  yc ; 

Things 

(37)  B^tnoihy  fb^  Word:-'-^]  The  Copy  of  1647  hat  dropM  a 
lietter,  which  that  of  1679  has  luckily  pick'd  ap,  and  xiads  the  Tcxt« 
as  it  doubtleis  was  wrote  primitively^ 

But  not  by  tbe  Sword : 
Thas  Mr.  Seaward  coo  (aw  the  Place  (hould  i^n.    ^ 

(38)  If  Ibmve  irr^df  V  bos  been  in  baxard:]^  When  a  Une  is  evi- 
dently mangled,  and  has  loft  Words  abfolutely  neceflary  tb  its  meaning, 
the  whole  that  one  can  hope  is  to  recover  the  Sentiment ;  and  if  wc 
iniis  that,  to  put  one  in  its  ftead  that  may  not  at  leaft  difgrace  the 
Context :  I  hope  the  foHowilag  Conjedture  will  bt  thought  probable, 

Jf  I  bave  err*d  ihall  thy  life  be  in  hazard  ? 
f .  /.  It  is  jaft  that  for  my  Crimes  my  Life  ihould  be  in  haiard,  bot 
furely  not  yours,  whofe  Virtue  would  charm  things  inanimate,  and 
jnake  my  Swprd  ftarc  back  on  its  Matter.        Mr,  St'wtird, 

(j^)  — — .^—  to  light  yt ;]  We  have  here  either  an  Ellipfit  or  a 
Corruption ;  the  one  will  be  filled  up  eafier  than  the  other  amended : 
As  to  the  firft^  to  qiake  the  Senfe  eafy  the  Words  ought  to  run  fo, 

i  .  /0  lifht  on  vr ; 

I  i  J  This 
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O,  have  I  fplie  your  Mizen  ?  Blow»  blow,  thout  Weft- 
Wind, 
(40)  Blow  till  thou  rive,  and  make  the  Sea  run  roaring. 
I'Jl  hifs  it  down  again  with  a  Bottle  of  Ale. 
'     ScboL  Triton!  why  Triton  I 

Engl.  Triton's  drunk  with  MethegKn. 

Scbol.  Strike,  (bike  the  Surges,  ftrike. 

Engl.  Drink,  drink,  'tis  Day-light ; 
Drink,  didle,.didle,  didle,  drink  Par/on^  j^roud  Parfin: 
A  Pig's  Tail  in  thy  Teeth,  and  I  defy  thee. 

Par.  Give  me  fome  Porridge,  or  Til  damn  thee,  MngUfi. 

Alpb.  How  comes  this  EngUJh  Madaian  here  ? 

Maft.  Alas,  h, 

That's  no  Queftion,  they're  mad  ev'ry  where.  Sir ; 
Their  Fits  are  cool  now,  let  'em  reft. 

^       Enten  Keeper  and  She -fool. 

. .  ...    •  - . . 

Alpb.  Mad  Gallants, 
Moft  (41)  admirably  mad,  I  love  their  Fancies. 

1  Keep.  Tefthnking  Whore,  who  knew  of  this?  who 

-  looked,  to  him  ? 
Pox  take  him,  he  was  fleepy  when  I  lefiT  him. 

2  Keep.  Certaia  be  made  die  Fool  dr4ink. 
Mafl.  How  now,  who's  this  here? 

Where  is  the  Boy  ? 

(40)  BUw  till  tbou  rivi, ^3  '^^  ^  *  manifeft  copjriog  £rom 

SbmkiJ^ar*%  B^atfiwmin  in  the  Timfift. 

Blow  till  thorn  imrfi  thy  fFind,  if  Room  enomtb. 
Which  Fkflage  is  not  Sen(e  as  it  ffamds,  bat  ottght  to  be  alterM  thos. 

Blow  till  tbom  bmrfi  thee,  Wind,  &c. 
By  which  Reading  he  (Boat/wain)  addrefles  the  Wind  as  z,  Perfbn, 
and  the  Sentence  acquires  a  Dignity  which  it  had  not  before. 

(41)  —  admirably  mad,  I  lo*ue  their  Faces  ]  AJphon/o  muft  be  near 
ns  mad  as  the  Folks  here  in  Btdlam  to  tl&lk  thas :  Read, 

■  /  lovi  tbiir  Fancies. 

So  in  h€t  3.  Scene  5.  the  Gentleman  defcrSung  this  Place  Co  Pedroi 
fiys, 

■  ■  *///  a  Houfi 

When  Ptofle  of  all  forts,  that  have  ban  'vijtted 
With  Lunacies  and  Follies,  wait  their  Cnres  9 
Their  Fancies  of  a  thoufand  Sumps  and  Faihions^  &r. 

J  Keep. 
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.jJC^/L  ThrBdys  Sir? - 

Maji.  Ay,  the  Boy,  Sir. 

I  ,Ktcp.  Here's  ill  the  Boys  we  feohd* 

Maft.  Thefe  are  his  Cloachs, 
But  Where's  the  Boy  ? 

Fool  The  Boy  is  gone  a  Mtying, 
"He'll  bring  me  home  aCuckow^s  Neft ;  (f  ye  har^  Mbfter? 
I  put  my  Cloaths  off,  and  I  dizoi'd  him. 
And  pin'd  a  Plumb  in's  Forehead,  and  a  Feaiher, 
And  bufs'd  him  tVrice,  and  bid  him  go  ieek  his  PomM : 
I^  gaiPt  me  this  fine  Money,  and  fine  Wtne  too, 
And  bid  tne  ibp,  and  g^ve  me  thdk  trim  Cioac&s  too^ 
V^nd  put 'em  on. 

yilpb^  Is  this  the  ^oy  you'd  ftewl 

Fool.  I'll  give  you  Two-pe'ncr,  Mafter. 

Alpb.  Am  I  fool'^  of  all  fides? 
I  met  a  Fool  i'th^  Woods,  they  laid  (Jhe  dwelt  hcrci 
In  a  long  pied  Coat.  ,  • 

Maft.  Tfatt  w&ihd  very  Boy^  Sh*. 
^^#iwA  Ay,  ay^  I  gave  hiai  leave  to  flty  foriboth  s 
He'll  come  a^in  To-morrow,  and  brii^  Pefixda. 

Maft.  rilbftegybiirBbaes*--'^*^^ 

Alfb.  Pox  o'  yonr  FooK  ija4  Bodlwis, 
Plague  o' your  Owk  and  Apios.. 

Maft.  rray  ye,  Sir,  be  tamer. 
We  cannot  help  this  prefently ;  but  we  (hall  know ; 
I'll  rccompeike  yoiir  Care  too. 

Alpb.  Know  me  a  Puddfing : 
You  juggle,  and  ye  fiddle,  fart  upon  ye^ 
I  am  abufed. 

jfcftj/?.  Pray  ye,  Sir. 

Enter  Wdft  Mudmtm, 

Alpb.  And  I  will  be  abufed^  Sir, 
And  yo«  fliall  know  I  am  aboicd. 

JVtiJb.  Whaw,  Mr.  Keeper. 

Alpb.  Pox  o'  thy  Whaws^  and  thy  Whims^ 
Pox  o'  thy  Urihip. 


^.v'^ 
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fyel/b.  Give  merome  Ceeze  and  Omoni,  g^ve  me  (bnie 
Walh-brew, 
rbtye.-*«i^b  my  BcUiet,  g^fe  mc  Abffiidancci 
Pendragtm  was  a  Sheqdeman,  marg  you»  Sir, 
And  the  Ot^uis  at  Rixfim  were  made  by  RerdatioMi  ' 
There  is  a  Spirit  blows,  and  blows  the  fiellowi , 
And  then  they  fing. 

Jlfib.  What  Moon-calf *•  this?  what  Dream f 

Maft.  Pray  ye.  Sir,  ob(enre  him, 
He  is  a  Mountaineer,  a  Man  of  Goadand. 

fTelJb.  I  will  beat  thy  Face  as  black  as  a  blue  ClOQty 
I  will  leave  no  more  Sheet  in  thine  Eyts. 

Maji.  He  will  not  hurt  ye. 

^el/b.  Give  me  a  ^reat  deal  of  Guns :  thoo  art  the 
Devils, 
I  know  thee  by  thy  Tails :  Poor  Oweff$  hungry, 
I  will  pig  thy  Bums  full  of  Bullets. 

jilfb.  This  is  the  rareft  Rafcal, 
He  fpeaks  as  if  he  had  Butter-milk  tn^s  Mouth  1 
Is  this  any  thing  akin  to  th'  Englijb  f 

Atdjf.  The  elder  Brother,  Sir, 
He  run  mad  becaufe  a  Rat  eat  ui^s  Cheefe; 

Alpi.  H'ad  a  great  deal  of  Reafon,  Sir. 

U^el/hr  Befar  las  manosj  is  for  an  old  Cod-pieee,  inar k  ye, 
I  will  l^orrow  thy  UHhip's  Whore  tQ  feal  a  Letttf. 

Mdft.  Now  he  grows  villanous.  :  ' 

Alfb.  Methinks  he*s  beft  now. 

Maft.  Away  with  him. 

A^k  He  (haM  net. 

J^ft.  Sir,  he  muft. 

fVelJb.  I  will  fin^,  and  dance,  do  any  thing* 

jihb.  Wite  thou  d^laim  in  Gretk  ? 

Maft.  Away  whh  the  Fool, 
And  whip  her  foundly.  Sirrah. 

Fool.  PU  tell  no  more  Tales;  [Eicit. 

jUph.  Or  wilt  thou  fly  i*  th'  Air  ? 

Engl.  Do,  and  Til  catch  thee. 
And  like  a  Wifp  of  Hay,  TU  whirle,  and  whirle-thec, 
And  pu£f  tjiee  up,  and  pvfl!^  thee  up. 
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The  Duke  commands  me  with  fuch  Care  to  look  to  him  \ 
And  if  he  grow  too  violent  to  corrtift  him, 
To  ufe  the  fpccdicft  means  for  hit  Recovery^ 
And  thofe  he  muft  find  Iharp. 

Jul,  The  better  for  him. 
.  Mafi.  How  got  y' him  hither? 

Jul.  With  a  Train,  I  told  him :  - 

He's  in  love  with  a  Boy,  there  lies  his  Melancholy. 

Maft.  Hither  he  came  to  feck  one. 

Jul.  Yes,  [  fent  him  ; 
Now  had  we  dealt  by  force,  we'd  never  brought  htm. 

Afafi.  Here  was  a  Boy. 

Jul.  He  faw  him  not  ? 

Majt.  He  wu  gone  firft 

Jul.  It  is  the  better ;  look  you  to  your  Charge  well ; 
1*11  fee  him  lodged,  for  fo  the  Duke  commanded  me  1 
He  will  be  very  rough. 

Mafi.  Vftfn  us'd  to  that,  Sir, 
And  we  as  rough  as  he,  if  he  give  occaGon. 

Jul.  C41)  You  will  find  him  gainful,  but  be  fure  ye 
curb  him. 
And  get  him  if  ye  can  fairly  t'  his  Lodging! 
I  am  afrak]  ye  will  not. 

Enter  Alphonfo. 
Majl.  We  muft  fweat  then. 
jllpb.  What  doll  thou  talk  to  meoF  Noifes?  I'll  hai^e 
more  Nolle, 
I'll  hare  all  loofe,  and  all  Ihall  play  thdr  Frizes ; 
Thy  Matter  has  let  loofe  the  Boy  1  look'd  for, 
Bafely  convey'd  him  hence. 
Keep.  Will  ye  go  ou^  Sir  i 
Jlpb.  I  wilt  not  out,  I  will  have  all  out  with  me, 
I'll  have  thy  Mafter  in  i  he's  only  mad  here;  [Shake  Trims. 
And  Rogues,  I'll  have  y*  lU  whipc  (  heigh,  mad  Bsys, 
mad  Bojrs. 
Jul.  Do  you  perceive  him  now  i 

{41)  rtmviilJkdiimpiaM, — ]  /.  #.  wSfwwd,  ceflj',  6f f . 


If  ye  be  ftubborn  here. 

jllpb.  Whips?  what  am  I  grown? 
Jul.  OI<:ouIdburfti  hold,  hold,  hold»  hold  o'botK  ends  i 
How  he  looks !  pray  Heav'n  he  be  not  mad  indeed. 

jilpb.  I  don't  perceive  I'm  fo,  but  if  you  think  it— 
Nor  rU  be  hang'd  if  *t  be  fo. 

'     M^.  Do  yon  fix  this.  Sir.?'  [Av»i  hroi^bi  in. 

Down  with  that  Devil  in  ye. 
^ph.  Indeed  I'm  angry. 
But  ril  contain  my&lf :  O  I  co^d  bwrft  noir. 
And  tear  myfelf ;  but  thcfc  Rogues  wilt  torment  me. 
Mad  in  my  old  Days  ?  nnake  mine  own  Affli^om  ? 
Maji.  What  do  you  mutter,  Sir  ? 
jflpb.  Nothing,  Sir,  nothiiu  I 
I  will  go  in,  and  quietly,  moft  civilly : 
And  good  Sir, 

LiCt  none  of  your  Tormentors  come  about  mt% 
You  have  a  goiUe  Fan,  they'  ]aek  like  Dragons. 

MaJi.  Be  civil  and  be  fafe »  come,  for  ihe»  two  Dayt 
Ye  muft  eat  nothing  neither  i  'twill  cafft  your  Fits,  Sir. 

^Ipb.  'Twill  Q^rc  mis,  S^.i  but  1  nnuft  bear  it  joytiiny. 
I  may  fleep? 

Mafi.  Yes,  a  littlei  go  in  with  thtfd  Mbn. 
jflf^.  O  mileraUe  me  I  [£)cf/. 

Aiaft.  I'll  follow  prcftiKly. 
You  fee  'tis  done.  Sir. 

Jul.  Ye  have  done  it  handfomcly, 
And  I'll  inform  the  Duke  fo :  Prny  y*  attend  hjffl^ 
Let  him  want  oocbing,  but  hit  Will. 

M^.  HeOiallnM, 
And  if  he  be  rebellious-'-'-'- 

7«/.  Never  fptie-him: 
H'as  Flefh,  and  Hide  enough,  he  Iove»  a  Whipping 
A^fi.  My  Service  to  his  Gmcc.  U^'> 

Jtii,  I  Ihall  coBunsnd  k. 
So  thou  art  faft ;  I  muft  go  get  fivneJrelh  Roota. 
To  laugh  and  caper  in:  O  how  it  tlddea  me! 
O  how  it  tumbles  me  with  Joy!  Thy  Mouth's  ffefC: 
Now  if  I  can  do  my  MiftEcft-gon^  Pm- Sninted:      [Exit. 

ACT 
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A  C  T    V.      S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Seberto  and  Curio. 

^^^•TVT  O  W  o*  my  Confciencc,  we  have  loft  him  uttcrlf, 

J[^    He's  not  gone  home,  wc  heard  from  thence  this 

Morning ; 

And  fince  our  parting  laft  at  RDderigo\ 

You  know  what  Ground  we've  travd'd. 

Cur.  He's  afleep  Aire  : 
For  if  h'ad  been  awake,  we  (houid  have  met  with  him: 
Faith  let's  turn  back,  we've  but  a  fruitlefs  Journey  ^ 
And  to  hope  further  of  /ttinda'%  Recovery, 
(For  fure  Ihe'll  rather  perifh  than  return) 
(43)  Is  but  to  feek  a  Moth  i*th'  Sun. 

Seh.  We'll  on  furt; 
Something  we'll  know,  fome  Caufe  of  all  this  Fooling» 
Make  Ibme  Difcovery. 

Cur.  Which  way  ihall  we  caft  then  ? 
For  all  the  Champian  Country,  and  the  Villages, 
And  all  thofe  (ides— - 

Sib.  We'll  crofe  thefc  Woods  awhile  then : 
Here  if  we  £iil,  we'll  gallop  to  Sigovia^ 
And  if  vit  light  of  no  News  there,  hear  nothing,' 
We'll  ev'n  turn  fairly  home,  and  coaft  the  other  fide. 

Cur.  He  may  be  fick,  or  fall'n  into  fome  Danger  ; 
He  has  no  Guide,  nor  no  Man  to  attend  him. 

Sei.  He's  well  enough,  he  has  a  travelled  Body, 
And  though  he  be  old,  he's  tough,  and  will  endure  well  i 
But  he's  fo  violent  to  find  her  out. 
That  his  Anger  leads  him  a  thoufand  wild  Goofe  Chafes : 
rU  warrant  he  is  well. 

Cur.  Shall  we  part  Company  i 

Seb.  By  no  means,  no ;  that  were  a  fullen  Bufinels : 

'  (43)  Is  but  to  fiek  a  Moth  T  th'  Sun.]  Mr.  TbubmU  has  a  Cor- 
region  here  which  I  thiak  myfelf  obIig*d  tocommttDicace  to  cheReader» 
tho'  I  hare  not  reotarM  to  infert  ic  in  the  Text  1 

t9/t€kaUMXeth'  Sm. 

No 
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^o  Plearure  in  our  Jlpurney. :  Caoic,  \c^s  cttrTs  hm  firft, 
And  where  «m  find  the  Buh^  ki  tftoA  d&tft  os.'  ]^£f^|(itf; 

S      C      E      W     ■£        i\. 

Enter  Jfilmtt.eai  JlJaoiiL 

Jul.  Whr  are  you  ftill  fo  fetrfolof  ffK*.  Lfdy? 
So  dqubtful  of  mv  F^jth,  ^od  bon^  Sfrr'ic^i 
To  hide  yourtMf  from  me,  to  qy  my  Gjjmpapy?, 
Am  Inot  yours?  Alt  youra?  By  thisLt|riit  vpd  malke  fUUi 
Dojre  fufpca  roc  falfc?  pid.I  Vtr  ftuye?       "  . 

ly  yon  l^ink  r,am  corrapcei^,  ftdt,  %nd  tre^rfiCKatt? 
Lord,  bow  ye  took*  IsnoC  n^  Lffc  iy*d  tp  jtef        ,        .  , 
And  al'  Jhe  power  I  have  to  ftirVri  and  bcmOBT  yc?   * 
Sell  do  ye  doul^f  flill  am  ]  KiyMi  t 
I  will  nottrooWe  ye:  6ood  Hciv*n  prrfpive  jt^ 
And  fend  ye  what  ye  wi^ :  1  will  not  ftc  je^ 
I4or  on^  r^mepiha  I  bad  Inch  ^  Mif^refi,         ' , 
I  will  not  fpCitfe  of  .ye,  nor  na^  /iSffdfy 
for  fear  you  fbould  ^^pf6k  I  wquld  betpf  ye:    . 
Coodnefi  and  Peace  conduft  yc. 

jiSti.  Prithee  pardon  me,  , 
]  know  ihou'rt  truly  fiuthful  i  ax^  ^ho^'rt  WjelcpQ^t    . 
A  welcome  Paitner to  my  Mifcri^j 
Thpukpow*ft'i  love  tfiee, too.  .   :       .. 

^s/.  I've  *oaght  fo,  I,i|KJf . 

.^is.  Alu,my-Fe3rsfasv^{(^flnfiMiM    .     : 
I  durft  not  truft  myftlf.  *-.■■. 

Jul.  Come,  pray  Rethink  Ijctter, 
JVndcaftthoftbT;  «.(?»«  confidcr,  I^dy, 
How  to  prtTcnt  'em  1  pray  ye  put  off  this  F^fffs  Cpat, 
Though  It  have  kept  ye  ficret  for  a  ^eafon, 
*Tis  known  npw,  aiyl  wjll  betray  ye  i  yoar  arctk'ipncmT 
Jtoder^o'n  ttnt^d ;  tn&ny  are  looking  ^or  ye. 

Mn.  I  knpw  k.andthofc  n^ylh^Tccozen'f)* 

yid.  YpQ  canuPE  ftiil  thus. 

jUi9.  Fve  no  meana  to  ihift  it. 

Jut.  I  have,  anij  Qiift  you  too.    I  \vj  laft  Night 
At  a  poor  Witipw^jiStaifc  bfrc  ia  tfet  This[K& 

Vq^  V.  Kk  Whitbcr 


••      •* 


rtV^         .       7%ePiignfft,: 

Whither  I  w^llpnduigtjc^rand  new  fliapc  yc, 
Myfclf  too  to  attend  *yc. 

jtfm.  What  Means  haft  t^?  3 

For  mine  are  gone.     ^ 

Jul.  Fear  not,xhouj(hto:fcrvcyc;  ' 

I  came  notout  fo  emgty. 

Attn.  Fricha  tcllmc. .,  .;; 

XFor  thou  baft  ftruck  a  icind  of  Comfort  through  me,) 
When  faw*ft  thou  jR(?^]f^  ? 

^7tt//Ev'n  this  Morxiing,;  ,      i/ 

And  ia  fhcfe  Woodf :  iTake  hecd^  h'as  got.arncw  Shape. 

jilin.  The  I^abit  of^a  Pij^rini  ?  Yes,  I.  know  it. 
And  I  hopcihdl  prcvcntlt^  was  he  atonc^^  •; 

Jul.  No;  Madam,  and  which  q;uide  me  wbiider  migbtil/y 
He  was  in  Compay  with  tha|  handfome  Piig^^ 
That  fad  (Wcct  Map/  p  -  v";   :  „.  ^^  v -  : 

jilin.  That  t  forgot'^tdrgiye  to? ;  |  -Vj  , .   ^ 

Jul.  The  fam'e,  t^e  very  fam^^  cHatvyoq  fo  phiedi 
A  Man  as  fi t  tp  f uit  his  VUlanjes  -tp*  ' 


r -       ^' 


JlUn.  And  did  they  walk  t()gether  ? . 

Jul.  Wondrous  civilly.'   '    / 

;^/i;r«.  Talk».aad  di&oivle?.  \ 

7«//  Ithink  fo,  fori  faw^cm 
Make  many  Stands,  and  then  embrace  4sach  ptho-. 

AUn.  The  Pilgrim  is  betray*d^  a  Jtf^^i^  dwells  with  himj 
{44)  A  Sinofu  rlJmt.wil^  if;cm  a  Saipt  to  choak  him. 
Canft  thou  but  (Hew  me  this  ? 

Jtd.  Lord  how  fhe  tcembles  t 


^/|f.  •  Come,  good  Wqich, 
And  fpeedily,  for  I  have  ftrange  Faiths  working* 
As  ftrange  Fears  too,  I'll  tell  thee  all  my  Life  then. 

Jull  Come  quick,  I  will  conduft  ye,  and  ftill  fcrve  ye, 
And  do  not  fear ;  hang  Fear,  it  /polls  all  Proje^. 
This  way^  ril  bcyour  Guide.  [£r«r«/. 

(44)  A  9imnr,^y  lit  Text  from  the  EditioB  of  1679. 

-  .  S'.CENE 
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S    c   EN    E     II.'.    ^    J  - 


.  ■  ERitrGovenur^Vti^M^idnd  Ciiiatas.:  .■ 

Guv;  Ufe  air  your  Sporu,  all  yourSolcmniricii  ■ 
•Tis  the  King's  Day, To-morrow,  ■   .    •       .  / 

His  Birth-day,  and  his  Marriage,  a  glad  Day, 
A  Day  we  ought  to  honour,  all.  '   "" ' 

iC(/.  We.  will.  Sir,  .'  "      "     ' 

And  make  Segovia  ring  with  our  Rejoicings. '    '     ' 
*     Gov.  Be  rbmpruous,  but  not  riotous ;  be  boatiFCobl,  '■  ^ 
But  not  la  drunlccn  Bacchanals;  free  to  all Stradgers,    ,' 
Eafy  and  fwect' in  all  your  Enlcc'tainmcnis,   ,     ' 
For  'tis 'a  RoyaJ  Day,  adiniu  no  Rudcnefs. ,  '  '      ' 

iCit.  YourLOrdOiip  ■     "    . 

Will  do  us  ih' Honour  to  bthcireyourfclF, '.     '      I     '. 
And  grace  the  Day  ?  '  •       '.         .'     .      '  *    { 

Gov.  'Tis  a  main  part  of  my  Service.    "     ' ,    '    ■ '  ■. 

1  Cit.  1  hope  your  Honour     ,  ■ 
Has  taken  into  your  ConQderation 

The  Miferies  we  have  Ti^ffct'd  by  thcfc  Outlaws,'    ;     ' 

ThcLDlTes,  hoarjy  FeatJ-,  th6  rude  Abufes,-  ■ ^ 

Strangers  that  travel  to'S  arc  daily  loadcn  with  i     "         ' 
.Our  Daughters  and  our  Wives  Ct)mplaint3;    ,' " 

Gov.  rm'forry  for't,  '      

And  have  ComoiiOion  frdm  t^'Kmg  to  cafe  it:      '    . 
You  (hall  not  be  long-vcjct. '  '  '  .,■* 

iCil.  Had  wc  hot  Wails,  Sir,  *■ 

And  thofe  continually  mann'd  to6  with  our  Watches, 
We  Ihould  not  have  a  Bit  of  Meal  to  feed  us. 
And  yet  they  are  our  Friends,  and  we  mull  think  lb,     , 
And  entertain  'em  fo  (bmetimcs,  and  feaft  *em, 
And  fend  'em  toaden  home  too,  «c  art  loft  elfe. 

2  Cit.  They'll  come  to  Church  'mongft  us,  as  wc  hope, 

Cbriflianst 
When  all  their  Zeal  is  but. to  fteal  the  Chalices  i 
At  this  good  time  now,  if  your  Lordthip  were  not  here. 
To  awe  their  Violence,  with  your  Authority, 
They'd  play  fach  Gambds. 

K.\lz  aw. 
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C0O.  Are  they  girown  to  heady  ? 

2  Gi.  TheyM  drink  up  all  our  Wme,  pifs  out  our 
Bonfires  \ 
Theiis  like  ^  drknkeii  CeiUdi^s,  btve  i&t  th'  fiir^ 
Nay,  have  at  all  ^  Fourfcore  and  ten*s  a  Goddels, 
yrhilft' we,  like  l^oola,  ftand  fliakiog  in  oiir  Cellarl. 

G9V.  Are  tkey  (0  fiefce  upon  to  lictfe  Suftraince  H 
ni  sivc  'em  fiich  a  Ptirg^,  and  Tudd^nly^-^— 
>   VerSig^  after  this  Solemhity  is  bVer  >^ 

Gill  on  me  for  a  Charge  ot  Men,  of  gbbd  Mien, 
(To  (^  what  l^oufe  the(e  KriaVes  keep,)  of  i^ood  ^Uioi, 
As  (turdy  as  themfervei;  that  dafe diipulte  with  'cm. 
Dare  w^k  the  Woods  as  well  as  they,  as  f^rle(s^ 
But  with  a  better  Faith  belabour  *eni ; 
ril  know  what  Claim  they  have  to  thetr  Pol!efiim«r 
'Tis  pitv  of  their  Captain,  R,oder^o, 
A  well-ored  Gfcntlernan,  and  a  g^  Soldier^ 
And  one  his  Majcfty  |ias  Jbme  litjtle  Realm 
To  thank  for  furidry  Services,  ai^  feir  ones; 
That  long  Neglcft  bred^this.    I*m. For  1^  |br  hun, 

yer.  The  hope  of  his  Eil^ce  keeps  back  liiVJ^aM 
There's  divers  Waips  thdt  buz  ab6ut  that  i%ney-Box, 
And  long  to  lick  themfelvcs  ML    . 

Gov.  True,  Verdt^o^ 

Would  he  had  but  the  Faiiehcie  to  di^fh  k> 
And  Policy  to  wi^  their  Lips, 

Vir.  To  fetch  hirti  in,  Sir, 
By  Vk>lence,  he  being  now  no  Infkht, 
will  ask  fome  bjoody  Crowns.     I  know  his  People 
Are  of  his  own  Choice,  Men  that  wit]  not  totter 
Nor  blench  much  at  a  fiullet  •,  I  know  his  Ohier  % 
Ancf  though  he  have  no  Multitude,  h*as  Manhood ; 
The  elder  Twin  tp  that  too,  ftaid  Expcriehcc, 
But  if  he  muft  be  forc'd,  ^ir,- 

Gov.  iTiirc's  no  Remedy, 
Unlefs  he  come  bimlelF. 

Vfrd.  That  will  be  doubcRil. 
I5id  you  ne'er  hear  yet  of  the  noble  PeSro  t 

Gw.  I  caiftiot  by  no  Means  1  I  think  he*a  dead  fait  t 

The 
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The  09Qit  bnraits  much  hi«  undmcly  i.(^i 
The  King  bioifelf  Jamcnts  faim. 

Verd.  He  was  fank; 
And  if  he  be  dc»d*  be  djr'd  happily  j 
He  buried  ill  hp  but  in  the  King's  Service, 
And  loft  bim&lf. 

Gov.  Well,  if  he  be  ali^e.  Captain, 
<As.hc^  Hill  fpcaki  the  beft)  I  know  the  King's  MM    , 
So  inwardly  »nd  fgll,  he  will  be  happy. 
Cooie,  16  this  PreparatuHi  4  when  that's  done, 
The  Outltwf  Expedition  is  begun- 

Cit.  We^U  contribute  all  to  tfiot,  and  help  owr^ves  too^ 

S      C      E      H      fi         IV. 

Enter  Rsdsrigo  nd  Fcdm. 

Rod.  Howfweettbefei^itary^aces^re!  HofrinfHQBly 
The  Wind  blowi  cfanttgb.  the  Leares«  and  eowts,  Md  plajn 

with  *f(n  f       . 
Wdl  ye  fit  down,  anl  fleni?  The  Hctf  invioes  ye. 
Hark  how  yond  porltng  jStrciim  dajices,  and  tpurntwv. 
The  Birds  fing  fi^ly  too)  pray  take  fotQe  Rei^  Sir, 
I  woukl  fain  wooe  hu  Fancy  to  a  Peace, 
It  I^ioun  high  and  haflj(y  pp9o  bin) : 
R»r  ye^t.  and  PJI  ft  by. 

Pa/.  1  eannpt  fleep,  Friend, 
I  have  Ihefe  Wau:lKS  here  admit  bq  Sluinben, 
Saw  ye  none  yet? 

Zdp.  NoCreatore. 

Ped.  What  ftnu^  ^uTiek 
"Woe  that  we  faean)  *fiv  off  ? 

Rod.  I  eamioc  goefi  j 
'Twas  loud,  and  ftriljf :  Swnetimct  It  Oiew^d  tian!  t^  as, 
And  by  and  by  the  $oi]nd  &d  m  fbe  Wiod  docs  | 
Here's  no  (nhabitanti. 

Ped^  It  much  delighted  me. 

Rod.  They  $aJkof  Fairiga,  and  iuch  Demi-Pfrvlls^        ; 
Tliis  i>  U'dae  a  Race  to  dance  their  Gambols.-^ — 
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Pid.  Mcthoii|ht  1  heard  a  Voicff.     [Muficka^  Birds. 

Rod.  They  can  fing  admirably. 
They  never  lofe.  their  Maidcn-heada :  I  woqld  Tool  any 

away 
To  make  him  me^pry  now  -,  methinks  yond  Rocks  yonder 
Shew  like  enchanted  Cells,  where  they  inhabit. 

[Muftck  Afar  off.    Ppt  Birds. 

Ped.  *Tis  here  again,  hark,  gentle  Roderigo^ 
Hark,  hark:  O  Iwcet,  fwcet,  how  the  Birds  record  too! 
Mark  how  it  .flies  now  cvVy  lyay,     O  Love ! 
In  fuch  a  Harmony  art  thou  begotten, 
la  fuch  fott  Air,  fo  gentle,  luU'd  and  nourifh'd. 

0  my  bcttMiftrefs! 

Rod.  How  he  weeps !  Dear  Heav'n, 
Give  him  his  Hint's  Content,  and  me  forgive  too. 

1  muft  melt  too. 

Ped.  The  Birds  fing  louder,  fweet«r. 
And  every  Note  they  emulate  one  another ! , ;  .;  c ' 
Lie. (till  aqd  hear:  Thefe  when  they've  done  tb<ir  Jutbouis, 

Enter  Alinda  and  Julejta,  Me,  old  fFbnien. 

Thc;ir  pretty  Airs,  fal)  to  their  Reds,  enjoy  'cm. 
Nothing  i-ocks  Love  aflccp,  but  Death. 

Rod.  Who're  thefe  ?     ,        * 

Ped.  What?       . 

Rj>d.  Thofe  there,  thofe,  thofe  things  that  com^i^n  us, . 
Thofe  grandam  things,  thofe  ftranse  Antiquities.  _ 
Pid  not  I  fay  thefe  Woods  begot  ura^g^  Winders  ? 

Jul.  Now  ye  may  view  'cm, 

Mn.  Ha? 

JuU  The  Men  ye  long'd  forf 
Here  they  are  both :  Now  ye'  may  boldly  talk  with  'cm. 
And  ne'er  be  guefs'd  at  \  be  n't  afraid,  nor  faint  liot  \ 
They  wondpr  ac  us|  let's  mainuin  that  wonden 
Shake  not,  but  what  ye  Purpofc  do  difcreetly,  ; 

And  fronf)  your  Tonigue  rll  take  my  Part,  , 

Ann.  Ha? 

Jid  Thprci 
Before^  ye,  there }  c}o  not  turn  Coward,  Miftrcft, 

If 
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If  ye  do  lore,  cairy  your  Love  out  h^uidfomelf. 

Aliu.  'Tis  he  and  Roderiio.:  What  a  IVacc    •'• 
.  Dwells  in  their  Faces,  what  a  friendly  C^.m     -  -    - 

Crowns  both  their  Souls?     -  ..o  ;  -  .  --     _ 

Rod.  They  fliow  as  ihey  were  mortal  i       ■  '- 

They  come  upon  us  ftill. 

Fed.  Be  not  afi^id,  Man,  '"  ■■   ■  '  ■  -* 

let'em  be  what  they  will,  they  cannot  hurt  usi    ■    ^--    ■    , 

Rod.  That  thing  i'th*  Button*d*Cap  looki.  terribly.  ■    - 
She  has  Guns  in  her  Eyes,  the  Devifs'  Engineer,  '    - 

Fed.  Come,  ftand,  and  Ic(V  go  meet  Vm.  - " 

Rod.  Go  you  firft.  .'.'■.-, 

I  have  Jefs  Faith ;  ^hen  I  have  faid  my  Prayets— — • 

Fed.  There  needs  no  Fear,     flail  reverend  Daqiesi      ,; 

.,^&'«.'Good  Even, 
What  do  ye  feck  ?     ,   .    '  ■■  '/',':'■ 

Fed.  We  wouldjeek  happier  Fortunea.        '  -        >    . 

Rod.  That  little  Oevil  has  main  need  of  a  BaTbsr^ 
What  a  trim  Beard. (he  has?   -  ■  '    \jfft3t.- 

Jlin.  Seek  'em,  and  make  *em, 
Zjw  not  fiill,  (45)  ner  longer  ^e, 
Here  inhabits  nought  but  Fear. 
Be  conjiant  good,  iti' Failb.  be  clear : 
Fortune  will  wait  ye  every  wbert. 

Fed.  Whithe^flioald  we  go^  for-wc  bdievc  thy  Re- 

'■'■'verence,' 

And  next  obey.     •  ^ 

.  jUin.  Go  to  Segmia, - 
Und  there  brfore  the  Altar  fay  thy  Vowu  ' 

yi^  G(//J,  and  Frayers\  unload  tfy  fieavine/i, 
To-morrow^d  tirfl'ears,- and  gain  thy  Suitf 
Such  honeft  noble  Sbott/'rs  ne*cr  wanted  Fruit. 

Jul.  Starjd  you  out  too,    '  ■       ■  [TVRoderigo, 

•'  Rod.  .1  ftiilhbc  hang'd,  or  wbip*d  I  know  ;  ,         - 

Thefc  know  and  thefe  ha»;e  Pow'r.  ■     :    /"■  ■ 

(4;)  -~-'  nrioBga.iirf^  Tba*  diU: ii  {enife,  I  jtttatfA  wt' 
IboDld  re»^  -.■-•■■..  .   i 

■  gyr  linger  btrr.  ,  ■      ^,  r 

,-.        -'  ■  :    Kk  4-     •     - •  Jll'i 
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Jul.  S^lwspUJhahs, 
A  fecure  Conjcunu  lumr  ftikii  ^ 
^Tbcm  baft  been  ilU  hefo  no  more^ 
A  Food  Reireat  fi  0  £r§ft  Sfori^ 
Thou  baft  commandedMen  cf  <VV^^ 
Command  ibyfilf 9  and  tben  tbou^rtrigk. 

Alin.  Command  ib^  WiU,  tbjf  foid  D^rat, 
Put  om  and  fmA  thf  4^(d!^^ 
Command  thfXCni^  and  mah  $bal  pure  % 
^bou*Tt  mje  thih^  valiant  ^ndjfimrK 
J  Bkffit^  tbim  ihou  mafftbeiei. 

J^  J  Curji  ilfif  that  OuOl  ne^ 

yiou  baft  as  many  ^ins  a$  Hairs, 
fbon  art  a  Captain^  lit  tbf  Mm  ^ 

Be  boneft^  bane  good  Unn^bts^  Mi  fbm 
Tbou  m^ft  eommani^  andUdHncbuf^ 
Tftthou  art  blooiy^  ani  a  fSjrf. 

^bd.  What  dull  I  doi  1  jd^  coaleis. 

Alin.  Retire^         '  ^ 

And  purge  tbee  perfeJS  h  Ui  ^e: 
His  life  oifervii  ti^  in  hie  idboal. 
And  then  tbou  Jbalt  put  ^  lie  Pooi. 
^ ,  fvii.  J^ray  0  Scfil^vhi  tei^  and^je 
J^  Off  rings  up^  repent^  and  true.  [Mufick  wkhin; 

Alin.  Away^  avfoy  \  enauire  no  wtore^ 
po  tHs^y^re  ricb^  el/e  Fools^  and  poor^ 
What  MuQck's  this?  ^JjiiL 

Jul  jBLctirp4  •tfefcoiciicatjfoy. 
In  H<VK>ur  of  the  X^^s  gfcai;J>ayi^^i(^  imdOt 
This  comes  in  right  to  ^i^rai  their  Iteiiereoce. 
Awayjawpiy,  let  theiii  adminr,  it  makei 
tor  our  Ady«jqg9  5  bo wjtbc  O^pcaift  <Mtti !    tBueOttl 

Fed.  This  W43  the  Vimk.  ^ 

ftod*  VeSy  ves ;  how  1  fweat'l 

Only  inl^bited  with  rare  Piieaim,  and  Wonden  \ 
I  would  D(V  be  a  Knave  ag^in,  a  Vahfe>>    n 
j^d,  hpw  I  Jof^li  ij  flpw/  fgr  fj|i^  Ipipw  all,  SK 

And 


n 


Fed.  Thxftt  ^Xcdka^  Wo^iqV 
3eep  in  their  JCaowkd^  Fi1«xL    / 

i2«^.  I'd  not  be  Tmtor» 
lind  have  thefe  ^pf  my  J«iT  %  fco#  1^  I  «|^ 
ftod  tiow  ay  Heart  laufl^  qow  mefti^Icf  wwun  me! 
Now  I  tufi  QueciuK^d,  1*4  ever  dwell  faerp» 
For  theft's  i  kind  Of  Cbortfif  ]R«fQinva(n) 
Had  I  been  fti^ibom,  Friehd-      .■ 

iVi.  They  would  have  found  it. 

RoJ.  And  then  thev  would  have  haxuSkAniC^J^'mtfii/ 
The  Ded's  duoip  lutd  bpeo  danoed  cboi. 

Pfd.  Lci*/i  away  « 

And  do  their  great  Coaimand^  tod  do  *em  hni^fbaiif^-  ; 
Confrite,  and  true  i  for  I  believcf  MotUfigap 
And  conftantly  believe,  we  Ihall  be  happy. 

Rod.  So  >^ou  do  weUi  &I1  ed^  or  Jm  •*  foyfid^ 
All  1  can  ftagger  at  h  tbcKutt's  Aogcr,    .  ■  ■ 
Which  if  it  come,  I  am  pugpard  IQ  jDi^t  it)i    ■ 

Fed.  The  King  has  Mercy,  JFViend,  ju  wdH  «i  Jnflaqi^ 
(46)  And  when  you  &11 :  No  move. 
^</.  i  hope  the  faireft.  '    ISxaut^ 

S    C    E    N    E     V. 

C«r.  Wc^fc  told  ji««Jm  htk^^Amt^mLw^wiHms^ 
him, 
Hb  Nature,  and  his  Ntmes  the. fiennqgBojrtp^ 
Ye  had  here,  how,  and  what.  Ivy  jour  xmn  tdt^m^p 

• 

£)d.  Ib^  tbifairfft.\W:^m¥if^hmpfMUm^m9mt!i^^ 
tli0  jffft  J[>«e>  «i<l  woa*d  altpr  it  itetr 
^/  «u;i^  ytmfall  no  m^rf* 
Rfld.  /  A^  ihjmiri^  

I  ihall  give  the  Kqifler  wluyt  aimin9I?4  4»  ,m  Jbite  2  ««3liiA. 
Inlr.  SruMTiTi  Letter,  and  leave  it  to  ysJ«d|gllMaM; . 
.  Ai^  nnhinywfmll    <  ■  ■ 

An 


All  CSrumftances  we  have  cleared;  X^zt  the  Dake  fent  huo, 
We tbld ye  how impoffible;  he  knows  him noc ^ 
That  he  is  mad  himfelfy^ahd  tberefdre  fit 
To  be  your  Prifoner,  we  dare  fW*ir  a^irift  it. * 

Seb.  Take  hcodj%>^l^  not  ^Tiaaderth^^^^^  makehiniv 

Though  he  htrk'n,  ^nd  fuddeii  (wliieh  ts  all  his  Wildhcls) 
Take'heerf  ye  wrdng.hitn  not :  He  is  a  Gentleman,  r 
And  fo  muft  be  rcttorM  ai>d  deat^d  In  all  Points  i 
^he  King  (hall  be  a  JudgMfc.    :/  ; ' ;       '[ ; 

Cur.  *  T was  fome  trick  /^  '    ^       '  * 

That  brought  him  hithc^*:  Th*  febyand  Letter  counterfeit, 
IWhichihall  appear^  if  ye  dare  now  aetain  him. 

Maji.  I  dare  ndt.  Sir," nor  wilt  ribf :  |  believe  ye, 
'And  will  reftore  h^.up  j  had^I , known  fooner 
H*«cl  been  a  Ncighboar,  ind  thel^an  you  fpeak  him, 
(Though  as  I  liveVhe  ttiffied  a  yildTcdming) 
My  Service  and  myfclf  liad  bpth  attended  hrm. 
1How^fMiavieusMWm,'.let  him  fpeak. 

Seb.  Let*s  in,  ind  vifit  him^     ;  :  : 
Then  to  the  holV  Temple,  there  pay  b\ir  Duties, 
Aiid  fiy-w^H  talce^  oor  jf^ciaves, 
^Majl.^ rU  wait  upotf  ye,  '      '  lExcM. 


S        C^f .  E       N        E    ^    VI. 

-\^EktifrGcverncr^VeTd\}gpi  Couriiers^  Ladies ^  ice. 

Gov,  3T)Ut(^  Devotion  Jacred  he f  I 
fib  to  the  Kite's  Pro/perily^  / 
fbis  to  Ue  ^een,  and  Cbaftity.  [Mufick, 

VtT.  {^j)7hefe  Oblations  fir fitue  bring 
fo  fufje  onrfetves  rJ'be/e  to  the  King. 
To  Love^  and  Beauty  tbefe:  Now  Sing.  [Mufick. 

(47)  Ti^f/?  Obligations  firfi  ^joe  bring]  The  Legion  tt  the  oldcft. 
d^piet  nalKs  botb  the  SeUt^  .«nd  Meafure  tompleit,  thus, 
fi^ObhtioM 

•  Lacfics. 
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Ladies.  Holy  jUtar^ii^nid  tdki''     .  r  :  :;^ 

^l^ftfwourfAvti'.rHrtbiJiinf^sJaU/  \^A 

^0  Firtue^  l4ve^  MdModcfiyj         :  ;  1! 

Ourff^Jhes  to  Eierniiy,.                         :  .;  {Mufick.,  i 


£i!K/rr  Pedro,  W  Rod(^igo. 


> 


,f  • ,  • 


Ped.  Far  oitrfehes  firjiy  thus  we  bend\ 
Forpve  us  Heav^n^  and  be  our  Friend: 

Rod.  And  happy  Fortune  to  us  fend. 

Ped.  To  the  King^  Honour^  and  all  Jey^  I 

Ijong^  and  happy  from  Annoy.  ..    '     .  ii 

Rod.  Profperous  be  all  bis  Ds^f       ^  ♦. 
Every  new  Hour^  a  mw  Fraife^ 

Ped.  Every  Minute  thus  be  Jeen^  \  • 

Both.  And  tboufand  Honours  crown  ihe^^een. 

[Muilcfc.; 

Enter  Alf^i^fo,  Cario^  and  Sebcrto.  ; 

Seb.  Come  to  the  Altar  5  let  us  do  our  Duties.  ., 

Aiph.  1  have  almoft  forgot  a  ChurcH.  > 

Cur.  Kneel  reverently.  .     ^  ^  .  .•  . 

Alph.^  For  my  lofi  Wits  {let  m  fi^) 
Firft  I  pray  •^  and  Jecondly^  ..*  *,/.  ;     :      /"v^ 

To  be  at  home  again^  and  freei  —  -  -  ^ 

And  if  I  travel  more^  hang  me.  ,,  .  .  ,  •  •'" 
For  the  King^  and  for  the  S^ueen^ 
That  they  may  be  Viifi^^nd  feen . 
Never  in  the  MddmarTs  Inn. 
For  my  Daughter- 1  wot^  pray^ 
But  Jbe  has  made  a  Holy-day^  .         ' 

And  needs  not  my  Devotion  now  \ 
Let  her  take  her  own  coutfs^  Heav^n^^    ".         .      . 
Whether  it  be  odd^  fir  event  '       '     [Mufiqk/ 

And  if  that  pledfe  not^  take  her  you.,  .  •  ^ 

Seb.  A  Ihort,  and  fweet  Meditation^  wh^t  ^t  thcif  Ijerc? 

Enter  Alinda,  and  Julctta,  Dke  Shepherds.'     ^ 
Alhu  Hail  to  this  lacrcd  Place,  '    -  .  .1 


^24  ^  Pilgrim. 

Jul.  They  are  tU  fa»e,  Mbdim  i 
No  Violence  dare  toMh  her^  be  feeure. 
My  Bilbo-Mafter  toot  Hiw  gM;  iut  loofr  #«unf 
HofT  JamentaUy  he  looks!  b^afi  had  Dird|ilioe. 
I  dare  nee  let  him  knovr  my  Pranks.  v 

SA.  'Tisflielure. 

Cur.  *T]8  certainly. 

Fed.  Ha!  dojdatle? 

Ra.  'Tis  the  fair  i^lttiJIs. 

Gw.  What  wonder  Apnd  tkefrStsingcffs  ip  ? 

Rod.  Her  Woqi^n  bjr  her  I 
The  lame.  Sir,  as  I  lite. 

.al^.  I  had  a  Daugbier 
With  fuch  a  Face  obce,  fuek  Eyes,  and  Na6  soa. 
Ha,  let  me  fee,  'tis  wondrous  like  j^tds  ; 
Their  Devotiflf^jeoded,  PU  nark  ^m  and  «tfv. 
Ad)i  fflie  had  a  Filly  too  that  waited  on  her 

Juft  with  fuch  %?vms  \  d0 liiey  km^  Qom  asw  } 

Alin.  Thus  we  kmd,  and  tims  tv^frof 
A  happy  Honour  to  $Us  Dofp 
mms  our  Sacrijici  we  ifring 
Ever  bopp  to  the  Ajuy  • 

Jul.  neji  of  Purple^  Damask^  green^ 
Sicred  to  the  virtuous  ^een. 
Here  we  bm^. 

Alin.  Js  ibefi  are  now^ 
Her  Glories  &ver  Jpring^  andfiow. 
%befefor  ourJldveSf  our  Hopes^  anfi  tioveSt 
fullef  Piuks^  and  Lady-gloveSr 
Of  (48)  fharis-eafi  teoj  wUcb  we  wuU/aiu^ 
As  we  labour  for^  attain  i 
Hernr  me,  Heanfn^  4md  as  1  bend^ 
FulUfHt^^  /me  Comfort  fend. 

jdl.  Hear  ber^  bear  bor*^  if  tbfireh 
4 JpotUfs  SweHn/^,  ibis  is  Jke.  TmOm 

Fed,  Now,  RodmgOj  ftand,  r 

/{m^.  He  ihit  divide  ye 
my  Life  too.    . 


(48)  Hiorfi-mfi]  L  c  P^oJlf  or  VUlm  tricohr. 
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Gov.  T^dro^  ri^M^ ftfiro^    _        _.. 
Db  not  you  know  your  Friend  i 

Ped.  I  know,  and  hondtif  yt»  . 

Gcfo.  Lady,  this  ]uiea¥e  Tli  craft r  pray  be  iMt  fllgiify^  . 
I  will  not  long  divide  you ;  how  ha^^^  Peira^    • 
Would  ail  the  Gnirt  be  now,  might  i^ey  behold  ched^ 
Might  they  but  fee  you  thus,  and  ^Mt  eafirace  ,ybul 
The  King  will  be  a  joyful  Man»  beltefV  it 
Moft  joyful,  Pedr9. 

Pri/.  Tm  kis  hunable  Sotranc. 
Nay,  good  Sir,  fpeak  jrotir  WiiU»  I  fee  ytki  wofldoiv^  * 
One  eaiy  Word  froo)  yon ^A«-»r—  ,         . 

Alfb.  t  dare  fay  nothing. 
My  Tongue's  a  new  Tongue,  Sir,  ind  knbws  his  Tithcr  | 
Let  her  do  what  (he  pleafe»  I  dam  ^  nothing. 
I  have  been  damn'd  for  doing.  W^  ffe  King  (kffi4w  Mip^ 
That  Fellow  tto-ei  .WUl  he  fel^atiid  honour 'bi*^^ 
He  has  been  lookM  upon,  they  fay ;  will  he  own  Jiim  f 
Gov.  Yes  certainly  and  |««ct  hiOH  t!9&  honour  h&Bt 
Reftore  him  every  way  \  h^afl  iMich  lamented  hitti. 
Alpb.  Is't  your  W41i  too?  *Tiat4it:iaft  time^f  Alkfog^ 
Rod.  I  am  fur^  i\oas  tlfe  ihaU I6ttch  hcr^  MOe  cMb'MK 
joy  her.  :  .. 

If  this,  and  this  h$)Id« 

Alpb.  You  had  belt  begin 
The  Game  ditn^  i  hay^  no  Till*  in  fae^ 
Pray  take  her,  and  difpttdi  faen»  land  ootnmend^i^io  he^ 
And  let  me  get  me  hoinM^  andkope  1^  fober : 
Kifs,  kiis,  it  muft  be  thus ;  ftand  up,  AiindM^ 
I  am  die  more  Child,  «nd  mdre  need  of  fikffing. 
Ye  liad  a  waiting  Woman,  one  JukUdy 
A  pretty  defperate  things  juft  fiidi  another 
As  this  fweet  Lady  ;  we  called  her  Nmbb^thgfi. 
I  pray  is  this  the  Party  ? 
Jul.  No  indeed^  Sir, 
She  is  at  home ;  I  am  a  little  Foot-boy, 
That  walk  a  Nights,  and  fr i^  old  GemkoMR  i 
Make  ^etn  loofe  Hats  and  Qoaks. 
Alpb.  ^nd  Horfdy  too. 


Jul  Somctimei  I  do^  Sir  j  ^h  •cm  th'  way  throcgli 
Dicchesy 
And  how  to  break  their  Worfbips  Shins,  and  Nofes 
Agsinft  old  broken  Sciles  and  Scunipd. 

jUpb.  idi  fine  Alt! 
I  feel  k  in  my  Bonti  yet; 

JuL  Vm  A  Drum^  Sir, 
A  Drum  at  Midnight,  tm^  tatiy  tM^  icn^  tan^  Sir ; 
D'  you  take  me  for  Jidetta  ?  I'm  a  Page,  Sir,  |^ 

That  brought  a  Letter  from  the  D^e  of  Medina  \ 

To  (wte  one  Scnk>r  Alplxm/o^  juft  Aich  another 
As  your  old  Worfhip,  wormtHi  for  i%nning  mad.  Sir. 
Alas,  you  are  miftaken. 
^  jUpb.  Thou*n  the  Dcvil^ 
And  fo  thott*(t  ufed  me.  r 

.JmL  I  am^y  thing, 
AqCold  Woman,  that  tells  Fortunes         » 

R^i.  Hat 

jffrf.!  And  frights  Mod  People, 
And  iendsthem  to  ^egonna  for  their  Fortunes  i 
l^oi.ftrangeuAirsand  excellerit  fweet  Voices. 
4'svany  thing,  to  do  her  good,  believe  me ; 
She  now  recovered,  and  her  Wifbes  crown'd, 
I  am  Juktla  again  $  pray.  Sir,  forgive  me. 

jilpb.  I  dare  not 
Do  otherwife,  for  fiar  thou  fhouid^ft  ftill  follow  me  i 
JPrithee  be  forgiven,  and  I  prithee  forgive  me  too : 
And  if  any  of  you  will  marry  her—-* 

Jul.  No,  I  befeech  you.  Sir;  ' 

My  Millre&  is  my  Husband,  with  her  Pll  dwell  ftill. 
And  when  you    . 
Play  any  more  Pranks  you  know  where  to  have  me. 

Ped.  You  know  him.  Sir  ? 

Govn  Know  him,  and  much  lament  him ; 
The  King's  incens'd  much,  much  Sir,  I  can  aifure  you. 

Ped.  Noble  Governor- — — 

Gov,  But  (ince  he  is  your  Friend,  and  now  appears. 
In  honour  of  this  Day,  and  Love  to  you.  Sir, 
1*11  try  the  Power  I  have,  to  th*  pinch  1*11  put  it ;  ^ 

Hcrc^ 
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Her^s  my  Hand,  Rederigo,  V\i  let  you  lair  a^in. 

Red.  And  here's  m'tne,  to  be  true  and  full  of  Service. 

Gov.  Your  People  too  Ihall  have  their  general  Pardons,^ 
We'll  have  all  Peace  and  Love. 

Rod.  And  flial!  pray  for  you. 

Gov.  To  my  Houfe  now,  and  fuit  you  to  youi  Wctfths  j 
Of  with  thefe  Weeds,  and  appear  Glorious: 
Then  to  the  Pried  that  (hall  attend  us  hne. 
And  thia  be  flil'd  Loves  new  and  happy  Year. 

Rod.The  King's  and  Queen's ;  two  noble  Honours  meet 
To-grace  this  Day,  two  true  Loves  at  their  Fecc. 

^pb.  Well,  well,  fincc  Wedding  will  come  after  Wooii^ 
Give  Die  lome  Rolemary*  and  let's  be  going.      [Exema. 
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POST  S  C  R  I  P  T 

To    die     Fl  F  T  H  Vo  L  U  M  E, 

4 

*  « 

My  Mr.  S  £  W4  R  D. 

1^  ccrpret  p^rr^/  by  portly.    Ic  was  probably  cmly  a  cy  po* 
graphical  Error  in  chat  excellent  Diftioaaiy.    For  parcel 
Ufi*4  adverlHally  alw^s  lignifios  iWr/^. 
Page  I  CO,  Note  15. 
jff^b^t  mol?le  Spirit  ^gar  .of  Mvioacemtnt^ 
JVhpfe  Einph^mf^  is  Ms  Pbmsh.l  I  rather  condemn 
the  Change' 1  have  niade  oi  taifki^JifiUf  to  IvUrtfi.     I  iiad 
more  regard  to  the  Meafure  than  w4itDeceflkry. 

Page  1 16,  N©tc  37.  !l.^xe  wptfete  Chapgpllia»c  made 
here,  a^nd  prefer  chc  tosmcr  Pcintijig, 
P^ge  i:zo.  Line  9. 

ki^iio  knows  not  the  unbaundej  Flood  imd  Sea^ 
In  whif^b  mf  Brother  RolbV  Appetites 
jtHttr  Olid  rage  with  every  Rt^  of  Breath? 
I^Hs  fuselMMg  Ulqodexhaksy.and  tberrforehearJ]  I  acci- 
dsntally  fotgor  to  correct  the  old  Pointing  of  this  Paflfage, 
tho'  the  Fatiks  were  vifibk  at  tfirft  Readings  and  ^e  Aicih 
aa greatly  diminith  rhr  ryrrftmr  Bpauty  o£  the  Metaphors. 
I  read, 

IVho  knows  not  the  unbounded  FlpQd  and  Sea 
In  which  n^  B^ratherRGlihys  Jppetites 
Alter  and  rage  ?  With  evA^y  Ptiff  (^  f^nd 
His  JwelHng  Blood  exhales. »  ■■-  ■  a.  exhales  i,  e.  boils 
and  flings  off  Vapours,    as  the  Sea  ip  Storms  does  its 
Spray.     This  is  the  true  meaning  of  the  Word,  ibom  the 
Latin  exbalare.     We  corrupt  it  when  we  (dy  the  Sun  ex- 
hales Vapours  from  the  Sea, 
Page  140,  Line  ujt. 
Thatjleep'ft  within  thy  Mafier's  Ear^  and  wbifper^Jl^  &c.] 
The  Talc-bearer,  Whifperer  and  Sycophant^  cannot  be  faid 
to  deep  within  their  Matter's  Ear,  fince  they  are  generally 
vigilant  and  eager  to  inftil  their  poifonous  Counfel.    I  read 
llierefore,      '^hat  creep' ft  within  thy  Mafter\  Ear. 
Vol.  V.  LI  Page 
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Page  447-  ,  v. 

Tbe  very  Shrines  of  Saints  ^finkodbef.  Virtue f^ 

And  i^wt^x  they  cannot  bolipace^iijfijbrber  Pieties.']  I 
have  none  of  the  old  Editions  now  by  niciefi;amine  whe- 
ther they  alfo  make  the  Shrines  fwear^Qr  Whether  it  is  a 
mtt!^  Miftake  of  the  prefcnt  Priirter:  For  fiveat  is  un- 
doubtedly the  true  Word,  being  the  proper  Metaphor  to 
tht  Shrines. 

Page  376,  Note  8; 

Tet  dearly  will  I  fell  my  Love] .  It  was  great  Inatten* 
tion  to  Udian^s  Charader  which  noade  Mr.  Sympfon  and 
myfelf  propofc  to  change  Love  to  Life,  His  Love  was 
his  Ufe^  and  all  he  regretted  in  the  lofs  of  thq  lattery  was 
that  he  fhould  lofe  the  Uxmer. 

Page  516,  Line  22. 
Atd  Policy  to  wipe  their  IJps^  Verdugo  had  faid  that 
the.  Court- Wa(ps  bu2*d  about  the  Honey  of  Roderigo's 
Eftate,  and  in  hopes  of  gaining  it,  prevented  his  Pardon. 
The  Governor  in  anfwer,  wifhes  he  had  Policy  enough  to 
bribe  them  ;  but  how  does  he  exprels  it  ?  why.  Would 
he  had  Policy  to  wipe  their  Lips.  To  make  the  Meta- 
phor clear  and  expreffive  of  the  Senie,  we  fhould,  I  think, 
read,  And  Polijcy  to  wet  their  Lips.  i.  e.  to  gun  ibme  of 
them  by  letting  them  tafte  fome  of  his  Honey. 


ERRATA. 

Page    62y  Linl  %o,  for  tum^U^  tumhU,  read  nmh/e,  ntml/e, 

joo,  10  of  Note  17^  fotfr^kihility  read  pojfihilitf 

2St»  "        *2  of  Note  7»  for  Bandt  vead  BswJs 

30a.  I2»  f<^  Csffander  read  Cmffanira 

302'  at  the  end  of  Note  2ft,  add,  if  fucb  «  mrd  ctu'JhfimwJ 

303,  3f  ui  Note,  for  jimu  to9  rnd  Armtt 

326,  3»  for  fTmen  read  f^omgn 

V*»  15,  dele  fo 

33  5»  ^»  ^®'  ^''^^  ^^  ^^^ 

379,  I  in  Note  8,  for  tell  read  fill 

387,  22»  for  Lit  read  Lan 

404t  XI,  for  wuditat€  read  wudiatt 

404,  the  laft  in  Note  15,  for  In  danger  «ad  JnJUtipr 

*      463,  I^t  for  Jlonfo"*  read  FemMnd»*t,  See  p.  443. 

^87,  35,  for  mufi  read  much 

49  St  '5>  ^^^  ^  '^^  ^ 

502,  7,  in  Note,  for  terfelf  in  read  berfiJfin 

S 12,  3>  in  Note  43,  add  vjbicbytt  I  might  bavt  dtse  without  any  DiJ* 

credit  to  the  Foet  '  '^ 

517,  24*  for  L9f»  read  Rod, 
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